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AN   EVENING   WITH   TUB   WITCUFINDE&S. 


The  labours  of  Mesmer  and  his  dis- 
ciples, whatever  judgment  we  may  form 
as  to  the  practical  or  scientific  worth 
of  any  result  they  have  led,  or  are  likely 
to  lead  to,  cannot  be  denied  to  have 
rendered  one  considerable,  though  in- 
direct service  to  the  cause  of  know- 
ledge. They  have  thrown  light  upon 
one  of  the  darkest  chapters  in  the  his- 
tory of  man  ;  they  have  solved,  at 
least  partially,  the  riddle  of  those 
wild  accusations,  and  still  wilder  con- 
fessions, in  virtue  of  which  so  many 
thousands  of  human  beings  were  deli- 
vered to  an  appalling  death,  in  the 
very  era  of  the  revival  of  letters,  and 
the  reformation  of  religion.  They 
have  taught  us,  in  short,  what  to  think 
of  the  witches  and  the  witch-burners, 
the  demonopathics  and  the  exorcists, 
who  played  their  fantastic  and  hideous 
drama — with  the  breadth  of  Europe 
for  a  theatre — from  the  fifteenth  down 
to  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
It  is  impossible  to  compare  the  appear- 
ances observable  in  a  modern  mesmeric 
patient  with  those  presented  by  a  witch 
or  a  devil-possessed  nun  of  the  pe- 
riod referred  to — without  being  led  to ' 
the  conclusion,  that  it  is  one  influence 
which  affects  both ;  that  their  states  are 
identical ;  that  either  the  mesmeric  pa- 
tient is  a  witch,  or  the  witch  was  no- 
thing more  than  a  mesmeric  patient. 
And  this  recurrence  of  phenomena  so 
similar,  under  circumstances  so  widely 
diverse,  is  the  strongest  of  all  argu- 
ments against  the  supposition  that  the 
phenomena  are  the  result  of  imposture. 
If  we  find  insensibility  to  pain  in  the 
witch  or  the  demonopathic,  we  have 
the  less  reason  to  believe  the  insensi- 
bility to  pain,  shown  by  the  m^merio 
patient,  to  be  simulated.  If  we  find 
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clairvoyance,  or  a  perception  of  things 
without  the  ordinary  range  of  the 
senses,  in  the  witch  or  the  demonopa- 
thic, we  have  the  less  ground  for  sup- 
posing the  clairvoyance  of  the  mesmeric 
patient  to  be  a  hallucination,  or  a  pre- 
tence. If  we  observe  that  very  strange 
state  of  things  which,  in  the  language 
of  the  mesmerists,  is  termed  rapport^^ 
a  community  of  sensation,  thought,  or 
will — between  the  witch  and  the  victim  ' 
of  her  sorceries,  or  between  the  de- 
monopathic and  the  exorcist,  we  are 
the  less  warranted  to  assume  that  such 
rapport,  as  subsisting  between  the  mes- 
meric patient  and  the  mesmeriser,  is  a 
chimera,  or  a  trick  sustained  by  collu- 
sion. And  these  are  but  a  few  of  the 
points  in  which  the  two  classes  of  phe- 
nomena we  speak  of  correspond.  In 
the  hundreds  of  mesmeric  cases  that 
have  been  treated,  in  and  out  of  Ger- 
many, since  the  great  Swiss  charlatan 
made  his  debut  at  Vienna,  and  in  the 
thousands  of  cases  of  diabolism,  in  its 
thousand  forms,  that  for  more  than 
three  hundred  years  kept  the  racks  at 
work,  and  the  market-places  smoking, 
throughout  the  whole  Christian  world, 
a  unity  of  character,  a  constant  repro- 
duction of  the  same  leading  features,  is 
to  be  recognized,  wholly  inexplicable, 
unless  on  the  hypothesis"  of  a  common 
origin  —  of  one  principle  operating 
throughout.  And  certainly  the  mani- 
festations of  this  principle,  even  as  we 
witness  them,  in  instances  **  few  and  far 
between,"  in  our  own  times,  are  quite 
startling  and  enigmatical  enough  to 
account  for  the  light  in  which  they  were 
viewed,  and  the  impressions  of  horror 
which  they  produced,  when  developed 
in  multitudes  at  once,  and  in  a  degree 
of  intensity  which  we  can  but  faintly 
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picture  to  ourselves,  at  a  period  of  time 
when  physiological  investigation  was  in 
its  infancy,  and  when  preternatural 
agency  seemed  to  be  the  only  solution 
at  hand,  for  all  occurrences  that  broke 
in  on  the  routine  of  common  •xperience. 
Wei  are  accustomed  to  consider  the 
epoch  of  the  witch-trials  as  one  of 
gross  and  inconceivable  credulity ;  and 
our  indignation  is  without  bounds,  to 
find  clergymen  and  physicians,  magis- 
trates, and  men  of  law,  alike  ready  to 
believe  and  act  upon  the  monstrous 
tales,  the  more  than  delirious  extrava- 
gancies, which  the  evidence  on  these 
trials  disclosed.  But  nothing  is  more 
certain,  than  that  not  only  the  wit- 
nesses, but  the  accused  parties  them- 
selves, in  the  greater  number  of  in- 
stances, believed  every  word  of  these 
extravagancies  to  be  true.  Indeed  the 
accusations  of  the  witnesses,  in  most 
oases,  fell  far  short  of  the  confessions 
of  the  accused — confessions  oftener  vo- 
lunteered than  extorted  by  the  appli- 
cation or  threat  of  the  rack,  and  not 
seldom  accompanied  by  the  most  ur- 
gent entreaties  to  their  judges,  to  hand 
them  over,  without  delay,  to  the  purify- 
ing flames,  in  which,  as  they  hoped,  the 
expiation  of  their  nameless  wicked- 
nesses was  to  be  begun.  It  certainly 
was  not  easy  to  acquit  persons  who 
accused  themselves,  especially  when 
the  matter  of  the  accusations  was  not, 
as  now,  at  variance  with  the  established 
belief  of  the  age.  And  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, that  but  too  many  of  those  suf- 
ferers were  morally  guilty  of  the  crimes 
of  which  they  were  arraigned ;  they 
would  have  committed  those  crimes  if 
it  had  been  possible,  and,  so  far  as  the 
will  and  the  intention  went,  they  did 
commit  them.  "  It  is  certain,"  says 
one  of  the  interlocutors  in  Hoffmann's 
delightful  Serapionsbmder,  **that  in 
those  times,  when  no  one  doubted  the 
immediate  influence  of  the  devil,  and  his 
visible  appearing,  those  unhappy  beings 
who  were  so  cruelly  persecuted  with 
fire,  and  the  axe,  really  believed  in  all 
that  they  were  accused  of.  It  is  cer- 
tain, even,  that  many  did,  in  the  wick- 
edness of  their  hearts,  seek,  through 
the  practice  of  what  then  passed  for 
magical  arts,  to  enter  into  relations 
with  the  evil  one,  either  for  gain,  or 
in  order  to  work  mischief  to  others  ; 
and  then»  in  the  state  of  frenzy  which 
sense-destroying  potions,  fumigations, 
and  horrible  incantations   produced, 


saw  the  fiend,  and  in  reality  transacted, 
with  this  creation  of  their  disordered 
sense,  the  hellish  compact  which  was 
to  put  them  in  possession  of  satanic 
power.  The  insanest  delusions,  as 
they  present  themselves  in  those  con- 
fessions, which  are  founded  upon  the 
most  intimate  conviction  of  the  things 
confessed,  will  not  appear  too  insane 
to  him  who  considers  to  what  strange 
fantasies,  nay,  to  what  frightful,  what 
ghastly  shapes  of  monomania,  the  com- 
mon hysterical  affections,  to  which  the 
less  robust  sex  is  so  peculiarly  liable, 
can  g^ve  birth.'*  In  perfect  accordance 
with  these  observations,  you  will  find 
the  unfortunate  persons  accused  of  the 
crime  of  sorcery,  freely  acknowledging 
their  commerce  with  the  prince  of 
darkness,  circumstantially  detailing  the 
ceremonies  of  their  initiation  into  the 
infernal  league,  and  describing,  with 
a  graphic  power  which  the  romancist 
might  often  envy,  the  scenes  to  which 
their  conmiunion  in  the  unholy  myste- 
ries has  given  them  access ;  the  unc- 
tions, the  transformations,  the  broom- 
stick rides  through  the  air,  the  assem- 
blings at  the  ''devil's  sabbaths,"  the 
"  black  masses,"  and  other  sacrileges 
there  committed;  the  ghoul-like  ban- 
quets, and  lycanthropic  carouses  that 
followed  these  accursed  rites,  and  the 
lewdnesses  perpetrated,  in  outrage  and 
defiance  of  nature,  during  the  demo- 
niac intoxication  in  which  these  ca- 
rouses had  their  issue.  Each  witch 
can  tell  even  the  name,  the  propensi- 
ties, and  habits  of  the  particular  un- 
clean spirit  assigned  to  her  as  her  fa- 
miliar, or  ministering  demon,  and  the 
prescribed  formulary  by  which  the  ser- 
vices of  such  familiar,  whether  for  the 
witch's  proper  benefit,  or  for  the  injury 
of  those  unlovingly  regarded  by  her, 
are  put  in  requisition. 

It  is  easy  to  say  that  these  supposed 
witches  were  mad,  and  that  no  more 
weight  ought  to  be  attributed  to  their 
testunony  against  themselves  than  to 
the  ravmgs  (often  so  wonderfully 
plausible  and  coherent)  of  any  other 
maniacs.  But  the  difficulty  is  not  thus 
to  be  got  rid  of.  The  Gordian  knot, 
for  the  inquirer  into  these  exhibitions 
of  a  strange  and  paradoxical  aspect  of 
the  human  mind,  is,  not  that  these  ill- 
fated  beings  were  haunted  by  delusions 
of  an  extraordinarv  vividness,  but  that 
those  delusions,  without  any  possible 
concert,  displayed  such  unmistidceable 
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^aitfl  of  affinity.  Mental  aberration 
is  inexhaustible  in  the  variety  of  its 
perverting  effects  on  the  judgment; 
the  intellectual  vagaries  of  one  mad- 
man have  nothing  in  common  with 
those  of  another.  But  in  the  dream- 
ings  of  these  demonomaniacs  there  is  no 
variety ;  a  sameness^  suggestive  of  one 
knows  not  what  vague  and  fearful 
suspicion,  characterizes  them.  The 
weight  of  a  nightmare  seems  to  gather 
on  your  breast  as  you  read,  and  the 
question^  often  silenced*  keeps  again 
and  again  recurring,  *'  Is  there  no- 
where— is  there  not,  perhaps,  in  some 
dark  region  of  my  own  being — a  re- 
ality corresponding  to  all  this  ?*' 

No  doubt,  there  is  such  a  reality  ; 
and  we  think  that  the  mesmeric  phe- 
nomena yield  a  clue,  by  which  we  may 
advance  some  one  or  two  steps,  at 
least,  in  the  direction  in  which  it  lies. 
Whatever  the  psychic  state  of  the 
witches  and  demonopathics  of  the 
middle  ages  was,  into  the  same  state 
does  the  agency  of  mesmerism  throw 
the  person  on  whom  it  is  brought  to 
bear.  It  is  a  state  sui generis;  a  state, 
without  any  question,  of  great  nervous 
disturbance,  but  of  which  no  familiar 
form  of  nervous  disease  supplies  us 
with  a  definition.  It  is  a  state  which, 
perhaps,  discloses  to  man  the  heaven 
or  the  hell  within  him,  peopled  with 
*'  spirits  of  health,"  or  with  "  goblins 
damned,*'  that  are  but  multiplied  re- 
flections, or  magic  lantern  shadows,  of 
his  inner  self,  mirroring  back  to  him 
his  own  '' intents,  wicked  or  charita- 
ble,** and  symbolically  indicating  how 
much  of  the  angel  or  of  the  demon 
he  has  in  his  nature.  And  this  is  just 
what'  Schubert,  under  whose  guidance 
we  are  glad  to  put  ourselves  in  the 
"  palpable  obscure"  of  such  bottomless 
questions,  thinks  of  animal  magnetism. 
Hear  how  he  discourses  upon  it,  in 
his  <'  Views  of  the  Dark  Side  of  Na- 
tural  Science" — views  which  we  can- 
not quite  agree  with  Friedrich  Riickert 
in  thinking  **  only  calculated  for  peo- 
ple with  owls*  ejes." 

••  When  the  remembrance  of  the  past 
—mil  that  we  have  seen  and  suffered, 
learned  and  known — are  become  faint 
in  ns,  yea,  when  they  seem  to  be  quite 
blotted  out,  and  there  comes  a  moment 
of  inward  lucidity,  and  all  the  long- 
dimmed,  long-forgotten  stands  suddenly 
fiefore  the  soul,  in  the  fVeshness  of  the 
first  impression ;  or  when  the  history 


of  a  whole  past  eventful  life  ii  reviewed 
in  a  moment,  the  occurrences  that  fol- 
lowed one  another  in  succession  of  time, 
rangfing  themselves,  as  it  were,  side  by 
side  in  one  great  picture ; — where,  we 
would  know,  had  that  inward  world  so 
long  hid  itself?  .  .  .  Who  would 
not  wish  that  a  microscope  were  found, 
which  might  unveil  to  us  the  secrets  of 
this  dark  region  ?  .  .  .  And  such 
a  microscope  we  possess,  in  the  obser- 
vations of  what  is  called  vital  magnet- 
ism, and  of  the  phenomena  related  to  it. 
However  often,  owing  to  the  scanty 
light  that  can  be  brought  upon  the  sub- 
ject,  unconscious,  or  even  intentional 
deceptions  and  impositions,  have  mixed 
themselves  up  in  these  observations, 
important,  and  worthy  of  attention, 
they  must,  nevertheless,  remain,  inas- 
much as  they  lay  open  to  our  view,  one 
after  another,  the  inuer  spheres  of  our 
being ;  though  it  is  not  to  be  forgotten, 
that  the  inmost  and  highest  of  those 
spheres  Ke  beyond  their  range." 

Doctor  Calmeil,  in  his  work  on  Epi- 
demic Insanity,  of  which  an  account 
appeared  in  the  second  number  of  the 
Dublin  Quarterly  Journal  of  Medical 
Science,  is  at  some  pains  to  show  the 
connexion  between  the  mesmeric  and 
the  demonopathic  phenomena.  We 
quote  the  following  from  the  review  :•— 

"  In  the  case  of  the  Ursulines  in  Lou- 
don, many  **  stances*'  took  place,  at- 
tended by  crowds  of  amateurs,  among 
whom  was  the  Duke  of  Orleans  himself. 
They  witnessed  abundant  examples  of 
the  *  truth  of  mesmerism.'  Madame  de 
Sazilli  was  exorcised  in  the  presence  of 
the  prince :  the  exorcist  commanded  the 
demon  to  render  the  entire  body  of  the 
patient  as  supple  as  a  slip  of  lead ;  he 
then  folded  the  trunk  into  a  variety  of 
forms,  in  each  of  which  she  was  retained 
immoveable.  During  this  time,  re- 
spiration could  hardly  be  perceived ; 
and  this  lady  felt  no  pain,  although 
her  arms  were  pierced  through  with 
pins.  The  Duke  having  made  a  secret 
communication  to  the  exorcist,  the  pa- 
tient at  once  fulfilled  the  order ;  *  and 
this  phenomenon,'  says  Calmeil,  *one 
of  the  exploits  of  modern  mesmerism — 
this  reading  the  thoughts  of  the  mag- 
netizer — ^was  produced  in  hundreds  of 
instances.' 

''AtAuxonne,  somnambulism  was  pro- 
duced at  the  command  of  the  exorcists, 
or  happened  at  the  hour  predicted  by 
their  suffering  companions.  The  bishop 
of  Chalons  having  commanded  the  de- 
mon who  possessed  Madame  Denise  to 
suspend  her  sensibility  and  render  her 
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inaccessible  to  suffering,  thej  were  able 
to  run  pins  under  the  roots  of  her 
nails,  without  producing  the  slightest 
sign  of  pain.  The  exorcist  had  the 
power,  not  only  of  paralyzing  all  the 
senses,  but  of  restoring  them  collec- 
tively or  singly,  as  he  saw  fit.  The  roost 
unlimited  power  was  exercised  oyer  the 
muscles." 

•*  In  the  case  of  Rensie  Pausot,  the 
bishop  directed  *  dans  le  fond  de  sa 
pensee,'  that  she  should  come  to  him  to 
Be  exorcised.  She  lived  in  a  distant 
quarter  of  the  town,  but  came  to  him 
immediately,  saying  that  she  did  so  in 
obedience  to  his  commands.  This  hap- 
pened repeatedly.  Phenomena  of  the 
same  class  were  observed  in  the  epi- 
demic of  demonopathy  in  Bayeux,  in 
1732. 

•*  In  one  case,  the  patient,  who  had 
previously  abandonea  the  study  of 
Latin,  comprehended  all  the  orders  of 
the  exorcist,  provided  they  were  given 
while  she  was  in  the  state  of  somnam- 
bulism. In  thb  or  the  ecstatic  condi- 
tion, even  the  application  of  fire  pro- 
duced apparently  no  pain,  and  the 
patients  exhibited,  all  the  symptoms  of 
clairvoyance,  describing  the  interiors  of 
houses  far  removed  from  them,  and  in 
many  of  which  they  had  never  been.'' 

We  find  some  difficulty  in  under- 
standing the  reasoning  of  Doctor 
Calmeil,  or  of  his  Irish  reviewer,  on 
the  facts  stated  in  the  above  extracts. 
The  use  made  of  those  facts  is  to  prove 
that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  clair- 
voyance, and  the  proof  consists  in 
showing  that  an  unequivocal  clair- 
voyance was  exhibited  by  the  possessed 
nuns.  By  logic  equally  peculiar,  it  is 
demonstrated  that  ''  the  knowledge  of 
the  thoughts  of  those  *  en  rapport* 
with  the  patient  is  a  chimera,  for  the 
possessed  nuns  showed  this  knowledge 
*<in  hundreds  of  cases;"  and  that 
"  the  power  of  the  magnetizer  to  pro- 
duce various  conditions  at  will"  is 
equally  illusory,  for  this  power  was 
exercised  over  the  possessed  nuns  by 
the  exorc'ists  in  the  most  unlimited 
way. 

The  only  mesmeric  phenomena 
which  Calmeil  admits  to  be  ''real" 
are — 1st,  the  magnetic  sleep  ;  and 
2nd,  insensibility  to  pain.  But  by  his 
own  principles,  these  also  ought  to  be 
included  in  the  category  of  the  chi- 
merical, since  they  were  both  mani- 
fested by  the  possessed  nans,  as  well 
as  by  the  witches  of  those  times. 
Eas^be  Salverte,  whose  shallow  book 


on  the  "Occult  Sciences'*  has  been 
recently  made  known  to  the  English 
reader  by  the  translation  of  Doctor 
Anthony  Thomson,  would  not  go  even 
so  far  as  Calmeil  in  his  concessions  to 
mesmerism.  With  him  it  has  no 
"real  phenomena;"  and  the  insensi- 
bility to  pain,  which  he  does  not  deny 
the  medisBval  sufferers  for  sorcery  to 
have  unequivocally  shown,  he  resolves 
into  a  more  effect  of  narcotic  potions 
or  unguents.  The  hipis  memphiticus, 
Salverte  informs  us,  on  the  authority 
of  Dioscorides,  was  used  in  Egypt  to 
produce  insensibility  in  parts  of  the 
Dody  which  were  to  be  subjected  to 
painful  operations  in  surgery ;  and  its 
efficacy  was  the  same,  whether  em- 
ployed internally  or  externally.  He 
thinks  it  probable  that  Hindoo  widows 
are  rendered  insensible  by  some  snob 
means  before  undergoing  the  terrors 
of  the  Suttee.  But  we  will  let  him 
speak  on  this  point  for  himself,  and  in 
the  English  utterance  which  Doctor 
Thomson  has  lent  him : 

"  The  eye-witness  of  one  of  these  sa- 
crifices, which  took  place  in  July,  1822, 
saw  the  victim  arrive  in  a  complete  state 
of  bodilv  insensibility,  the  effect,  no 
doubt,  of  the  drugs  which  had  been  ad- 
ministered to  her.  Her  eyes  were  open, 
but  she  did  not  appear  to  see ;  and  in  a 
weak  voice,  and  as  if  mechanically,  she 
answered  the  legal  questions  that  were 
put  to  her  regarding  the  full  liberty  of 
ner  sacrifice.  When  she  was  laid,  on 
the  pile,  she  was  absolutely  insensible. 
The  Christians  carried  this  secret  from 
the  East  into  Europe,  on  the  return  of 
the  Crusaders.  It  was  probably  known 
to  the  subaltern  magicians,  as  well  as 
that  of  braving  the^  action  of  fire,  from 
which  I  imagine  arose  the  rule  of  juris- 
prudence, according  to  which,  physical 
insensibility,  whether  partial  or  general, 
was  a  certain  sign  of  sorcery.  Many 
authors  quoted  by  Fromann  speak  of 
the  unhappy  sorcerers  who  have  laughed 
or  slept  through  the  agonies  of  torture ; 
and  they  have  not  failed  to  add,  that 
they  were  sent  to  sleep  by  the  power  of 
the  devil. 

*'  It  is  also  said,  that  the  same  ad- 
vantage was  enjoyed  by  pretended  sor- 
cerers about  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth 
century.  Nicholas  Eymeric,  Grand  In- 
quisitor of  Arragon,  author  of  the 
famous  Directoiro  des  Inquisiteurs, 
loudly  complained  of  the  sorceries  prac- 
tised by  accursed  persons,  througn  the 
aid  of  which,  when  put  to  the  torture, 
they  appeared  absolutely  insensible. 
Fr.  Pogna,  who  wrote  a  commentary  on 
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B^ene'6  work  in  1578,  believed,  also, 
the  reality  and  efficacy  of  the  sorceries. 
Ho  strengthens  himself  by  the  evidence 
of  the  inqnisitor  GrillanduSf  and  Hip- 
polytns  de  Marsilics.  The  latter,  who 
was  Professor  of  Jurisprudence  at  Bo- 
logna In  1524,  positively  declares,  in 
his  *  Pratique  Criminelie/  that  he  had 
seen  the  effect  of  the  philters  upon  the 
accnsed  persons,  who  suffered  no  pain, 
bat  appeared  to  be  asleep  in  the  midst 
of  the  tortures.  The  expressions  he 
makes  use  of  are  remarKable;  they 
describe  the  insensible  man,  as  if 
plunged  into  a  torpor  more  like  the 
effect  produced  by  an  opiate,  than  the 
proud  bearing  which  is  the  result  of  a 
perseverance  snperior  to  every  pain." 

•*  To  many  instances  of  this  tempo- 
rary insensibility,  Wierins  adds  an  im- 
portant observation ;  he  saw  a  woman 
thus  inaccessible  to  the  power  of  tor- 
ture ;  her  face  was  black,  and  her  eyes 
were  starting  out,  as  if  she  had  been 
strangled ;  her  exemption  from  suffering 
was  due  to  a  species  of  apoplexy.  A 
physician,  who  witnessed  a  similar  state 
of  insensibility,  compares  it  to  fits,  epi- 
leptic or  i4>oplectic.* 

M,  Salverte  further  cites  Tabou- 
reauy  who  was  the  king's  counsel  at 
the  bailiwick  of  Dijon  in  1585,  to  the 
effect  that  it  was  almost  useless  to 
put  the  '*  question"  to  the  persons  ac- 
cused of  necromancy.  All  the  jailers, 
he  complains,  were  acquainted  with 
the  stupifying  recipe,  and  they  did  not 
fail  to  communicate  it  to  the  prisoners. 
The  secret,  according  to  Taboureau, 
consisted  in  swallowing  soap  dissolved 
in  water;  but  this  was  evidently  a 
mystification  practised  on  the  worthy 
king's  counsel,  whom  it  is  probable  that 
the  possessors  of  so  precious  a  secret 
saw  no  good  reason  to  initiate  into 
the  mysteries  of  their  order.  It  mighty 
our  author  suggests,  have  been  opium, 
henbane,  belladonna,  aconite,  solanum, 
or  stramonium,  all  of  which  have  been 
used  to  deaden  pain  in  surgical  opera- 
tions. Or  might  it  not  have  been 
something  analogous  to  the  late  disco- 
very of  ether-inhalation?  Professor 
Schoenbein,  the  inventor  of  the  gun- 
cotton,  is  said  to  have  found  a  means 
of  producing  insensibility  without  the 
dangerous  effects  attending  the  use  of 
ether :  who  knows  but  it  is  some  of 
the  witch-ointments,  the  composition 
of  which  may  have  been  traditionally 
preserved  in  Germany  from  the  dark 
ages? 

But  it  was  not  only  for  deadening 
the  sense  of  pain  that  unguents  were 


in  use  among  the  practitioners  of 
magical  arts.  Another  purpose  to  ' 
which  they  were  made  subservient  was 
the  producing  of  visions ;  and  so  vivid 
was  the  imagery  conjured  up  in  this 
way,  that  no  persuasion  could  after- 
wards bring  the  dreamer  to  the  belief 
that  what  they  had  witnessed  was  not 
reality.  On  this  subject^  we  quote 
again  from  Salverte-* 

"  Experiments  have  decidedly  proved 
that  several  medicaments,  administered 
in  the  form  of  liniments,  are  taken  in 
by  the  absorbent  system,  and  act  upon 
the  habit  in  the  same  manner  as  when 
they  are  directly  introduced  into  the 
stomach.  This  property  of  liniments 
was  not  unknown  to  the  ancients.  In 
the  romance  of  Achilles  Tatius,  an 
Egyptian  doctor,  in  order  to  cure  Leu- 
cippus  of  an  attack  of  frenzy,  applied  to 
his  head  a  liniment  composed  of  oil,  in 
which  some  particular  medicament  was 
dissolved.  The  patient  fell  into  a  deep 
sleep,  shortly  after  the  anointing.  What 
the  physician  was  acquainted  with,  the 
Thanmaturgist  could  scarcely  be  igno- 
rant of;  and  this  secret  knowledge  en- 
dowed him  with  the  power  of  peforming 
many  apparent  miracles.  .  .  i 
Before  consulting  the  oracle  of  Tropho- 
nius,  the  body  was  rubbed  with  oil ;  this 
preparation  undoubtedly  concurred  in 
producing  the  desired  vision.  Before 
being  admitted  to  the  mysteries  of  the 
Indian  sages,  ApoUonius  and  his  compa- 
nions were  anointed  with  an  oil,  the 
strength  of  which  made  them  imagine 
that  they  were  bathed  with  fire. 

**  The  priests  of  Mexico,  preparatory 
to  their  conversing  with  their  divinity, 
anointed  their  bodies  with  a  foetid  po- 
matum. The  base  of  it  was  tobacco, 
and  a  bruised  seed  called  Ololuehqui,  the 
effect  of  which  was  to  deprive  man  of 
his  judgment,  as  that  of  the  tobacco  was 
to  benumb  his  senses.  ^  After  this,  they 
felt  themselves  very  intrepid,  and  not 
less  cruel ;  and,  no  doubt,  predisposed 
to  have  visions,  since  the  intention  of 
this  practice  was  to  bring  them  into 
connection  with  the  objects  of  their 
fantastical  worship.'* 

In  order  to  be  transported  to  their 
sabbath,  the  witches  had  to  rub  them- 
selves with  an  oil  or  pomatum,  which, 
according  to  their  own  account  before 
the  Inquisition,  was  composed  of  the 
water  that  exudes  from  a  toad  in  a 
state  of  irritation. 

A  woman  at  Florence,  who  was  ac- 
cused of  sorcery,  pleaded  guilty  to 
the  charge,  and  declared  that  she 
would  be  present  at  the  witch-sabbath 
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that  very  nighty  if  it  were  permitted 
her  to  make  use  of  the  magio  unguent. 
Having  got  permission^  she  rubbed  her 
body  with  a  foetid  composition,  and 
presently  fell  into  a  profound  torpor, 
m>m  which  neither  blows,  pricking, 
nor  scorching — all  of  which  were  libe-' 
rally  administered — could  arouse  her. 
Next  day,  on  coming  to  herself,  she 
related  that  she  had  been  to  the  sab- 
bath, and  described  the  painful  sensa- 
tions which  she  had  really  experienced 
m  her  sleep,  as  connected  with  things 
done  to  her  in  the  infernal  assembly. 
The  ma^strate  considered  this  as  a 
proof  that  she  was  no  witch  at  all,  and 
that  her  visits  to  the  sabbath  were 
mere  dreams.  It  is  evident  that  her 
insensibility  was  not  complete,  as  she 
was  conscious  of  pain,  caused  by  the  ex- 
periments actually  made  on  her  power 
of  sensation,  but,  as  in  all  such  cases, 
referred  by  her  to  the  visionary  crea- 
tions of  her  own  haunted  brain.  Sd- 
verte  relates  the  story  after  Paolo 
Minucci,  a  Florentine  lawyer  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  The  most  obvi- 
ous reflection  it  suggests  is,  that  the 
accused  was  singubrly  happy  in  her 
judge,  who,  on  no  better  grounds  than 
the  having  had  her  bodily  before  him 
the  whole  night,  thought  himself  justi- 
fied in  withholding  belief  from  her 
own  avowal,  that  she  had  attended  the 
conclave  of  sorcerers.  It  would  not 
have  been  wonderful  if  such  incredu- 
lity had  involved  the  judge  himself  in 
a  suspicion  of  being  no  stranger  to 
the  hellish  league.  For  the  solution 
of  the  difficulty,  in  accordance  with  the 
^irit  of  the  a^e,  would  have  been, 
tnat  if  the  witch's  body  did  not  go  to 
the  sabbath,  her  soul  did ;  and,  indeed, 
there  were  authorities  of  weight  for 
the  opinion  that  it  was  the  soul  that 
generally  did  take  part  in  those  scenes 
of  impiety  and  uncleanness,  and  that 
the  anointing  had  merely  the  effect  of 
keeping  the  body  in  tenantable  condi- 
tion, until  the  return  of  its  volatile  in- 
mate. 

Of  this  opinion  is  Mr.  Joseph  Glan- 
vil,  the  learned  and  reverend  author  of 
**  Saducismus  Triumphatus,**  a  work 
published  in  the  latter  part  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  to  the  eternal  discom- 
fiture of  all  such  sceptical  Florentine 


judges,  and  others,  who  would  not  be- 
lieve that  old  women  could  ride  broom- 
sticks, or  who  thought  it  unlikely  that 
the  devil  would  spend  his  time  philan- 
dering with  a  bevy  of  blear-eyed  bel- 
dams, on  heaths,  and  such  out-of-the- 
way  places;  in  an  age,  too,  when, 
what  with  Roundheads,  and  Jesuits, 
and  freethinkers,  and  merry  King 
Charles  and  his  court,  and  dull  tCing 
James  and  his  court,  and  pious  Kine 
William,  and  filial  Queen  Mary,  and 
their  court,  one  would  think  he  had 
quite  enough  of  serious  business  on 
his  hands. 

Over  such  Sadducees  does  Mr.  Glan- 
vil,  as  the  title  of  his  book  sufficiently 
sets  forth,  triumph.  He  does  not, 
however,  seem  to  think  much,  him- 
self, of  the  achievement;  the  victory 
is  too  cheap ;  the  enemy  made  a  mise- 
rable fight  of  it,  and  from  a  field  so 
faintly  contested  laurels  were  scarce 
worth  the  carrying  away.  Indeed,  in 
very  pity  of  the  weakness  of  his  adver- 
saries, Mr.  Glanvil  chivalrously  takes 
up  their  side  of  the  question  first,  and 
marshals  against  himself  a  far  more 
imposing  array  of  objections  than  he 
believes  the  contrary  party  to  be  able 
to  do,  if  left  to  their  own  resources ; 
which  objections  having  with  much 
ease  overthrown,  he  avows  his  candid 
conviction  that  he  has  suggested  much 
more  against  what  he  defends,  than 
ever  he  heard  or  saw  in  any  that  op- 
posed it ;  whose  discourses  for  the 
most  part  have  seemed  to  him  inspired 
by  **a  lofty  scorn  of  common  belief, 
and  some  trivial  notions  of  vulgar  phi- 
losophy." So  that  he  "professes,  for 
his  own  part,  he  never  yet  heard  any 
of  the  confident  declaimers  against 
witchcraft  and  apparitions,  speak  any 
thing  that  might  move  a  mind,  in  any 
degree  instructed  in  the  generous 
kinds  of  philosophy  and  nature  of 
things.  And  for  the  objections  he 
has  recited,  they  are  most  of  them 
such  as  rose  out  of  his  own  thoughts, 
which  he  obliged  to  consider  what  was 
possible  to  be  said  upon  this  occasion." 
In  fact,  to  Mr.  Glanvil,  the  defiance 
of  common  sense  involved  in  doubting 
the  existence  of  witches  is  so  g^eat, 
that  he  cannot  but  look  upon  those 
who  are  guilty  of  it  as  furnishing  in 


*  Saducismus  Triumphatus;  or»  Fall  and  Plain  Evidence  concemincf  Witches 
and  Apparitions.  In  two  parts.  The  First  treating  of  their  Pottsibility,  the 
Second  of  their  Real  Existence.  By  Joseph  Glanvil,  late  Chanlain  in  Ordinary  to 
His  Majesty,  and  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society.     London.    1689.        , 
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themselTes  an  argpoxnent  of  what  they 
deny ;  and  suspects  shrewdly  that  "so 
confident  an  opinion  could  not  he  held 
upon  such  inducements^  hut  by  some 
kind  of  witchcraft  and  fascination." 
<'And  perhaps/'  he  suggests^  <'that 
evil  spirit,  whose  influences  they  will 
not  allow  in  actions  ascribed  to  such 
causes,  bath  a  greater  hand  and  inte- 
rest in  their  proposition  than  they  are 
aware  of."  For  he  thinks  it  the  clear 
interest  of  this  "  agent  of  darkness"  to 
have  the  world  believe  that  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  himself.  And  as  he 
that  thinks  there  is  no  witch,  believes 
a  devil  gratis,  so  we  must  count  our- 
selves much  beholden  to  such  a  one,  if 
he  admit  either  angel  or  spirit,  resur- 
rection of  the  body,  or  immortality  of 
the  soul.  Thus,  this  witch  question 
is  one  in  which  the  very  vitals  of  reli- 
gion are  concerned ;  and  if  Mr.  Glan- 
vil,  "late  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
His  Majesty,'*  did  not  interest  himself 
about  the  vitals  of  religion,  who 
should  ?  Moreover,  does  he  not  write 
himself  F.R.S.,  and  has  not  the  ques- 
tion also  its  scientific  side,  its  bearing 
on  the  vitals  of  philosophy,  to  which 
no  man  of  these  letters  can  without 
blame  remain  indifferent  ? 

We  quote  some  of  the  "  Objections," 
which  our  author  supposes  to  be  made 
by  the  Sadducean  impugners  of  his 
doctrine,  together  with  his  triumphant 
answers  to  the  same.  And  the  objec- 
tion we  will  begin  with  is  the  one 
which,  we  believe,  has  most  weight 
with  the  unthinking  part  of  men,  and 
which,  when  we  ourselves  belonged  to 
that  class,  we  remember  to  have  been 
much  fortified  by,  in  our  resistance  to 
the  great  verities  for  which  Mr.  Glan- 
vil  contends. 

Here  follows  the  objection : — 

"  There  are  actions  in  most  of  those 
relations  ascribed  to  witches,  which  are 
ridiculous  and  impossible  in  the  nature 
of  things ;  such  are  (1.)  Their  flying 
ont  of  windows,  after  they  have  anointed 
themselves,  to  remote  places.  (2.) 
Their  transformation  into  cats,  hares, 
and  other  creatures.  (3.)  Their  feelinc; 
all  the  hurts  in  their  own  bodies  which 
they  have  received  in  those.  (4.)  Their 
raising  tempests,  by  .muttering  some 
nonsensical  words,  or  performing  cere- 
monies alike  impertinent  as  ridiculous. 
And  (5.)  their  being  sucked  in  some 
parUcular  private  place  of  their  bodies 
by  a  familiar.  These  are  presumed  to 
be  actions  inconsistent  with  the  nature 
of  spirits,  and  above  the  power  of  those 


poor  and  miserable  agents.  And  there- 
fore the  objection  supposeth  them  per- 
formed only  by  the  fancy ;  and  that  the 
whole  mystery  of  witchcraft  is  but  an 
illusion  of  crasie  imagination.*" 

To  this  "  aggregate  objection,"  Mr. 
Glanvil  answers,  with  a  boldness 
scarcely  enough  to  be  admired,  that 
the  more  absurd  and  unaccountable 
those  actions  seem,  the  greater  con- 
firmations are  they  to  him  of  the  truth 
of  those  relations,  and  the  reality  of 
what  the  objectors  would  destroy.  For 
he  grants  the  circumstances  to  be  ex- 
ceeding unlikely,  judging  by  the  mea- 
sures of  common  belief,  but  holds  the 
probability  to  be  the  greater,  on  this 
very  account,  that  they  are  not  ^ti" 
tiouM. 

*•  None  (he  remarks)  but  a  fool  or  a 
madman  would  relate,  with  a  purpose 
of  having  it  believed,  that  he  saw  in 
Ireland  men  with  hoofs  on  their  heads, 
and  eyes  in  their  breasts ;  or  if  any 
should  be  so  ridiculously  vain,  as  to  be 
serious  in  such  an  incredible  romance,  it 
cannot  be  supposed  that  all  travellers 
that  come  into  those  parts  after  him 
should  tell  the  same  story.  There  is  a 
large  field  in  fiction ;  and  if  all  these 
relations  were  arbitrary  compositions, 
doubtless  the  first  romancers  would  have 
framed  them  more  agreeable  to  the 
common  doctrine  of  spirits ;  at  least, 
after  these  supposed  absurdities  had 
been  a  thousand  times  laughed  at,  peo- 
ple by  this  time  would  have  learned  to 
correct  those  obnoxious  extravagancies ; 
and  though  they  have  not  yet  more  ve- 
racity than  the  ages  of  ignorance  and 
superstition,  yet  one  would  expect  they 
should  have  got  more  cunning.  This  sap- 
nosed  impossibility,  then,  of  these  per- 
lormances,  seems  to  me  a  probable  ar- 
gument that  they  are  not  wilful  and  de- 
signed forgeries.  And  if  they  are  fan- 
cies, 'tis  somewhat  strange,  that  iroagi- 
nation,  which  is  the  most  various  thing 
in  all  the  world,  should  infinitely  repeat 
the  same  conceit  in  all  times  and  places.'* 

Having  thus  made  it  tolerably  plain 
that  a  reasonable  amount  of  improba- 
bility is  one  of  the  best  titles  that  a 
witch-story  can  have  to  our  belief— in 
other  words,  that  its  likelihood  is  in 
the  direct  ratio  of  its  unlikelihood — 
our  author  proceeds  to  show  that  the 
particular  instances  of  improbability 
referred  to  in  the  "  Objection*'  are  not 
so  improbable  after  all,  but  may  be 
**  as  well  accounted  for  by  the  rules  of 
reason  and  philosophy,  as  the  ordinary 
affairs  of  nature." 
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But,  before  going  into  the  proof  of 
this  position,  let  us  observe,  not 
without  gratification,  the  point  at 
which  English  knowledge  of  Ireland 
had  arrived,  so  far  back  as  the  period 
at  which  Mr.  Glanvil  wrote.  Nobody, 
it  appears,  could,  with  the  most 
trifling  chance  of  success,  have  at- 
tempted to  make  an  enlightened 
British  public  believe,  that  Irishmen 
had  hoofs  on  their  heads  I  The  thing 
would  have  been  scouted.  Put  the 
hoofs,  indeed^  at  the  other  end,  and 
the  story  might  have  found  credit. 
But  on  tne  head  ?  No — Englishmen, 
even  in  1688,  knew  too  much  of  Ire- 
land to  believe  that. 

And  now,  to  prove  that  an  old 
woman's  flying  out  of  the  window, 
taking  the  shape  of  a  cat,  raising  a 
storm,  or  giving  suck  to  a  young  devil, 
may  be  accounted  for  by  the  rules  of 
reason  and  philosophy  :— 

**  For  the  first  then,  that  the  confede- 
rate spirit  should  transport  the  witch 
through  the  air  to  the  place  of  general 
rendezvous,  there  is  no  difficulty  in  con- 
ceiving it ;  and  if  that  be  true  which 
great  philosophers  affirm,  concerning 
the  real  separability  of  the  soul  from 
the  body  without  death,  there  is  yet 
less,  for  then  'tis  easie  to  apprehend, 
that  the  soul  bavin?  left  its  gross  and 
sluggish  body  behmd  it,  and  being 
cloath'd  only  with  its  immediate  vehicle 
of  air,  or  more  subtile  matter,  may  be 
quickly  conducted  to  any  place  it  would 
be  at,  by  those  officious  spirits  that 
attend  it.  And  though  I  act  venture  to 
affirm  nothing  concerning  the  truth  and 
certainty  of  this  supposition,  yet  I  must 
needs  say,  it  doth  not  seem  to  me  un- 
reasonable.  And  our  experience  of 
apoplexies,  epilepsies,  ecstacies,  and 
the  stranp^e  things  men  report  to  have 
seen  during  these  deliquiums,  look  fa- 
vourably upon  this  conjecture,  which 
seems  to  me  to  contradict  no  principle 
of  reason  or  philosophy,  sinoe  death 
consists  not  so  much  in  the  actual  sepa- 
ration of  soul  and  body,  as  in  the  indis- 
position and  unfitness  of  the  body  for 
vital  union,  as  an  excellent  philosopher 
hath  made  good.  On  which  nvpothesis, 
the  witch's  anointing  herself  before  she 
takes  her  flight,  may  perhaps  serve  to 
f  keep  the  body  tenantable,  and  in  fit  dispo- 
sition to  receive  the  spirit  at  its  return." 

With  respect  to  these  spiritual 
flights,  we  may  here  quote  a  passage 
from  Salverte : — 

"  Two  of  the  reputed  sorcerers,  sent 


to  sleep  by  the  magic  ointm^it,  had 
given  out  that  they  would  eo  to  the 
Sabbat,  and  return  from  it,  flving  with 
wings.  Both  believed  that  this  really 
happened,  and  were  greatly  astonished 
when  assured  of  the  contrary.  One  in 
his  sleep  even  performed  some  move- 
ments, and  struck  out  even  as  though 
he  were  on  the  wing.  It  is  well  known 
that,  from  the  blood  flowing  towards 
the  brain  during  sleep,  it  is  not  uncom- 
mon to  dream  of  flying  and  rising  into 
the  air.»* 


Cornelius  Agrippa,  in  his  book, 
"  Of  Occult  Philosophy,"  tells  us  that 
''the  soul  is  sometimes,  through  a 
vehement  imagination  or  speculation, 
wholly  snatched  away  out  of  the 
body.'*  And  we  have  adduced,  in  a 
former  number  of  this  magazine,*  the 
testimony  of  Kaempfer,  that  on  par- 
taking of  a  drink  which  was  in  use 
among  the  Persians,  he  presently 
seemed  to  himself  to  sit  on  a  flying 
horse,  and  to  ride  through  the  air. 

Cardanus  (who  asserts  that  aconite 
produces  the  sensation  of  flying)  men- 
tions the  composition  of  one  of  the 
witch-ointments,  as  deposed  to  by  an 
accused  person  of  the  better-informed 
class :  it  consisted  of  the  fat  of  boys, 
mixed  with  the  juice  of  parsley,  aco- 
nite, solanum,  pentaphylum  and  soot. 
In  1545,  a  pomatum  composed  of  nar- 
cotic substances  was  found  in  the 
house  of  an  accused  sorcerer.  Andrea 
Laguna>  physician  to  Pope  Julius  III., 
was  so  little  influenced  by  the  super- 
stition of  the  time,  as  to  try  the  effect 
of  this  unguent  upon  a  patient  of 
his,  who  laboured  under  fi'enzy  and 
loss  of  rest.  The  application  produced 
an  unbroken  sleep  of  thirty-six  hours. 

After  all,  to  dream  of  flying,  and  to 
believe,  after  waking,  that  you  have 
really  flown,  are  two  very  different 
things.  Opiates,  or  *'  the  blood  flow- 
ing to  the  brain  in  sleep,"  may  pro- 
duce the  one ;  but  a  true  Mesmeric 
state,  that  is,  according  to  Calmeil,  a 
state  of  special  cerebral  disease,  is 
necessary  to  the  production  of  the 
other ;  and  of  this  neither  Eusebe 
Salverte,  nor  his  English  translator, 
appears  to  be  gifted  with  an  ink- 
ling- . 

With  respect  to  the  transformation 
of  witches  into  the  shapes  of  cats, 
hares,  and  the  like,  we  are  to  remem- 
ber that  it  is  not  the  material  body,  in 


•  Feb.  1845,  p.  139. 
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its  sangoiiieotis  and  carnftl  grossness, 
that  undergoes  these  changes  of  confi- 
guration, but  the  subtle  aerial  vehicle 
of  the  soul,  over  which  the  sleeping 
fantasy  has  an  unlimited  power.  Mr. 
Glanvll  says  on  this  subject : — 

**  ^Tis  easio  enough  to  imagine,  that 
the  power  of  imagination  may  form 
those  passive  and  pliable  vehicles  into 
those  shapes,  with  more  ease  than  the 
fancy  of  the  mother  can  the  stubborn 
matter  of  the  fcetus  in  the  womb,  as  we 
see  it  frequently  doth  in  the  instances 
that  occur  of  signatures  and  monstrous 
singularities;  and  sometimes^  perhaps 
the  confederate  spirit  puts  tricks  upon 
the  senses  of  the  spectators,  and  those 
shapes  are  only  illusions. 

•*  But  then,  when  they  feel  the  hurts 
in  their  gross  bodies,  that  they  receive 
in  their  airy  vehicles,  they  must  be  sup- 
posed to  have  been  really  present,  at 
least  in  these  latter,  and  'tis  no  more 
difficult  to  apprehend  how  the  hurts  of 
those  should  be  translated  upon  their 
other  bodies,  than  that  diseases  should 
be  inflicted  by  the  imagination,  or  how 
the  fancy  of  the  mother  should  wound 
the  fcetus,  as  several  credible  relations 
do  attest." 

**  And,  for  their  being  sucVd  by  the 
familiar,  I  say,  we  know  so  little  of  the 
nature  of  dsmons  and  spirits,  that  'tis 
no  wonder  we  cannot  certainly  divine 
the  reason  of  so  strange  an  action. 
And  yet  we  may  conjecture  at  some 
things  that  may  render  it  less  improba- 
ble. For  some  have  thought  that  the 
genii  (whom  both  the  Platonical  and 
Christian  antiquity  thought  embodied) 
are  recreated  by  tfie  reeks  and  vapours 
of  human  blood,  and  the  spirits  that 
proceed  from  them.  .  .  .  Or,  perhaps, 
this  may  be  only  a  diabolical  sacrament 
and  ceremony  to  confirm  the  hellish 
covenant.  To  which  I  add,  that  which 
to  me  seems  most  probable,  viz.,  that  the 
familiar  doth  not  only  suck  the  witch, 
but  in  the  action  infaseth  some  poyson- 
ous  ferment  into  her,  which  gives  her 
imaginations  and  spirits  a  magical 
tincture,  whereby  they  become  mischiev- 
ously influential ;  and  the  word  vene* 
Jica  mtimates  some  such  matter.  Now, 
that  the  imagination  bath  a  mighty 
power  in  operation,  is  seen  in  the  just 
now  mentioned  signatures  and  diseases 
that  it  causeth ;  and  that  the  fancy  is 
modified  by  the  qualities  of  the  blood 
and  spirits,  is  too  evident  to  need  proof. 
Wbich  things  supposed,  'tis  plain  to 
conceive  that  the  evil  spirit,  having 
breathed  some  vile  vapour  into  the  body 
of  the  witch,  it  may  taint  her  blood  and 
spirits  with  a  noxious  quality,  by  which 


her  infectious  imafi;ination,  heightened  by 
melancholy  and  this  worse  cause,  may 
do  moch  hurt  upon  bodies  that  are  im- 
pressible by  such  influences.  And  'tis 
very  likely  that  this  ferment  disposeth 
the  imagination  of  the  sorceress  to 
cause  the  mentioned  it^euMieL^  or 
separation  of  the  soul  from  the  body, 
and  may,  perhaps,  keep  the  body  in  fit 
temper  for  its  re-entry  ;  as  also  it  may 
facilitate  transformation,  which,  it  may 
be,  could  not  be  efPected  by  ordinary  and 
unassbted  imagination." 

To  the  objection,  that  it  is  very  im- 
probable that  the  devil,  who  is  a  wise 
and  mighty  spirit,  should  be  at  the 
beck  of  a  poor  hag,  and  have  so  little 
to  do  as  to  attend  the  errands  and  im- 
potent lu^ts  of  a  silly  old  woman,  our 
F.R.S.  replies  well,  that  it  is  much 
more  improbable  that  all  the  world 
should  be  deceived  in  matters  of  fact, 
and  circumstances  of  the  clearest  evi- 
dence and  oonriction,  than  that  the 
devil,  who  is  wicked,  should  also  be 
unwise,  and  that  he  that  persuades  all 
his  subjects  and  accomplices  out  of 
their  wits,  should  himself  act  like  his 
own  temptations  and  persuasions. 
Then  it  is  to  be  considered  that  there 
are  more  devils  than  one,  and  that  what 
one  may  not  have  time  or  disposition 
for,  another  may.  Nor  is  it  to  be  sup- 
posed that  all  devils  are  of  the  same 
capacity  or  judgment,  while  there  is 
so  infinite  a  diversihr  of  these  qualities 
in  different  men.  When  there  are  so 
many  dolts  on  earth,  who  shall  say 
there  are  none  in  bell  ?  In  fact,  **  the 
devil,"  according  to  Mr.  Glanvil,  is  a 
name  for  a  body  politic,  in  which  there 
are  very  different  orders  and  degrees 
of  spirits,  and  perhaps  in  as  much  va- 
riety of  place  and  state  as  among  our- 
selves. And  these  familiars  that  enter 
into  compact  with  old  women,  and  do 
their  behests,  are,  most  likely,  of  the 
basest  and  most  brutish  sort  in  that 
invisible  commonwealth — or  common- 
bane,  if  the  more  suitable  word  may 
be  used.  With  respect  to  the  making 
of  compacts,  which,  when  we  consider 
the  character  and  probable  destination 
of  those  who  enter  into  them,  would, 
no  doubt,  appear  to  be  superfluous 
enough,  it  is  a  very  ingenious  conjec- 
ture of  our  author,  that  the  dsemons, 
by  whom  those  compacts  with  man- 
kind are  proposed  or  accepted,  being 
of  the  lowest  order  in  the  kingdom  of 
darkness,  and  having  none  to  rule  or 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


10 


An  Evening  with  the  JFitehfindere. 


[Jdy, 


tjrADnke  orer  withtn  the  circle  of 
their  own  nature  and  government,  are 
glad  to  get  them  vassals  or  subjects  out 
of  another  sphere,  and  that  'tis  like 
enough  to  be  provided  and  allowed  by 
the  constitution  of  their  state  and  go- 
vernment, thai  every  wicked  spirit 
shall  have  those  souls  as  his  property, 
and  particular  servants  and  attendants, 
whom  he  can  catch  in  such  compacts, 
as  those  wild  beasts  that  we  can  take 
in  hunting  are,  by  the  allowance  of  the 
law,  our  own.  As  for  the  spirits  of 
higher  rank,  it  does  not  appear  that 
they  are  inclined  to  trammel  or  com- 
promise themselves  by  any  express  co- 
venants with  the  human  beings  with 
whom  they  converse.  At  least,  Mr. 
Glanvil  cites,  to  this  effect,  the  case 
of  a  Mr.  Edwards,  a  Master  of  Arts 
of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  who 
being  reclaimed  from  conjuration,  de- 
clared in  his  repentance  that  the 
demon  always  appeared  to  him  like  a 
man  of  good  fashion,  and  never  re- 
quired any  compact  from  him.  This 
was  a  devil  fit  to  converse  with  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  scholar — a  demon,  in 
fact,  to  whom  your  arbtocratic  "  hell" 
of  the  present  day  can  furnish  coun- 
terparts  by  the  dozen,  all  <' looking 
like  men  of  g^od  fashion,**  and  pro- 
bably of  a  verv  different  social  stand- 
ing at  home  from  those  ignoble  and 
grutter  fiends  who  chaffered  for  the 
souls  of  old  women,  and  gave  lessons 
in  the  art  of  riding  a  broom>stick,  or 
pleasuring  on  the  high  seas  in  a  sieve. 

Having  abundantly  demonstrated, 
in  the  first  part  of  his  book,  the  possi- 
bility of  witchcraft,  our  learned  ex- 
Royal  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  applies 
him,  in  the  second,  to  place  before  his 
readers  evidence  of  its  real  existence. 
This  is  amply  afforded  by  the  records 
of  the  witch-trials  of  the  time,  of 
which  Mr.  Glanvil  adduces  some  half- 
dozen  of  the  most  remarkable,  and 
with  a  few  notices  of  which  we  shall 
dose  the  present  paper. 

In  the  month  of  November,  1663, 
Elizabeth  Hill,  the  daughter  of 
Richard  Hill,  of  Stoke  Trister,  in 
the  county  of  Somerset,  yeoman, 
being  then  about  the  ajre  of  thirteen, 
began  to  be  attacked  with  strange  fits, 
in  which  she  cried  out  that  one 
Elizabeth  Style,  of  the  same  parish, 
a  widow,  i^peared  to  her,  and  inflicted 
upon  her  various  kinds  of  torments. 
She  also  described,  in  these  fits,  what 


dothee  Elizabeth  Style  had  on  at  the 
tune,  which  descriptiont  were,  upon 
inquiry,  found  to  be  correct. 

Here,  let  us  observe,  was  a  case  of 
clairvoyance,  as  distinct  as  any  of  those 
which  have  been  brought  forward  bj 
Calmeil.  The  critical  period  of  life 
in  which  the  patient  was  when  the  fits 
appeared,  is  a  circumstance  which 
ought  not  to  be  lefl  out  of  sight. 

The  child*s  sufferings  continuing, 
the  father,  [about  a  fortnight  before 
Christmas,  went  to  Elizabeth  Style, 
and  in  the  presence  of  three  neigh- 
bours, told  her  that  ''his  daughter 
spoke  much  of  her  in  her  fits,  and  did 
believe  that  she  was  bewitched  by  her.** 
The  three  neighbours,  contrary  to 
what  commonly  happened  in  such 
cases,  took  part  with  Uie  accused  per- 
son, and  moved  her  to  complain  to  the 
justice  against  Hill  for  defaming  her. 
But  she,  having  met  this  suggestion  in 
an  evasive  way,  and  being  again  urg^ 
by  the  others  not  to  submit  to  so  grea| 
an  affront,  said  ''  she  would  do  worse 
than  fetch  a  warrant."  From  this 
time  the  girl  g^ew  worse,  her  fits  be- 
coming so  violent  that,  ''  though  held 
in  her  chair  bv  four  or  five  people, 
sometimes  six,  by  the  arms,  legs,  and 
shoulders,  she  would  rise  out  of  her 
chair,  and  raise  her  body  about  three 
or  four  feet  high.**  To  these  terrible 
convulsions  another  torment  was  added, 
her  wrists,  face,  neck,  and  other  parts 
of  her  body  being,  daring  the  fits, 
pricked  with  thorns,  which,  on  recover- 
ing the  power  of  speech,  she  declared 
were  thrust  into  her  by  the  Widow 
Style.  The  afflicted  family,  as  was 
very  proper,  sent  for  the  parson  of 
the  parish,  whose  depositions  to  what 
he  saw,  taken  before  a  neighbouring 
magistrate,  and  preserved  by  Mr. 
Glanvil,  we  here  present  to  the  reader. 

"  William  Parsons,  Rector  of  Stoke 
Trister,  in  the  County  of  Somerset, 
examined  the  26th  of  January,  1664,  be- 
fore Robert  Hunt,  Esq^  concemin&;  the 
bewitching  of  Richard  Hill*s  daughter, 
saith,  that  on  Monday  night  after 
Christmas  Day  then  last  past,  he  came 
into  the  room  where  Elisabeth  Hill  was 
in  a  fit,  manv  of  his  parishioners  being 
present  and  looking  on.  He  there  saw 
the  child  held  in  a  chair  by  main  force 
by  the  neople,  plunging  far  beyond  the 
strength  of  nature,  foaming  and  catch- 
ing at  her  own  arms  and  clothes  with 
her  teeth.     This  fit  he  conceived  held 
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aboot  half  an  hour.  After  some  time, 
she  pointed  with  her  finger  to  the  left 
side  of  her  hand,  next  to  her  left  arm, 
and  then  to  her  Ic^t  hand,  &o. ;  and  where 
■he  pointed  he  perceived  a  red  spot  to 
arise,  with  a  small  black  in  the  middle 
of  it  like  a  thorn.  She  pointed  to  her 
to^  one  after  another,  and  expressed 
great  sense  of  torment.  This  latter  fit, 
he  guesses,  continued  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  during  most  or  all  of  which 
time  her  stomach  seemed  to  swell,  and 
her  head  where  she  seemed  to  be  pricked 
did  so  very  mnch.  She  sate  »)aming 
much  of  the  time,  and  the  next  day  after 
her  fit,  she  showed  examinant  the  places 
where  the  thorns  were  stuck  in,  and  he 
saw  the  thorns  in  those  places. 
'*  Taken  upon  oath  before  me, 

"  Robert  Hunt." 

The  depositions  of  the  child's  father, 
and  of  a  neighboiir  named  Nicholas 
Lambert,  are  to  the  same  effect,  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  the  thorns  made 
their  appearance.  Hill  says,  **  in  her 
fits  she  would  have  holes  made  in  her 
hand-wrists,  &c.,  which  the  informant 
and  others  that  saw  them,  conceived 
to  be  with  thorns.  For  they  saw 
thorns  in  her  flesh,  and  some  they 
hooked  out.  That  upon  the  child's 
pointing  with  her  finger  from  place  to 
place,  the  thorns  and  holes  immediately 
appeared  to  the  informant  and  others 
looking  on.  .  .  .  The  child  hath 
been  so  tormented  and  pricked  with 
thorns  for  several  nights,  at  which 
time  the  informant  and  many  other 

Seople  have  seen  the  flesh  rise  up  in 
ttle  bunches,  in  which  holes  did  ap- 
pear.'* And  Lambert  says,  "that  in 
her  fits,  not  being  able  to  speak,  she 
would  wrest  her  body  as  one  in  great 
torment,  and  point  with  her  finger  to 
her  neck,  head,  hand- wrists,  arms,  and 
toes.  And  he,  with  the  rest,  looking 
on  the  places  to  which  she  pointed, 
saw  on  the  sudden  little  red  spots 
arise,  with  black  ones  in  the  middle, 
as  if  thorns  were  stuck  in  them,  but 
the  child  then  only  pointed,  without 
touching  her  flesh  with  her  fingers.*' 

This  reminds  us  of  "stigmatiza- 
tion,"  so  common  among  the  ecstatics 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  church.  In 
particular,  what  the  clergvman  men- 
tions as  to  the  swelling  of  the  child's 
hand  at  the  time  it  appeared  pricked, 
seems  to  have  close  affinity  with  what 
is  related  of  the  Tyrolean  nun,  Maria 
Hiieb^:— 


"  As  she  once  laid  to  heart  the  crowning 
of  our  Saviour  with  thorns,  her  head,  in 
the  fervour  of  her  sympathy,  swelled  up 
immoderately,  with  such  piercing  pains, 
that  all  believed  her  to  be  at  the  point 
of  death.  Her  confessor  was  hastily 
sum'moned,  and  having  obtained  from 
her  a  confession  of  the  cause  of  the  phe- 
nomenon, he  succeeded  in  so  moderating 
her  sympathy,  through  the  power  of 
obedience,  that  the  swelling  of  her  head 
subsided  in  a  manner  visible  to  all 
eyes." 

Of  Giovanna  della  Croce,  another 
nun  of  the  Tyrol,  it  is  related  that  on 
a  similar  occasion  her  head  swelled 
enormously,  and  at  several  points  a 
deep '  redness  presented  itself,  as  if 
blood  were  on  the  point  of  breaking 
forth.  'These  are  remarkable  instances 
of  the  similarity  prevailing  between 
the  symptoms  of  theomcai^  (to  adopt 
Calmeil's  expression)  ana  demono- 
mania. 

Another  circumstance  deposed  to 
by  Richard  Hill  is,  that  his  daughter, 
at  the  end  of  each  fit,  predicted  the 
time  at  which  another  would  happen, 
saying,  that  she  had  this  information 
from  her  tormentor.  Style.  This  was 
also  the  case  in  the  instances  of  de- 
monopathy  referred  to  by  Calmeil, 
and  it  is  one  of  the  most  constant 
phenomena  connected  with  mesmeric 
somnambulism. 

The  Hills  were  not  the  only  suffer- 
ers, whose  accusations  of  witchcraft 
Elizabeth  Style  had  to  meet.  During 
her  examination  before  the  above- 
mentioned  Justice  Robert  Hunt,  that 
enlightened  magistrate  observed  that 
a  certain  Richard  Vining,  present  in 
court,  looked  very  earnestly  upon  him  j 
and,  asking  if  this  man  had  anything 
to  say  relative  to  the  matter  before 
him,  received  answer,  that  Style  had 
also  bewitched  his  (Vining's)  wife, 
Agnes.  And,  on  further  interroga- 
tion, this  Vining  related,  that  about 
two  or  three  years  before  St.  James's 
day,  three  years  since,  or  thereabouts, 
his  said  wife,  Agnes,  fell  out  with 
Elizabeth  Style,  and  within  three 
days  after  she  was  taken  with  a  griev- 
ous pricking  in  her  thigh,  which  pain 
continued  for  a  long  time,  till,  after 
some  physic  taken  from  one  Hallet, 
she  was  at  some  ease  for  three  or  four 
weeks.  About  the  Christmas  after 
the  mentioned  St.  James's  day.  Style 
came  to   Yining's  house,  and  gave 
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Agnes,  his  wife,  two  apples,  one  of 
them  a  very  fair  red  apple,  which 
Style  desired  her  to  eat— which  she 
did,  and  in  a  few  hoars  was  taken  ill, 
and  worse  than  ever  she  had  heen  he- 
fore.  Upon  this,  Vining  went  to  one 
Master  Compton,  who  lived  in  the 
parish  of  Ditch  Bate,  for  physic  for 
his  wife.  Compton  told  him  he  could 
do  her  no  good,  for  that  she  was  hurt 
by  a  near  neighbour,  who  would  come 
into  his  house,  and  up  into  the  cham- 
ber where  his  wife  was,  but  would  go 
out  again  without  speaking.  After 
Vining  came  home,  being  in  the  cham- 
her  with  his  wife.  Style  came  up  to 
them,  but  went  out  again  without 
saying  a  word.  Agnes  continued  in 
great  pain  till  Easter-eve  following, 
and  then  died.  Before  her  death,  her 
hip  rotted,  and  one  of  her  eyes  swell- 
ed  out ;  and  she  declared  to  her  hus- 
band in  her  last  moments,  as  she  had 
done  several  times  before,  that  she  be- 
lieved Elizabeth  Style  had  bewitched 
her,  and  was  the  cause  of  her  death. 

While  Vining  deposed  to  these 
things,  Elizabeth  Style  seemed  ap- 
palled and  concerned  ;  and  the  justice 
saying  to  her,  "  You  have  been  an  old 
sinner,  &c. — you  deserve  little  mercy," 
she  replied,  «*  I  have  ask't  God's 
mercy  for  it."  Mr.  Hunt  then  asking 
her,  why  she  still  continued  in  such  ill 
courses,  she  said,  the  devil  tempted 
her ;  and,  after  this,  she  no  longer 
declined  to  make  confession  of  her 
crimes.  We  give  the  confession,  as 
preserved  by  Glanvil. 

"  Elizabeth  Styles,  her  confession  of 
her  witchcrafts,  January  26th  and  30th, 
and  February  7th,  1664,  before  Robert 
Hunt,  Esq. : — She  then  confessed,  that 
the  devil,  about  ten  years  since,  ap- 
peared to  her  in  the  shape  of  a  hand- 
some man,  and  after,  of  a  black  dog. 
That  he  promised  her  money,  and  that 
she  should  live  gallantly,  ana  have  the 
pleasure  of  the  world  for  twelve  years, 
if  she  would,  with  her  blood,  sign  his 
paper,  which  was  to  give  her  soul  to 
him,  and  observe  his  laws,  and  that  he 
might  suck  her  blood.  This,  after  four 
solicitations,  the  examinant  promised 
him  to  do.  Upon  which  he  prickt  the 
fourth  finger  of  her  right  hand,  be- 
tween the  middle  and  upper  joynt, 
(where  the  sign  at  the  exammation  re- 
mained) and  with  a  drop  or  two  of  her 
blood,  she  signed  the  paper  with  an  O. 
Upon  this,  the  devil  gave  her  sixpence, 
and  vanished  with  the  paper. 
**  That,  since,  he  hath  appeared  in  the 


shape  of  a  man,  and  did  so  on  Wednes- 
day seven-night  past ;  but  more  usually 
he  appears  in  the  likeness  of  a  dog,  and 
cat,  and  a  fly  like  a  miliar,  in  which  last 
he  usually  sucks  in  the  poll,  about  four 
of  the  clock  in  the  mommg,  and  did  so, 
January  27 ;  and  that  it  usually  is  pain 
to  her  to  be  so  suckt. 

"  That  when  she  hath  a  desire  to  do 
harm,  she  calleth  the  spirit  by  the  name 
of  Robin,  to  whom,  when  he  appeareth, 
she  useth  these  words, «  O  Sathan,  give 
me  my  purpose,'  She  then  tells  him 
what  she  would  have  done.  And  that 
he  should  so  appear  to  her,  was  part  of 
her  contract  with  him, 

**  That,  about  a  month  ago,  he  ap- 
pearing, she  desired  him  to  torment  one 
EUzabeth  Hill,  and  to  thrust  thorns  into 
her  flesh,  which  he  promised  to  do,  and 
the  next  time  he  appeared,  he  told  her 
he  had  done  it. 

"  That  a  little  above  a  month  since, 
this  examinant,  Alice  Duke,  Anne 
Bishop,  and  Mary  Penny,  met  about 
nine  of  the  clock  in  the  night,  in  the 
common  near  Trister  gate,  where  they 
met  a  man  in  black  clothes,  with  a  little 
band,  to  whom  they  did  courtesie  and 
due  observance,  and  the  examinant 
verily  believes  that  this  was  the  devil. 
At  that  time,  Alice  Duke  brought  a 
picture  in  wax,  which  was  for  Elizabeth 
Hill ;  the  man  in  black  took  it  in  his 
arms,  anointed  its  forehead,  imd  said, 
♦  I  baptize  thee  with  this  oyl,'  and  used 
some  other  words.  He  was  godfather, 
and  the  examinant  and  Anne  Bishop 
godmothers.  They  called  it  Elizabeth, 
or  Bess.  Then  the  man  in  black,  this 
examinant,  Anne  Bishop,  and  Alice 
Duke  stuck  thorns  into  several  places 
of  the  neck,  hand-wrists,  fingers,  and 
other  parts  of  the  said  picture.  After 
which,  they  had  wine,  cakes,  and  roast 
meat  (all  brought  by  the  man  in  black), 
which  they  did  eat  and  drink.  They 
danced,  and  were  merry ;  were  bodily 
there,  and  in  their  clothes. 

"  She  further  saith,  that  the  same 
persons  met  again,  at  or  near  the  same 

Slace,  about  a  month  since,  when  Anne 
tishop  brought  a  picture  in  wax,  which 
was  baptized  John,  in  like  manner  as 
the  other  was ;  the  man  in  black  was 
godfather,  and  Alice  Duke  and  this  ex- 
ammant,  godmothers.  As  soon  as  it 
was  baptized,  Anne  Bishop  stuck  two 
thorns  into  the  arms  of  the  picture, 
which  was  for  one  Robert  Newman's 
child  of  Wincaunton.  After  they  had 
eaten,  drank,  danced,  and  made  merry 
they  departed. 

.  "•'^!l*^,  s^®»with  Anne  Bishop  and 
Alice  Duke,  met  at  another  time  in  the 
night,  in  a  ground  near  Marnhul,  where 
also  met  several  other  persons.  The 
devil  then  also  there  in  the  former  shape 
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baptized  a  picture  by  the  name  of  Anne 
or  Rachel  Fletcher.  The  picture  one 
Damford's  wife  brought,  and  stuck 
thorns  in  it.  Then  they  also  made 
merry  with  wine  and  cakes,  and  so  de- 
parted. 

*'  She  saith,  before  they  are  carried  to 
their  meetings,  they  anoint  their  fore- 
heads, and  hand-wnsts,  with  an  oyl  the 
spirit  brings  them  (which  smells  raw)  ; 
and  then  they  are  carried  in  a  very 
short  time,  usin^  these  words  as  they 
pass,  *  2%<mt,  tout  a  tout,  tout,  through^ 
out  and  about.*  And  when  they  go  off 
from  their  meetings  they  say,  *  Eenium 
tormentum.* 

"That,  at  their  first  meeting,  the 
man  in  black  bids  them  welcome,  and 
they  all  miUie  low  obeysance  to  him,  and 
be  aeliyers  some  wax  candles,  like  little 
torches,  which  they  give  back  again  at 
parting.  When  they  anoint  themselyes, 
they  use  a  long  form  of  words,  and  when 
they  stick  in  thorns  into  the  picture  of 
any  thing  they  would  torment,  they  say, 
'jlpox  on  thee,  TU  spite  thee,* 

"  That  at  eyery  meeting,  before  the 
spirit  yanisheth  away,  he  appoints  the 
next  meeting  place  and  time,  and  that 
at  his  departure  there  is  a  foul  smeU. 
At  their  meeting  they  haye  usually  wine 
or  good  beer,  cakes,  meat,  or  the  like. 
They  eat  and  drink  really  when  they 
meet  in  their  bodies,  dance  also,  and 
haye  musick.  The  man  in  black  sits  at 
the  higher  end,  and  Anne  Bishop  usually 
next  him.  He  useth  some  words  before 
meat,  and  none  after ;  his  yoice  is  au- 
dible, but  yery  low. 

**  That  they  are  carried  sometimes  in 
their  bodies  and  their  clothes,  sometimes 
without,  and  as  the  examinant  thinks, 
their  bodies  are  sometimes  left  behind. 
When  only  their  spirits  are  present,  yet 
they  know  one  another. 

"When  they  would  bewitch  man,  wo- 
man, or  child,  they  do  it  sometimes  by  a 
picture  made  in  wax,  which  the  deyil 
formally  baptizeth.  Sometimes  they 
haye  an  apple,  dish,  spoon,  or  other 
thing  from  their  otII  spirit,  which  they 
giye  the  party  to  whom  they  would  do 
harm.  Upon  which  they  haye  power  to 
hurt  the  party  that  eats  or  receiyes  it. 
Sometimes  they  haye  power  to  do  mis- 
chief by  a  touch  or  curse,  by  these  they 
can  mischief  cattle;  and  by  cursing 
without  touching,  but  neither  without 
the  doyiPs  leaye. 

**  The  man  in  black  sometimes  plays 
on  a  pipe  or  cittern,  and  the  company 
dance.  At  last  the  devil  yanisheth,  and 
all  are  carried  to  their  seyeral  houses  in 
a  short  space.  At  their  parting  they  say, 
*  A  hoy  I  merry  meet,  merry  part,* 

"That  the  reason  why  she  caused 
Elisabeth  HiU  to  be  the  more  tormented 


was,  because  her  father  had  said  she 
was  a  witch.  That  she  has  seen  Alice 
Duke's  familiar  suck  her  in  the  shape  of 
a  cat,  and  Anne  Bishop's  suck  her  in  the 
shape  of  a  rat. 

"  That  she  never  beard  the  name  of 
God  or  Jesus  Christ  mentioned  at  any 
of  their  meetings. 

"  That  Anne  Bishop,  about  five  years 
and  a  half  since,  did  bring  a  picture  in 
wax  to  their  meeting,  which  was  bap- 
tized by  the  man  in  black,  and  called 
Peter.  It  was  for  Robert  Newman's 
child  of  Wincaunton. 

"  That  some  two  years  ago  she  gave 

two  apples  to  Agnes  Vining,  late  wife 

of  Richard  Vining,   and  that  she  had 

one  of  the  apples  from  the  devil,  who 

then  appeared  to  her,  and  told,  That 

apple  would  do  Vining's  wife*s  business, 

**  Taken  in  the  presence  of  seyeral 

grave  and  orthodox  divines  be« 

fore  me, 

"  RoEiRT  Hunt." 

This  confession  of  Style's,  Mr.  Glan- 
vil  assures  us,  was  free  and  unforcedj 
without  any  torturing  or  watching; 
drawn  firom  her  by  '*  a  gentle  exami- 
nation,  meeting  with  the  conyictions  of 
a  gnilty  conscience.'*  In  some  of  its 
most  incredible  particulars,  it  was  con- 
firmed by  other  testimony,  as  well  as 
by  the  confessions  of  her  accomplices 
in  crime,  who,  upon  her  accusation, 
were  also  apprehended,  and  who,  in 
their  turn,  accused  others.  Three 
men,  to  whose  custody  Style  was  con- 
signed, after  her  confession,  and  who 
watched  her  daring  the  night,  testified 
next  day  to  their  haying  seen  her  yi- 
sited  by  her  familiar  Tone  of  them  at 
the  time  reading  in  uie  Practice  of 
Piety),  in  the  shape  of  a  glistening 
bright  fly,  about  an  inch  in  lengthy 
which  pitched  at  first  in  the  chimney, 
and  then  yanished.  This  was  about 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  fly 
was  like  a  great  miliar,  and  the  wit- 
nesses having  examined  her  poll,  from 
which  they  had  obsenred  the  fly  to 
come,  found  it  yery  red,  and  like  raw 
beef.  Being  asked  what  the  fly  was, 
she  at  first  said  it  was  a  butterfly,  but 
afterwards  confessed  that  it  was  her 
familiar,  who  usually  came  to  her  about 
that  hour.  During  the  diabolical  visi- 
tation, the  fire  in  the  watch-room  was 
remarked  by  the  witnesses  to  change 
its  colour.  Five  women  also.  Style's 
neighbours,  after  these  discoveries, 
came  forward,  and  deposed,  that  a  lit- 
tle after  Christmas  they  had  searched 
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Elizftbetb  Sijle^  and  bad  found  in  ber 
poll  a  little  rising,  wluch  feh  bard>  like 
a  kernel  of  beef^  whereupon  tbej  sus- 
pecting it  to  be  an  ill  mark>  tbrust  a 
pin  into  it,  and,  baving  drawn  it  out, 
thrust  it  in  again  the  second  time,  leav- 
ing it  sticking  in  the  flesh  for  some 
time,  that  the  other  women  might  also 
see  it.  Notwithstanding  which^  Style 
did  neither  at  the  first  nor  second  time 
maJce  the  least  show  that  she  felt  any- 
thing. But  after,  when  the  constable 
told  her  he  would  thrust  in  a  pin  to  the 
place,  and  made  a  show,  as  if  he  did, 
she  said,  **  O  Lordl  do  you  prick  me?'* 
whereas  no  one  then  touched  her.  She 
afterwards  confessed  to  one  of  these 
women  that  her  familiar  did  use  to 
suck  her  in  the  place  mentioned,  in  the 
shape  of  a  great  miliar,  or  butterfly. 

Alice  Duke*8  confession  was  fully  of 
the  stamp  of  Elizabeth  Style*s.  About 
eleven  or  twelve  years  before  their  un- 
lucky meddling  with  Hill's  daughter, 
she  (Duke)  had  become  acquainted 
with  the  devil,  through  the  good  offices 
of  Anne  Bishop.  The  introduction 
was  effected  in  a  singular  way.  Bishop 
persuaded  Duke  to  go  with  her  into 
the  ohureh-yard  in  the  night-time,  and, 
being  come  thither,  to  go  backward 
round  the  church,  which  they  did,  three 
times.  In  their  first  round,  they  met 
a  man  in  black  clothes,  who  went  round 
the  second  time  with  them,  and  then 
they  met  a  thing  in  the  shape  of  a 
OTeat  black  toad,  which  leapt  up  against 
Duke's  apron.  In  their  third  round, 
they  met  somewhat  in  the  shape  of  a 
rat,  which  vanished  away.  Aner  this 
they  went  home,  but  before  Anne  Bi- 
shop went  eff,  the  man  in  black  said 
^mething  to  her  softly,  which  the 
other  did  not  hear.  A  few  days  after 
this.  Bishop  told  Duke  that  now  she 
might  have  her  desire,  and  what  she 
would  wish  for.  And  shortly  after, 
the  devil  appeared  to  her  in  the  shape 
of  a  man,  promising  that  she  should 
want  nothing,  and  that  if  she  cursed 
anything  with  '*  A  pox  take  it,"  she 
should  have  her  purpose,  in  case  she 
would  give  her  soul  to  him,  suffer  him 
to  suck  her  blood,  keep  his  secrets,  and 
be  his  tnstrumeot  to  do  such  mischief 
as  he  would  set  her  about.  In  its  fur- 
ther tenor,  her  confession  corresponds 
closely  to  that  of  Style :  there  is  the 
signing  the  unhallowed  contract  with 
her  blood ;  the  sixpence  given  by  the 
devU  as  earaett ;  the  nootumal  joinket- 


ting  on  commons  and  other  lonesome 
places ;  the  **  oyl,  which  smells  raw," 
rubbed  on  the  forehead  before  startii^ 
on  the  airy  flight ;  the  cabalistic  words 
used  in  going  and  returning ;  the  devil 
in  his  black  suit,  <'with  a  little  band  f" 
the  baptizing  of  waxen  "pictures,"  or 
images,  and  afterwards  sticking  thorns 
in  them ;  the  wine  and  cakes,  dancing 
and  music ;  the  place  of  honour  occu- 
pied by  Anne  Bishop  at  table;  the 
«« very  low,"  yet  audible  voice,  in  which 
the  infernal  Amphitryon  at  these  ban- 
quets speaks,  and  the  circumstanoe, 
credible  on  many  grounds,  that  be 
'*  leaves  an  ugly  smell  at  parting."  At 
a  meeting,  held  on  the  Monday  night 
after  Christmas,  Anne  Bishop  is  men- 
tioned as  having  had  on  a  green  apron, 
a  French  waistcoat,  and  a  red  petticoat, 
in  which  costume  we  think  it  no  won- 
der that  the  devil  should  consider  her 
entitled  to  sit  next  to  himself  at  the 
higher  end  of  the  table*  With  regard 
to  Alice  Duke's  familiar,  she  states 
that  it  ''doth  commonly  suck  her  right 
breast  about  seven  at  night,  in  the  shape 
of  a  little  cat  of  a  dunnish  colour,  which 
is  as  smooth  as  a  want  (that  is,  a  mole), 
and  when  she  b  sucked,  she  is  in  a  kind 
of  trance." 

There  is  something  pathetto  in  the 
close  of  this  confession  :— 

'<  He  promised  her,  when  she  made  her 
contract  with  him,  that  she  should  want 
nothing,  but  ever  since  she  hath  wanted 
all  things.  »• 

No  doubt  she  bath.  What  better 
could  she  expect  from  him  who  was  a 
liar  from  the  beginning,  and  wUl  be  a 
liar  to  the  end  ?  All  she  ever  had  of 
him  was  sixpence,  for  her  blood  here 
and  her  soul  hereafter !  A  wammg 
to  those  who  would  put  faith  in  his 
promises,  or  expect  advantage  in  his 
service — which  we  hope  the  reader 
will  lay  to  heart. 

What  finally  became  of  Duke  and 
Bishop,  Mr.  Glanvil  does  not  inform 
us ;  but  Elizabeth  Style  "  prevented 
execution"  by  dying  in  jail,  a  little  be- 
fore the  term  expired  which  her  con- 
federate demon  had  set  for  her  enjoy- 
ment of  diabolical  pleasures  in  thb 
life. 

In  the  following  March,  another 
batch  of  witches  was  discovered  in  the 
county  of  Somerset,  and  divers  of 
those  concerned  brought  before  the  ia- 
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ddatigable  Mr.  Hnnt.  The  centre 
of  the  groap  was  a  certain  Margaret 
Agar,  qualtiied  in  the  record  of  the 
transactions  as  a  "rampant  Hagg/'and 
who  seems  to  have  merited  the  name. 
She  bewitched  Jos.  Talbot,  overseer  of 
the  poor  at  Brewham,  in  Somerset* 
shire,  for  requiring  her  daughter  to  go 
to  service ;  swore  "  by  the  blood  of  the 
Lord"  she  would  "tread  upon  his 
jaws,"  and  brought  a  picture  of  him  in 
clay  or  wax  to  a  witch-meeting  at 
Redmore,  where  the  fiend,  after  bap- 
tizing it,  stuck  a  thorn  in  or  near  the 
heart  of  it.  Agar  herself  another  in 
the  breast,  and  Catherine  Green,  Alice 
Green,  Mary  Warburton,  Henry  Wal- 
ter, and  Christian  Green,  each  his  or 
her  thorn  in  such  place  as  they  chose, 
or  as  was  pointed  out  to  them  by  the 
authoress  of  this  cruel  revenge.  The 
effect  was,  that  Talbot  was  suddenly 
taken  in  his  body  as  if  he  had  been 
stabbed  with  daggers, and  he  continued 
four  or  ^YQ  days  in  gre^t  pain,  and 
then  died.  Several  of  the  witches  of 
Agar*s  knot  deposed  to  her  crimes, 
and  confessed  their  own  part  therein, 
hereby  showing  how  much  more  detest- 
able a  crime  witchcraft  is  than  theft, 
since  there  is  honour  among  thieves, 
but,  as  it  seems,  none  among  witches. 
At  the  same  time  it  is  to  be  remem- 
bered, in  favour  of  those  who  thus 
^ve  testimony  against  their  consorts 
m  wickedness,  that  they  did  it,  not  to 
save  their  own  lives,  but  their  souls ; 
they  who  confessed  themselves  guilty 
of  witchcraft  being  put  to  death,  no 
less  than  they  who  were  convicted  of 
the  crime  by  the  evidence  of  others. 
Christian  Green  was  the  principal 
witness  in  this  case  of  Margaret  Agar. 
She  was  a  youngbh  witch,  having  been 
but  barely  past  thirtv  years  of  age 
when  she  was  enlisted  by  Catherine 
Green  in  the  service  of  the  evil  one. 
She  was  at  that  time  in  great  poverty, 
and  thought,  by  going  to  the  devil,  to 
better  her  condition.  She  made  her- 
self over  to  him,  as  usual,  by  a  bond, 
signed  with  blood  taken  from  the 
fourth  finger  of  her  right  hand,  be- 
tween the  middle  and  upper  joints ;  and 
received  from  him  as  earnest  of  her 
wi^es — he  being,  it  seems,  at  the  time, 
either  "  bard  up,"  or  in  a  particularly 
stingy  humour — fourpence-halfpenny, 
with,  which  she  afterwards  bought 
bread  in  Brewharo.  At  his  vanishing, 
he  left  a  smell  of  brimstone  behind. 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  175. 


This  circumstance,  let  us  remark,  of 
the  ill-savour  diffused  by  the  fiend  at 
the  moment  of  his  departing,  is  ex- 
plained by  Mr.  Glanvil  in  a  very  satis- 
factory way.  The  adscititious  parti- 
cles he  held  together  in  his  visible  ve- 
hicle, the  reverend  F.  R.S,  thinks, 
being  loosened  at  his  vanishing,  offend 
the  nostrils  by  their  floating,  and  dif- 
fusing themselves  in  the  open  air. 

Christian  Green's  familiar  sucked 
her  left  breast,  about  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  in  the  likeness  of  a  hedgehc^ ; 
and,  like  her  sister  sorceresses,  she  de- 
clared that  she  "  was  usually  in  a  trance 
when  she  was  suckt." 

Mary  Green,  another  witch  of  this 
knot,  describes  the  devil  in  the  same 
terms  as  the  witches  of  Stoke  Trister, 
as  "  a  man  in  black  clothes,  with  a  lit* 
tie  band;'*  and  both  she  and  Christian 
Green  conflrm  the  observation  of  the 
others,  that  his  voice  is  "  verv  low." 

This  "  little  band,"  we  con^ss,  puz- 
zles us.  Was  it  a  girdle  ?  Or  are 
we  to  understand  that  this  reprobate 
spirit  sacrilegiously  wore  hands^  like  a 
clergyman  ?  Or  did  he  only  mean,  by 
this  manner  of  dressing,  to  insinuate  a 
connexion  with  the  legal  profession  ? 
If  we  remember  rightly,  a  "  Geneva 
band"  was  part  of  the  paraphernalia 
of  a  Roundhead  preacher  in  those  days. 
Viewed  in  this  light,  the  "  band"  in 
question  would  have  an  unquestionable 
propriety. 

•The  wearer  of  the  *'  little  band"— 
waiving  the  question  of  his  right  to 
wear  it — ^is  described  by  more  than 
one  of  the  witches  as  "  a  little  man," 
which  is  worth  remarking,  for  the  con- 
tradiction it  presents  to  Milton*s  por-^ 
traiture  of  the  Titanic  stature  of  his* 
diabolical  hero.  We  are  disposed  to 
think  that,  in  this  point,  the  old  wo- 
men took  a  truer  measure  of  the  "  bad 
un"  than  the  poet,  whose  predilections, 
political  and  religious,  naturally  in- 
clined him  to  glorify  the  arch-indepen- 
dent. 

Passing  that,  let  us  observe  that  the 
devil  is  not  without  his  notions  of  po- 
liteness ;  for  when  the  sisterhood,  on 
his  appearing  in  answer  to  their  con- 
jurations, "make  obeysance"  to  him, 
the  "  little  man"  puts  his  hand  to  his 
hat,  and  saith,  "  How  do  ye  ?"  speak- 
ing "  low  but  big."  Upon  which  they 
all  make  low  obeisance  to  him  again. 
One  of  the  oddest  of  his  whims  is  the 
going  always  in  black,  a  coincidence  of 
>  c 
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clerical  and  infernal  tastes*  indeed, 
which  can  only  be  accounted  for  on  the 
principle  that  extremes  meet.  How- 
ever, it  ought  to  be  noted  that  it  is 
only  in  our  British  lands  that  the  "  old 
boy*'  manifests  this  serious  turn.  In 
Germany,  a  scarlet  jacket,  and  a 
swaling  cock's  feather  in  the  bonnet, 
are  among  his  invariable  attributes  ; 
and  in  Sweden,  the  most  authentic  ac- 
counts represent  him  as  wearing  **  a 
grev  coat,  with  red  and  blue  stockings, 
a  high-crowned  hat,  with  linen  of  di- 
vers colours  wrapt  about  it,  and  long 
garters  upon  his  stockings.** 

In  all  countries,  however,  he  has  a 
strange  kind  of  attraction  to  the 
church,  as  a  moth  has  to  the  flame 
in  which  it  is  to  perish.  We  have  seen 
how  Alice  Duke  was  brought  by  Anne 
Bishop  to  the  church-yard,  to  be  in- 
troduced to  him  there ;  and  how  the 
two  votaresses  of  the  powers  of  evil 
went  round  the  church  backwards,  a 
process  apparently  akin  to  that  of  say- 
ing the  Lord's  Prayer  from  end  to  be- 
grinning — commencing  with  AmeUf  and 
closing  with  Our — which  is  understood 
to  be  the  orthodox  way  for  a  witch  to 
express  her  devotional  feelings.  The 
very  name  Sabbath,  applied  to  the 
witch-meetings,  points  to  the  same 
principle,  which  is  etill  more  markedly 
developed  in  what  takes  place  at  these 
foul  assemblies,  where,  as  the  reviewer 
of  Calmeil  informs  us — 

**  An  altar  was  raised,  at  which  Sa-^ 
tan,  with  his  head  downwards,  his  feet 
turned  up,  and  his  back  to  the  altar, 
celebratea  his  blasphemous  mass.'* 

Even  the  use,  in  these  hellish  so- 
lemnities, of  a  language  *^  not  under-, 
standed  of  the  people,"  was  a  manifest 
aping  of  ecclesiastical  practices;  for 
what  English  witch  could  attach  any 
definite  meaning  to  such  words  as 
"  Thout,  tout  a  tout,  throughout  and 
about,"  or  "  Rentum  tormentum  ?"  M. 
Salverte  quotes  Tiedmann  as  suppos- 
ing that  many  barbarous  words,  used 
in  the  operations  of  witchcraft,  are 
only  Latin  and  Greek  words,  badly 
read  and  pronounced  by  the  unedu- 
cated, which  originally  were  part  of 
the  formularies  used  in  the  mysteries. 
(We  should  say  it  is  more  likely  such 
words  are  of  Egyptian  or  Asiatic  ori- 
gin than  Greek  or  Latin.)     Nothing, 


Salverte  thinks,  can  be  more  probable 
than  Tiedmann's  supposition  ;  and 
thus  *'  the  three  unintelligible  Greek 
words,  pronounced  by  the  high-priest 
at  the  Eleusinian  mysteries,  K«y^  0/» 
Umyl,  have  been  recognized  by  Captain 
Wilford  in  the  Sanscrit  words,  Om- 
$ha  Om  Pansha,  which  are  repeated 
by  the  Brahmins  every  day  at  the 
close  of  their  religious  ceremonies." 

It  is  probable  that ''  «<  Thout,  tout  a 
tout,"  "  Rentum  tormentum,"  and  «  A 
boy  I  merry  meet,  merry  part,*'  are,  as 
well  as  **  Konx  Om  Panx,"  ancient 
forms  of  invocation,  Coptic  or  Hindoo, 
or  scraps  gf  such  forms,  turned  to  jar- 
gon in  the  mouths  of  persons  who 
learned  to  repeat  them  by  rote,  and 
who  were  ignorant  of  their  meaning. 
Thout,  or  Thoth,  we  know  to  be  the 
name  of  the  Egyptian  Hermes;  and 
**  A  Boy"  is  but  a  slight  corruption  of 
Evoe,  a  cry  still  used,  in  their  orgies, 
by  the  wizards  of  Siberia,  though  with- 
out reference  to  the  joyous  Phrygian 
god.  From  all  this,  the  conjecture  of 
Salverte  would  seem  not  to  be  with- 
out some  colour  of  likelihood,  ''that 
sorcery  was  founded  by  those  Egyptian 
priests  of  the  last  order,  who,  from 
the  commencement  of  the  Roman  em- 
pire, had  wandered  in  every  direction ; 
and  who,  although  they  were  publicly 
despised,  yet  were  consulted  in  secret, 
and  continued  to  make  proselytes 
among  the  lowest  classes  in  society." 
Maintaining  themselves  throughout  the 
whole  period  of  Roman  history,  the 
workings  of  this  fallen  and  dispersed 
hierarchy  did  not  wholly  cease  even 
after  Christianity  had  overthrown  the 
altars  of  polvtheism  ;  and  Thoth  and 
EvoS  were  still  invoked  after  the  names 
of  Mercury  and  Bacchus  had  been  for- 
gotten. But  the  debased  worship  was 
performed  in  the  wildest  solitudes,  and 
under  the  cover  of  night :  its  priest- 
hood sank,  age  after  age,  into  a  more 
and  more  brutish  ignorance ;  its  vota- 
ries were  gathered,  in  each  succeeding 
generation,  from  a  ruder  and  more 
neglected  class  of  the  people  ;  and  no 
very  long  time  had  elapsed,  before  all 
traces  of  its  meaning  and  its  origin  had 
passed  from  the  knowledgeof  those  who 
bore  a  part  in  it,  and  it  retained  little 
more  of  the  religion  which  had  possess- 
ed the  temples  of  the  world,  than  its 
antagonism  to  Christianity. 


Digitized  bydOOQlC 


1847.] 


Life  in  the  Mo\0t(Un»  of  Arcadia. 


17 


LIFE      IN      THE      H  O  U  M  T  A  I  N  8      OF      ABCADIA. 


IN  TWO  PAKTB.— PART  ] 


CHAPTEB  I. — THE  VILLAOE  AND  ITS  INHABITANTS. 


•*May  you  live  s  thousand  years, 
Kera  Pepiiia,  and  die  in  peace  at  the 
end  of  them !  mine  are  the  eyes  that 
have  been  longing  to  see  you  1"  Such 
was  the  salutation  of  the  oldest  in- 
habitant of  the  quiet  little  village  of 
Vervena,  which  lies  somewhere  be- 
tween Tripoliza  and  Corinth,  to  ano- 
ther old  woman,  so  very  similar  \o 
herself  in  dress  and  appearance,  that 
it  would  not  have  been  easy  to  have 
distinguished  between  them,  but  that 
age  had  already  palsied  the  limbs  of 
the  first,  while  the  new-comer  hobbled 
towards  her  at  a  very  tolerable  pace, 
considering  she  was  laden  with  a  large 
bag  of  olives.  Both  wore  the  Albanian 
costume,  and  there  was  absolutely 
considerable  taste  in  the  arrangement 
of  the  floating  whito  veil  round  their 
little  dark,  withered  faces,  which  might 
have  been  those  of  Egyptian  mum- 
mies, but  for  the  sparkling  black  eyes, 
so  full  of  vivacity  and  intelligence. 
The  sunset  and  its  brief  magnificence 
was  over — only  on  each  snowy  peak 
of  the  far  Arcadian  mountains  uie  last 
rays  lingered  like  a  crown  of  gold, 
and  from  house  to  house  of  that  peace- 
ful rural  village,  the  humble  inhabit- 
ants were  steahng  out  to  breathe  again, 
after  the  close  confinement  indispen- 
sable during  the  long  day  of  dangerous 
heat. 

*<!Nrow,  where  have  you  been,  Kera 
Pepina?"  continued  old  Elenko,  as 
her  visitor  crouched  down  on  the  flat 
roof  of  the  little  house  beside  her. 
'*  You  cannot  have  been  to  the  plain 
to  gather  herbs,  for  the  moon  is  not 
up,  so  they  would  have  been  useless, 
and  you  have  not  been  to  church,  I 
know,  for  I  saw  the  Papas  gathering 
sticks  in  the  olive  grove." 

**  Do  I  not  know  it  ?  and  it  is  I  who 
heli>ed  to  load  his  donkey  (excuse  me 
for  the  word)  ;  but  I  was  at  the  foun- 
tain with  the  neighbours.  Have  you 
not  heard  Uie  news,  miter  mou  (my 
mother)  ?" 


**May  the  Panagia  keep  me,  I  have 
heard  nothing  1"  grumbled  old  Elenko, 
**  I  never  hear  anything  now — I  am 
old  and  forgotten.  I  have  lived  too 
long,  and  I  shall  never  die,  that  is 
more !  I  know  it  quite  well :  it  is  a 
judgment  on  me  for  my  sins ;  but  it 
IS  very  hard,  for  I  am  tired  of  liv- 
ing." 

**  I  believe  it  j  the  Papas  says  you 
are  a  hundred  y^ars  old;  but  take 
courage — ^who  knows  what  the  saints 
may  do  for  you  yet;  you  may  die 
after  all,  some  day  1" 

'*  Heaven  grant  itl"  said  Elenko, 
shaking  her  head,  '^  but  I  have  been  a 
wicked  woman.  In  my  youth  I  ate 
eggs  during  Lent,  whenever  I  could 
get  them ;  it  is  long  ago  now,  but  they 
dont't  forget  these  things,  the  blessed 
saints ;  no,  no  I  But  teU  me  the  news, 
Adelphe." 

**  What  do  you  think,  Maroula,  the 
Mainote  widow,  has  found  a  husband 
for  her  daughter  I" 

**Pepina,  you  do  not  tell  it  mel 
what!  her  daughter  Xanthi,  who  is 
past  sixteen,  and  has  only  four-and- 
twenty  bee-hives  for  her  portion  ?" 

**  The  same ;  she  has  found  her  such 
a  beautiful  young  man,  as  straight 
as  a  palm-tree,  and  as  rich  as  an 
Aga." 

**  Wonderful !"  said  old  Elenko, 
letting  her  spindle  fall  from  her  hands 
in  utter  astonishment. 

**  /  am  not  surprised,"  continued 
Pepina,  looking  wise, 

*  *  Stay, "  excukimed  Elenko,  "  has  he 
got  the  evil  eye  ?" 

**No." 

'*Isheakleft?" 

«*No." 

'*Was  his  grandmother  a  Turk's 
daughter  ?" 

*'No." 

'*  Then  I  don't  understand  it,"  she 
muttered,  resuming  her  spinning.   '*  A 

firl   so   frightfully   old;   and  we  all 
now  that  the  honey  out  of  some  of 
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tLe  liives  has  been  stolen  away :  it  Is  a 
miracle  1" 

**So  it  is,"  said  Pepina,  ''that  is 
why  I  am  not  surprised.  Maroula 
was  half  mad  wit^h  fear,  that  she 
would  never  find  a  husband  at  all, 
for  the  whole  village  knew  the  honey 
had  been  stolen ;  so  she  went  night 
and  morning  to  ask  one  from  Samt 
Nickolas,  and  she  spent  every  lepta* 
she  had  to  buy  him  candles,  so 
at  last  he  sent  her  one,  from  Maina, 
with  five  hundred  olive  trees  of  his 
own." 

*'  Oh,  Aghios  Nickolas  I  I  am  tired 
of  living,"  supplicated  old  Elenko, 
crossing  herself.  **  Perhaps  he  will 
do  something  for  me,  too,"  she  added, 
winking  aside  to  her  neighbour. 
**Well,  Maroula  will  have  quiet  to 
her  soul  now.  How  she  tried  to  make 
her  daughter  beautiful,  that  people 
might  forget  about  the  hives  I  I  have 
seen  her  nuntinff  the  woods  all  day  for 
snakes,  to  get  the  serpent  oil  to  make 
her  daughter's  hair  grow  long." 

"  And  when  did  the  serpent  oil 
ever  fail,"  exclaimed  Pepina ;  *'  Xan- 
thi's  hair  is  twice  as  Ions  as  my 
arm.  I  measured  it  myself,  that  I 
might  get  a  lepta  from  Spiro,  her 
betrothed,  for  telling  him  such  good 
news." 

<*  Och,  that  was  how  you  saw  him, 
Kera  Pepina.  You  are  a  wonderful 
woman  for  finding  out  how  to  get  the 
leptas.  He  would  give  you  much 
more,  when  you  told  him  how  black 
her  eyes  are." 

**  pTot  he,  indeed ;  it  was  enough  to 
vex  a  saint,  to  find  how  he  knew  all 
about  her.  Uis  souFs  sister  told  him, 
I  suppose.  You  must  know  he  is  the 
Papas  psycho  pethi ;  but  he  is  in  such 
a  hurry  to  see  her  for  him^lf,  they 
say,  that  the  wedding  is  to  be  next 
week." 

<*  Panagia  mou  I  that  is  quick  enough. 
Do  they  think  the  Turks  are  to  be  on 
us  then  ?" 

*'  May  your  eyes  see  light  for  ever ; 
do  not  say  such  a  word,  Elenko,"  ex- 
clumed  Pepina,  crossing  herself  re- 
peatedly. "No,  nol  but  it  will  be 
saracosti  (Lent)  very  soon*  you  know, 
and  then  they  must  wait  forty  days. 
Besides  Maroula  began  to  make  her 
daughter's  wedding  clothes  when  she 


was  two  years  old,  so  they  are  ready 
now." 

'*  Kyrie  eleison — ^kyrie  eleison,  there 
is  the  church  bell,"  exclaimed  Elenko, 
throwing  herself  down  on  her  hands 
and  knees,  and  crossing  herself  vigo- 
rously, as  she  somewhat  abruptly  com- 
menced her  evening  devotions.  **  And 
there  is  the  Papas  hunself  riding  to  cha- 
pel on  his  donkey  (excuse  me,  said  his 
friend).  I  will  go  and  kiss  his  hands  be- 
fore he  gets  off— all  your  hours  be  good, 
kera  Elenko  I"  And  old  Pepina,  hurry- 
ing down  from  the  cottage  roof,  hobbled 
away  to  attend  the  vesper  service, 
leavmg  her  more  feeble  neighbour  to 
resume  the  work  on  which  she  was 
incessantly  engaged,  which  consisted 
in  spinning  the  cotton  for  her  grave 
clotnes,  a  task  to  which  she  was  moved 
by  a  sort  of  desperate  hope,  that  it 
might  bring  on  the  catastrophe  of 
which  she  despaired. 

Vervena  was  one  of  those  happy  little 
mountain  villages,  to  whose  peaceful 
inhabitants  the  foreign  yoke  which 
held  their  country  in  such  abject  sla- 
very was  little  more  than  a  name,  until 
the  war  of  independence  actually  burst 
over  Greece,  that  fierce  universal 
struggle,  whose  dire  effects  did  indeed 
pierce  to  her  innermost  recesses.  It 
was  a  name  of  terror,  it  is  true,  for 
they  weU  knew  that  they  owed  it  to 
their  position,  alone,  in  the  heart  of 
the  wild  inaccessible  mountains,  that 
they  lived  from  vear  to  year  unmolest- 
ed by  the  indolent  Turks ;  and  the 
fatal  experience  of  many  a  less  fortu- 
nate village  had  amply  proved  to  them 
that  it  needed  but  some  casual  inci- 
dent which  should  bring  them  into 
contact  with  their  masters;  and  the 
brand  of  the  slavery,  which  as  yet  they 
bore  in  lightness  of  heart,  would  be 
stamped  on  their  valleys,  as  it  had  been 
elsewhere,  in  characters  of  fire  and  of 
blood.  Their  valley  lay  within  the 
range  of  the  vast  pashalik  of  Corinth, 
where  Kyamil,  formerly  Bey  of  Ne- 
gropont,  now  reigned  supreme;  but 
their  more  immediate  governor  was 
the  Aga  appointed  to  collect,  or  rather 
to  extort  the  taxes  levied  by  the 
Turks,  and  whose  dwelling  was  a  little 
fortified  tower  in  a  somewhat  isolated 
position.  No  town  or  village,  how- 
ever small,  was  at  this  period  exempt 


*  The  smallest  Greek  coin  in  current  use,  in  value  less  than  a  farthing. 
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from  the  authority  of  a  similar  func- 
tionary ;  and  often  did  they,  strong  in 
their  delegated  power,  with  their  single 
hand,  male  the  burden  of  the  foreign 
yoke  intolerable'to  the  broken-spirited 
and  harassed  people.  But  the  aga  of 
Vervena  was  a  stupid,  inoffensive  old 
man,  delighting  in  peace  and  q[uiet- 
ncss,  however  it  nught  be  obtained, 
and  giving  himself  no  trouble  what- 
ever about  the  proceedings  in  the  vil- 
lage, provided  he  was  left  unmolested 
in  his  tower.  If  a  Turkish  aga  could 
have  a  soul — ^for,  considering  they  dis- 
tinctly deny  any  such  possession  to 
their  women,  it  may  be  permitted  to 
doubt,  from  the  details  of  their  own 
domestic  life,  whether  themselves  do 
not  share  the  anomalous  position  to 
which  they  reduce  one-half  of  their 
fellow-creatures — if,  then^  this  old 
Aga  could  have  any  kind  of  soul,  it 
was  entirely  bound  up  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  all  other  affections  in  one  pre- 
cious treasure  which  he  possessed. 
This  was  a  remarkably  fine  Arabian 
horse,  of  admirable  beauty,  and  whose 
pedigree  gave  him  an  undeniable  claim 
to  a  direct  descent  from  the  milk-white 
steed  of  the  Prophet — ^that  is,  he  un- 
questionably belonged  to  the  remark- 
able breed  which  has  been  so  care- 
fully preserved  on  account  of  that 
tradition ;  and  so  completely  was  the 
old  Turk  occupied  in  an  unceasing 
attendance  on  this  beautiful  creature, 
that  the  good  people  of  Vervena  were 
entirely  spared  those  ingenious  de- 
vices of  tyrannical  oppression  with 
which  he  would  doubtless  have  solaced 
his  leisure  hours  but  for  this  engross- 
ing occupation.  Most  devoutly  did 
many  of  the  peasants,  such  as  Pepina 
and  her  friend,  offer  up  their  prayers 
that  the  horse  might  long  outlive  his 
master,  and  profound  was  the  respect 
with  which  he  was  treated  by  all.  It 
became,  indeed,  almost  reasonable  to 
conclude,  that  a  Turkish  a^a  could 
actually  love  something,  notwithstand- 
ing the  exemplary  discipline  which  he 
maintained  in  his  household,  by  beat- 
ing the  women  servants  and  strangling 
the  men,  when  he  was  to  be  seen  fond- 
ling and  caressing  the  pretty  Arabian 
from  morning  to  night,  preferring  a 
couch  by  its  side  in  the  stable  to  his 
luxurious  cushions,  addressing  him  by 
xu)  meaner  title  than  that  of  '^  Effendi" 
(my  lord),  and  even  caring  so  much 
for  his  imuiartal  welfare,  that  he  forced 


him  to  keep  the  fasts  of  the  Ramazan 
and  Bairam,  lest  he  should  fail  to  ob- 
tain an  elevated  post  in  the  realms  of 
Paradise ! — ^for  it  is  interesting  to  ob- 
serve the  complacency  with  which  all 
Turks  look  forward  to  meeting  their 
dogs  and  horses  in  those  celestial  re- 

fions,  from  which  that  portion  of  the 
rute  creation  who  were  their  wives  is 
so  totally  excluded.  Greatly,  there- 
fore, were  the  villagers  of  Vervena  in- 
debted to  the  Aga's  horse ;  but  had 
they  been  deprived  of  the  protection 
he  so  unconsciously  afforded  them, 
they  would,  in  all  probability,  calmly 
have  resigned  themselves  to  any  amount 
of  tyranny,  for  they  were  of  that  hum- 
ble grade  in  the  scale  of  humanity,  in 
whom  submission  to  oppression  is  an 
instinct.  Their  security  against  annoy- 
ance from  without  was,  as  we  have  said, 
principally  owing  to  the  great  moun^ 
tains  whicn  encircled  them  on  all  sides, 
not  only  because  the  sleek,  unwieldy 
Turks  had  an  unconquerable  antipathy 
to  the  rough-riding  of  these  trackless 
hills,  but  also  because  their  ravines 
and  recesses  had  been,  since  the  days 
of  Hercules  himself,  who  is  said  to 
have  had  a  great  partiality  to  the 
neighbourhood,  absolutely  infested  by 
hordes  of  brigands,  who,  carrying  on 
the  trade  from  father  to  son,  had  made 
themselves  extremely  formidable.  Thus 
then  Vervena,  so  called  from  the  great 
bushes  of  aromatic  verbena  which  grew 
all  round  it,  giving  it  a  scented  atmos- 
phere peculiar  to  itself,  might  well,  at 
this  period,  be  termed  one  of  the  fa- 
voured places  of  the  earth.  True,  the 
oppressor's  rod  of  iron  was  held  ever 
suspended  over  its'  inhabitants,  and 
any  day  or  any  hour  might  fall  to 
crush  or  torture  them ;  but  none  need 
wonder  that  so  dire  a  certainty  should 
never  have  disturbed  the  happy  tenour 
of  their  lives,  who  have  ever  looked 
out  into  this  strange,  giddy,  reckless 
world,  and  seen  how  merrily  every- 
where, men  dance  to  their  graves,  with 
their  coffins  by  their  sides,  and  wan- 
ton and  frolic  on  the  brink  of  a  pre- 
cipice, and  that  precipice  —  eterni- 
ty !  These  were  the  children  of  na- 
ture, and  she  was  not  le^  boun- 
tiful to  them,  that  a  stranger  and 
a  tyrant  had  arrogated  to  himself 
that  whole  bright  land  where  most 
she  seems  to  revel  in  her  own  ex- 
haustless  beauty  1  The  silver  cres- 
cent of  the  fair  young  moon  shone 
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not  the  less  brightly  in  their  deep 
blue  skies,  that,  as  the  symbol  of  theur 
slavery,  it  floated  on  the  banner  of  the 
Turkish  tower,  and  from  those  skies, 
unclouded  ever,  no  blighting  rains 
but  freshest  dews  came  stealing  down, 
causing  the  purple  grapes  to  ripen  on 
their  trellised  vmes,  and  the  golden 
seed  to  swell  on  the  stalks  of  Indian 
com.  The  seasons,  each  so  beautiful 
in  that  delightful  clime,  failed  not  to 
bring  the  regular  supply  of  all  their 
daily  wants,  as  well  as  the  necessity 
for  constant  labour,  that  ballast  to  the 
human  mind  which  it  re<juires  in 
some  one  shape  or  other,  in  every 
rank  of  life.  For  the  living  spark 
within  their  breasts,  that  craved  a 
something  more  than  the  mere  gratifi- 
cation of  material  wants,  they  had  the 
great  mysterious  promises  of  the 
**  Evan^elia,"  whose  pages  truly  their 
papas  alone  could  read,  but  which, 
night  and  morning,  they  kissed  with 
reverential  awe,  and  trusted  implicitly 
with  a  hope  as  undefined  as  it  was 
firm ;  and  for  their  earthly  happiness, 
what  asked  thejr  more  than  the  com- 
mon, never-dymg  affections  of  our 
mortal  nature,  which  generations  per- 
petuate  unchanged,  of  which  the  in- 
exhaustible life  is  fed  in  the  very 
graves  themselves,  and  renewed  in 
every  individual  heart,  whose  first 
throb  in  infancy  was  the  echo  to  a 
mother's  voice.  The  viUt^ers  of  Ver- 
vena  married,  and  were  given  in 
njarriage,  as  the  commencement  of 
this  record  proves,  and  children  were 
born  to  them,  who  soon  wove  round 
them  gentle  bonds,  that  caused  them 
scarce  to  feel  the  heavy  chains  of  ser- 
vitude ;  and,  above  all,  they  possessed 
at  least  as  much  of  man's  primeval  in- 
nocence as  may  be  retained,  in  the 
mere  ignorance  of  all  those  licensed 
crimes,  and  privileged  evils,  that  now 
walk  unblushing  over  thb  earth,  hand 
and  hand  with  civilization. 

Old  Pepina  hurried  down  the  lane 
with  the  tortoise-like  gait  so  charac- 
teristic of  the  women  of  the  East, 
although  she  was  now  in  that  state  of 
peculiar  excitement  into  which  old 
ladies  of  all  countries  are  wont  to  fall, 
when  craving  for  gossip  they  perceive 
a  repast  of  suitable  materials  prepar- 
ing for  them.  Independent  of  the 
sacerdotal  blessing,  which  she  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining  as  the  good  old 
priest  alighted  from  his  ass,   at  the 


church-door,  she  was  firmly  oonvineed 
that  it  was  at  vespers  that  evening 
that  the  betrothed  couple  were  first  to 
obtain  a  glimpse  of  ,each  other,  and 
she  would  not  have  missed  such  a  scene 
for  the  world. 

The  bell  had  ceased,  and  the  vil- 
lagers were  thronging  to  the  church  ; 
the  men  laid  aside  their  pipes,  and 
doffed,  for  a  single  moment,  on  enter- 
ing  the  sanctuary,  the  red  caps,  which 
at  no  other  time  were  absent  from 
their  heads ;  the  women  gathered 
round  them  the  heavy  folds  of  the 
light-coloured  mantle,  which,  in  addi- 
tion to  the  long  veil,  renders  the  Al- 
banian costume  so  strikingly  classical ; 
and  the  little  children,  witn  their  im- 
mense black  eyes,  who,  during  the 
hot  season  discard  all  superfluous  gar- 
ments, came  tumbling  aiter  them,  in- 
defatigably  making  the  sign  of  the 
cross  with  their  tiny  hands  upon  their 
sunburnt  foreheads. 

The  churches  in  Greece  are  inva- 
riably of  the  Byzantine  architecture, 
which  approaches  to  the  Moresque, 
and  is  more  fantastic  than  graceful ; 
yet  there  was  something  singularly 
pleasing  in  this  little  old  chapel,  dark- 
ened by  the  great  olive  trees  which 
encircled  it,  with  its  low  nave,  its 
painted  windows,  rounded  like  the  old 
Norman,  and  its  fierce  saints,  staring 
down  from  the  walls — ^most  unearthly 
looking,  certainly,  inasmuch  as  they 
were  drawn  out  of  all  human  propor- 
tion! It  was  divided,  according  to 
custom,  into  three  parts — one  for  the 
men,  and  another  for  the  women,  and, 
at  the  upper  end,  a  portion,  concealed 
by  a  low  partition,  was  held  sacred  by 
the  presence  of  the  consecrated  ele- 
ments, and  entered  by  the  priest 
alone. 

This  good  old  Papas,  whose  long 
silver  beard,  and  bemgn  expression  of 
countenance  rendered  his  appearance 
at  all  times  no  ways  derogatory  to  his 
sacred  office,  had  passed  a  mantle  of 
coloured  brocade,  on  which  the  cross 
was  richly  emblazoned,  over  the  hum- 
ble costume  which  he  daily  wore  as  a 
common  labourer,  and  now  stood 
chaunting,  in  a  nasal,  monotonous 
tone,  the  psalms  for  the  day.  He 
held  the  book  in  his  hands,  but  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  he  was  reoitiuff 
them  off  by  heart,  for,  although  aU 
priests  of  the  Greek  church  acauire 
ostensibly  the  diflleuh  art  of  reaoing. 
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they  someliow,  for  the  most  part,  seem 
to  find  it  more  convenient  to  commit 
to  memory  the  various  services  they 
have  to  use  than  to  attempt  to  decipher 
them.  His  next  task,  of  perfuming 
with  incense  every  individual  in  the 
diurch,  was  much  easier,  and  was  ela- 
horately  performed,  and  nothing  could 
exceed  the  devotion  of  the  villagers 
at  this  part  of  the  ceremony,  notwith- 
standing the  temptation  to  wandering 
thoughts  which  tney  could  not  fail  to 
find  m  the  presence  of  the  betrothed, 
still  imknown  to  each  oUier  in  their 
mpmte  compartments. 

When  the  service  was  over,  the 
wordiippers  severally  went  round  the 
church,  deliberately  kissing  the  feet 
and  hands  of  eaeh  pictured  saint,  old 
Pepina,  who  was  particularly  devout, 
never  idling  to  lavish  as  many  of  these 
tokens  of  respect  on  the  dragon  himself, 
as  on  the  terrific  St.  George,  who 
was  driving  a  whole  tree  down  his 
throat.  The  Greeks  have  a  horror  of 
image- worship,  but  pay  their  homage 
very  freely  to  pictures. 

This  last  ceremony  concluded,  the 
TiUaffers  gladly  esc^)ed  from  the  hot  at- 
mo^ere  of  the  church,  heavy  with  the 
strong  incense,  to  breathe  the  soft  firesh 
air  01  the  evening  hour — that  one  hour 
of  relaxation  and  repose,  whose  anti- 
cq>ated  joys  make  light  the  labour  of 
the  long  toilsome  day.  They  had  ga- 
tiiered  round  the  little  quaint  old 
fountain,  whose  construction,  as  well 
the  peculiarities  of  its  sculpture,  proved 
it  to  be  of  very  great  antiquity.  It  is 
this  which  makes  a  residence  in  Greece, 
which  waa  the  burial  place  of  the  dead 
eenturiea,  so  totally  different  irom 
existence  anywhere  else.  Go  where 
yon  will,  over  the  wildest  mountains, 
or  the  most  deserted  vales,  some  vivid, 
palpable  relic  of  the  past  is  sure  to 
itart  up  before  you ;  and  that  not  a 
modem  past,  such  as  draws,  in  our  own 
eountry,  its  atmosphere  around  us,  but 
one  that  carries  you  back,  perhaps, 
tiurioe  a  thousand  years,  and  makes 
your  own  world,  with  all  its  hopes 
and  fears,  to  you  of  such  deep  import, 
thrink  into  shadowy  insignificance.  It 
is  startling,  when  walking  on  a  fine 
flommer  morning  through  a  lonely 
ibrest,  with  nothing  round  you  but 
the  fraeile  flowers  breathing  away  their 
little  hves  in  fragrance,  if  wearied  and 
Seated  yoo  stoop  to  bathe  your  hands 
ift  the  cool  streaia  that  is  rufihiiig  by 


you — it  is  startling,  I  say,  to  lift  your 
eyes  on  the  time-worn  block  of  marble 
standing  before  you  on  the  brink,  and 
learn,  by  the  solenm  inscription  which 
it  bears,  that  this  rivulet  is  the  exclu- 
sive property  of  the  goddess  Diana, 
and  that  incalculable  evils  will  befal 
the  luckless  mortal  who  has  disturbed 
its  crystal  waters.  Or  if,  in  the  still 
hour  of  sunset,  you  are  riding  over 
some  ^uiet  plain,  your  soul  busy  with 
its  vain  dreams,  its  great  universe  of 
joys  and  sorrows  —  weeping  fretful 
tears  for  its  regretted  yesterday,  and 
building  up  a  gorgeous  fabric  on  its 
hope-brightened  morrow  —  suddenly 
your  horse's  feet  ring  hollow  on  a  sculp- 
tured  stone,  and  looking  down  you 
perceive  a  group  exquisitely  carved  in 
marble — where  the  attitude  of  the 
principal  figure,  standing  with  the 
head  covered,  and  the  hand  mercifully 
veiling  the  eyes  of  deadly  brightness, 
proves  to  you,  at  once,  tnat  it  repre- 
sents a  god,  and  that  you  are  couip 
posedly  riding  over  a  portion  of  the 
altar  dedicate  to  PaUas  or  to  Jove. 
What  is  most  strange  in  being  thus 
ever  surrounded  wiui  the  very  spirit 
of  those  departed  days,  that  is  con- 
tinually dragging  you  against  the  cur- 
rent up  the  stream  of  time,  is  the  gra- 
dual change  that  takes  place  in  your 
own  mind,  till  unconsciously  you  no 
longer  regard  these  monuments  as  the 
lingering  remnants  of  things  that  were 
and  are  not ;  but  rather,  by  the  strong 
power  of  association,  you  seem  at 
length  to  dwell  yourself  in  these  old, 
old  times,  and  you  feel  as  though  you 
ever  were  walking  about  among  the 
ancients,  like  a  lonely  humble  pilgrim 
from  another  land.  I  question  whe- 
ther any  one,  after  six  months'  resi- 
dence in  Greece,  woidd  be  in  the  least 
surprised  to  meet  a  faun  in  a  myrtle 
bower  some  morning,  or  suddenly  to 
see  the  fantastic  face  of  a  satyr,  grin- 
ning from  amongst  the  bushes ;  at 
least  I  honestly  plead  guilty  to  having 
gone  deliberately,  one  fine  moonlight 
night,  to  the  Grotto  of  Pan  on  the 
Acropolis,  purposely  to  hear  the  wild 
music  of  that  god's  long-celebrated 
pipe,  which  I  was  assured  might  al- 
ways be  heard  when  the  moon  shone 
bright. 

No  satyr  ever  grinned  so  merrily  as 
did  old  repina,  when,  tearing  out  of 
the  church  in  such  haste  uiat  she 
nearly  left  her  yellow  shoes  bdiind  her. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


22 


Life  in  the  Mountaim  of  Arcadia. 


[July. 


she  perceived  that  she  was  still  in 
time  to  witness  the  first  interview  of 
the  pretty  Mainote  and  her  future 
husband,  which  was  now  about  to 
take  place.  The  young  Xanthi  stood, 
with  her  mother  at  her  side,  amongst  a 
croup  of  other  women,  Ax>m  whom 
me  was  easily  distinguished  by  her 
aupmor  height — the  peculiar  charac- 
teristic of  the  people  of  Maina.  No- 
thing can  be  more  striking  than  the 
marked  distinctions,  both  moral  and 
physical,  which  exist  between  the 
various  races  of  the  dif^rent  provin- 
ees;  not  oidy  are  they  totally  dissi- 
milar in  appearance  and  character, 
but,  in  several  instances,  they  are 
voluntarily  separated  by  a  hereditary 
animosity,  whose  origin  is  lost  in  the 
darkness  of  antiquity.  And  here 
i^ain  we  often  come  m  contact  with 
aB  that  is  most  dream-like  in  classical 
reminiscences,  for  it  is  said  that  the 
ttnci^it  hostility  of  the  Ionic  and 
Doric  races  may  be  distinctly  traced 
in  that  which  now  causes  mcessant 
fftuds  between  the  Moreote  and  the 
Reoumeliote.  Maina  is  the  wildest  and 
most  mountainous  district  of  Greece, 
and,  as  is  generally  the  case,  the 
character  of  uie  natives  is  quite  anala- 
gous  to  that  of  the  scenerv.  They 
are  a  bold,  warlike,  fearless  race, 
handsome  in  person,  and  contrasting 
greatly  in  stature  and  strength  of 
limb  with  the  diminutive  Albanians. 
There  is  much,  of  course,  in  theb 
manners  and  customs,  peculiar  to  them- 
mlves,  but  one  of  the  most  prominent 
features  of  their  national  character  is 
the  singular  respect  and  deference 
with  wCich  they  treat  their  women, 
which  was  probably  the  reason  why 
Xanthi's  wary  mother  had  insisted  on 
finding  her  a  husband  amongst  her 
own  countrymen,  as  in  other  parts  of 
Greece  t^e  Turkish  principles  and 
practice,  in  this  respect,  has  been 
a,  lesson  somewhat  too  easily  im- 
bibed. 

And  now  Maroula,  all  glowing  with 
joy  and  pride,  takes  her  handsome 
daughter  by  1^  hand,  and  leading 
her  forward  towards  Spiro,  bids  her 
look  on  the  man  who  is  so  soon  to  be 
her  master.  The  young  girl  stood 
before  him,  her  breast  heaving  vio- 
Imtiy  beneath  the  folds  of  her  long 
.  yeUow  veil,  and  her  great  black  eyes, 
caAt  down  with  a  very  prettilv-assumed 
shy&QOQ,  -vrhioh  waa  not  at  all  in  accor- 


dance with  the  open,  candid  gaze  most 
natural  to  them. 

Xanthi  was  an  admirable  specimett 
of  the  Mainote  race,  with  her  firank^ 
sunny  countenance  and  ready  smile* 
the  very  transcript  of  the  warm,  lori^ 
heart  within ;  and  there  was  a  certain 
gay  carelessness  in  her  expression, 
which  seemed  to  denote  that  she  amply 
possessed  the  undaunted  boldness, 
which  is  the  prevailing  characteristic 
of  her  people ;  not  that  there  was  any^ 
thing  in  the  slightest  degree  masculine 
in  her  appearance,  but  it  was  evident 
that  she  had  as  much  of  physical 
courage  as  a  woman  may  ever  possess, 
without  belieing  the  nature  which  has 
gifted  her  with  an  instinctive  timidity, 
as  her  surest  safeguard,  inasmuch  as 
it  gives  her  an  undoubted  claim  to  the 
protection  of  the  strong.  But  with 
all  her  bravery,  the  cheek  of  the  open- 
hearted  little  Mainote  grew  very  pale, 
as  she  at  last  stole  a  side-long  glance 
from  beneath  her  dark  eye-lashes  on 
her  imknown  betrothed. 

It  is  no  light  matter  for  one  human 
being  to  be  so  utterly  in  the  power  of 
another,  as  the  young  Greek  wife  la 
in  that  of  her  husband,  as  far,  at  least, 
as  her  earthly  happiness  is  concerned. 
For  it  is  hot  the  mere  vision  of  a  dis- 
torted fancy  which  perceives,  in  the 
sharers  of  a  common  humanity,  a  sin- 
gular tendency  to  rend  from  others 
the  very  joys  their  own  hearts  crave  ; 
and  in  this  instance  there  was  an 
additional  insecurity,  since  it  must  bo 
owned,  that  an  inherent  ^otism  is  one 
of  the  distinctive  peculiarities  of  the 
Greeks,  at  least  of  the  men,  for  the 
women  have  an  ample  preservative 
from  every  self-centering  principle  in 
their  maternal  love,  to  which  all- 
absorbing  afiection  they  sacrifice  every 
other. 

But  as  Xanthi  looked  up,  a  smile 
which  she  could  not  repress,  thongb 
she  was  doing  her  best  to  look  very 
demure,  stole  over  her  young  face  lilce 
a  sunbeam,  so  thoroughly  satisfactory 
was  her  examination.  Not  only  was 
Spiro  as  tall  and  handscnne  ad  ever  in 
her  brightest  dreams  she  had  beheld 
her  husband,  but  there  vras  that  in  his 
honest,  frank,  and  smiling  face,  wludi 
might  have  induced  one  far  more  sua- 
pcious  and  fearful  than  herself,  to 
trust  her  fate  into  his  hands  without  a 
struggle.  Moreover,  the  keen,  dark 
eyes  of  Spiro  were  fixed  on  her  vrith 
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an  ex|>re9sion  of  the  most  nneanivocal 
complacency,  and  when  Maroula,  with 
msep  majesty,  presented  him  her  hand 
to  kiss,  at  the  same  time  permitting 
her  daoffhter  to  grant  him  a  similar 
fim>iir,  he  performed  the  ceremony 
widi  a  d^i^ee  of  celerity,  which  en« 
tirely  vanished  when  he  approached 
Xanthi. 

The  neighbours  having,  with  the  most 
daborateiy-expressed  good  wishes,  ba- 
nished from  the  smiling  future  of  the 
Toung  couple  that  terrible  and  name- 
Jess  '•  evil  hour  "  which  seems  to  be  ever 
hanging  over  the  people  of  the  East, 
MaronU  carried  off  her  daughter,  to  re- 
Rudn  in  strict  retirement  tnl  the  wed- 
ding-day, and,  doubtless,  to  commence 
airendy  the  tressing  and  arran^^ing  of 
her  long  Hack  hair.  Pepina  followed, 
finr  she  was  not  the  woman  to  lose  the 
smallest  detail  of  such  interesting  pro- 
ceedings; and,  as  she  clattered  after 
ihem,  she  solaced  herself  with  a  series 
of  nods  and  winks,  addressed  to  some 
imaginary  confidant,  which  clearly  in- 
timated that  she  had  discovered  some- 
thing remarkable — and  so  she  had ;  for 
the  quick-sighted  old  woman  had  read- 
ily perceives  that,  although  the  e^es 
of  Spiro  testified  the  warmest  admira- 
tion as  he  gazed  on  his  young  betrothed, 
there  was  not  the  slightest  symptom  of 
anxiety  or  astonishment  in  his  looks. 


and  from  these  indications  t^e  drew 
the  very  just  conclusion  that  he  had 
somehow  obtained  a  sly  glimpse  of  his 
pretty  bride  before.  The  fact  was,  Spiro, 
though  a  fine  open-hearted  youn^  man, 
was  nevertheless  a  Greek ;  and  he  had 
been  so  much  staggered  by  the  terrible 
depredations  which  had  been  commit- 
tea  on  the  famous  bee-hives  on  which 
the  prospects  of  the  poor  little  ^irl  so 
mucn  depended,  that  he  thought  it  pru- 
dent, at  least,  to  verify  ibr  himself  her 
claims  to  beauty,  so  eloquently  set 
forth  by  her  mother.  To  tms  end,  he 
surreptitiously  introduced  himself  into 
the  garden  surrounding  Maroula's 
house,  and,  lookinj^  in  at  iJie  window, 
contemplated  at  his  leisure  the  charm- 
ing little  bride,  as  she  sat,  cL  la  Turque, 
on  the  floor,  occupied  in  cleaning  out 
the  sesama  and  other  grains  with  whidi 
she  baked  such  excellent  cakes,  fmd 
singing,  with  her  clear  younff  voice, 
a  merry  song,  touching  a  palikar  of 
great  renown,  which  Spiro  at  once 
composedl]^  attributed  to  himself ;  and 
certain  it  is,  that  from  that  hour  he 
would  still  have  pertinaciously  insisted 
on  marrying  her,  even  though  the  un- 
happy bees  themselves  had  every  one 
been  laid  low  by  the  strange  epidemic 
— supposed  to  be  a  kind  of  Asiatic  cho- 
leras—which occasionally  attacks  thb 
industrious  race  in  Greece. 
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In  their  own  bright  land,  this  happy 
peasant-couple  had  little  cause  to  fear 
that  their  weddin^.day  would  be  de- 
void of  the  sunshine  which  the  least 
superstitious  amon^  us  is  fain  to  see  on 
such  occasions,  and  to  them  it  was  a 
matter  of  the  first  importance,  as  a  sin- 

fle  shower  of  ominous  rain  would  have 
enoted,  beyond  a  doubt,  that  the  un- 
fortunate bride  was  to  weep  incessantly 
throughout  the  coming  year.  But  the 
sky  was  radiant  as  Xanthi's  own  cloud- 
less eyes,  where  scarce  the  passing 
dimness  of  a  child's  light  grief  had  been 
to  her  ihe  earnest  of  her  portion  in  the 
common  lot  of  all  humanity,  in  that 
sorrow  which  visibly  we  see  tere  in  a 
tiionBand  torturing  shapes,  but  which, 
in  truth — noiseless,  silent,  like  a  dark 
diadow — ^pursues  man  ever  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave,  unknown,  often 
tmseen>  but  always  at  his  side  even  in 
his  br^htest  hovks ;  ready,  when  the 


allurements  of  a  seductive  world  have 
cast  their  trammels  round  the  soul, 
prepared  for  higher  destinies—when 
the  sweet  voices  of  earth  have  deadened 
his  ears  to  the  eternal  call  that  echoes 
from  above,  and  present  joys  have 
made  his  grasp  relax  on  future  hopes-- 
ready  then  is  this  earthly  sorrow  to  lay 
at  once  its  cold  hand  on  his  wilful  eyes, 
and  straightway  the  gushing  tears  now 
forth,  through  whose  most  bitter  dew 
the  earth  looks  dark  and  drear,  and 
heaven  alone  is  bright ! — and,  over  the 
grave  of  the  belovSl  dead,  by  the  side 
of  the  estranged  friend,  in  presence  of 
the  virtue  sullied  or  the  cold  hypocrisy 
revealed,  the  mortal,  unlearned  in  the 
mystery  of  love,  beholds  the  visible 
form  01  the  dark- winged  monitor  that 
is  hovering  round  him,  but  little  deatts 
that  stem  guide  a  messenger  of  mercy, 
till  on  his  own  death-bed,  when  made- 
ready  by  suffering,  he  pr^^aros  to 
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spurn  the  earth  beneath  his  feet>  the 
sombre  guide  assumes  an  angel's  ra- 
diance, and  now,  first  smiling  on  the 
child  of  misery,  forUi  leads  hmi  to  the 
realms  of  purity  1  But  rather  might 
even  the  aged  have  forgotten  they 
must  die»  when  looking  on  the  face  of 
70ung  Xanthi — ^it  was  so  full  of  life, 
and  hope,  and  joy,  as,  on  their  wed- 
ding-day, she  saw  the  morning  break 
in  such  sympathetic  brightness.  True, 
she  received  a  passing  pang  when  old 
Pepina,  who  dearly  loved  a  ffood  ca- 
lamity, came  rushing  to  the  house  to 
announce,  with  all  the  zest  with  which 
people  of  a  certain  temperament  hail 
the  indications  of  an  approaching  dis- 
aster, that  a  cloud  of  locusts  was  to  be 
seen  flying  in  the  direction  of  the  vil- 
lage, darkening  the  sun  as  they  ad- 
vanced— a  heavy  visitation  with  which, 
from  time  to  time,  the  various  parts  of 
the  country  are  afflicted,  to  the  utter 
destruction  of  every  green  thin?  wher- 
ever the  devouring  mass  may  nappen 
to  alight.  Happuy  this  was  a  false 
alarm,  for  Pepina's  eyes  were  slightly 
dim,  and  what  she  had  seen  was  no 
other  than  the  cloud  of  dust  raised  by 
the  rebellious  feet  of  the  troop  of  asses 
who  were  to  play  a  prominent  part  in 
the  ceremonies  of  the  day,  as  they 
were  to  convey  the  bride  and  her 
trousseau  to  the  house  of  her  husband. 
The  solemnities  of  the  wedding 
opened  with  the  attiring  of  the  bride 
and  bridcCTOom,  which  was  not  com- 
menced tm  all  the  party  were  assem- 
bled to  witness  it.  Maroula's  house, 
like  all  others  in  the  villaj;e,  consisted 
of  a  sinsle  room,  divided  mto  two  por- 
tions,  the  one  raised  above  the  other 
by  a  flight  of  wooden  steps.  In  the 
upper  part  was  Xanthi,  seated  on  the 
floor,  surrounded  by  all  the  women  of 
the  village.  The  task  which  she  had 
to  perform  throughout  the  whole  day, 
according  to  the  inviolate  custom,  was 
certainly  no  easy  one ;  for  it  was  consi- 
dered absolutely  necessary,  from  the 
time  she  became  a  "  nymphi,"  or  bride, 
that  she  should  literally  enact  the  part 
of  a  statue,  and  allow  herself  to  be 
dressed,  married,  kissed,  and  congra- 
tulated, without  so  much  as  lifting  her 
eyes  from  the  ground,  or  moving  a  mus- 
cle of  her  countenance.  Two  women 
were  appointed  to  hold  her  by  the  arms, 
and  lead  her  about  as  occasion  required, 
whilst  another  held  the  comer  of  her 
veil,  and  stood  ready  to  put  her  hair 


out  of  her  eyes,  or  perform  any  other 
little  offices  which  such  an  utter  renun- 
ciation of  personal  independence  might 
render  necessary.  The  lively  little 
Mainote  had  already  entered  on  this 
arduous  duty,  and  really  seemed,  with 
her  classical  dress,  ana  cheek  some- 
what more  pale  than  usual,  to  have 
been  transformed  into  some  beautiful 
piece  of  sculpture.  But  for  the  intense 
beating  of  her  little  fluttering  heart, 
which  made  her  breast  heave  so  ra- 
pidly, she  would  have  appeared  in  an 
enchanted  sleep,  for  the  long  lashes 
completely  veiled  her  ^^^  ^  rigidly 
cast  down.  Perfectly  motionless  she 
sat,  while  all  the  old  women — talking, 
laughing,  screaming,  and  quarrelling-— 
crowded  round  her,  arranging  and  re- 
arranging the  minutest  detaib  of  her 
dress.  Every  single  lock  of  her  dark 
hair,  carefully  separated,  was  spread 
out  on  her  shoulders,  and,  interFOven 
with  silken  threads  of  a  similar  length, 
fell  down  past  her  knees;  her  fore- 
head was  bound  with  a  string  of  silver 
coins — one  of  the  heredita^  posses- 
sions of  the  family — and  when  her  little 
stockingless  feet  had  been  thrust  into 
embroidered  slippers,  much  resembling 
the  sandal  of  old,  the  finishing  touch 
to  her  toilette  was  given  by  the  mother 
herself,  who  made  ner  eyes  seem  pre- 
posterously large,  by  drawing  a  buick 
line  from  beneath  the  eyehd  to  the 
temple — an  operation  to  which  the 
poor  little  **  nymphi  "  submitted  with- 
out winking,  as  sne  did  to  every  thing 
else. 

Meanwhile,  the  toilette  of  the  bride- 
groom was  proceeding  with  equal  so- 
&mnity  in  his  own  house.  He  sat  in 
the  midst  of  a  drde  of  men,  all  as 
gravely  silent  as  the  women  were  noisy 
and  talkative ;  whilst  the  viUage  bar- 
ber, with  a  wreath  of  myrtlfe  round  his 
head,  was  shaving  him,  to  the  sound  of 
exhilirating  music,  produced  by  two 
of  the  company  on  their  jingling  man- 
dolins, who  carefully  kept  time  to  the 
movements  of  the  operator.  This  har- 
monious acccunpaniment  was,  however, 
not  only  considered  indispensable  to 
the  several  stages  of  his  toilette,  but 
was  destined  to  be  kept  up  unceasingly 
throughout  the  whole  day,  the  per- 
formers relieving  each  other  at  inter- 
vals. The  peasants,  all  seated  on  the 
floor,  and  smoking,  of  course,  looked 
on  at  these  proceedings  with  the  ut- 
most solemnity.    At  last,  the  merry 
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little  barber,  harii^  replaced  the  red 
oap,  with  much  art,  in  the  most  taste- 
ful maimer  on  the  bridegroom*8  head, 
retired  a  few  paces  to  contemplate  him 
with  great  complacency,  and  protested 
ha  was  now  nt  to  marry  an  aga's 
daughter  at  the  very  least.  Spiro 
himself,  sprin^ng  from  the  ground, 
adjusted  his  cnmson  jacket,  tightened 
a  Uttle  more  the  silk  scarf  that  had 
already  been  arranged  so  as  to  give 
him  a  painfully  smaO  waist,  and  Uien 
prepared  to  sally  forth  with  the  strut 
so  eloquent  of  self-approbation,  which 
is  peculiar  to  the  Greeks. 

Two  of  his  friends  instantly  seized 
him  by  the  arms,  whose  duty  it  was 
to  lead  him  about  like  the  similar  at- 
tendants of  the  bride,  an  arrangement 
which  gives  an  app)earance  of  compul- 
sion to  the  movements  of  both  parties 
that  is  amusing  enough,  and  thus,  sing- 
ing apd  dancing  alon^,  preceded  by 
the  musicians,  who  stoically  produced 
the  most  horrible  and  umnterrupted 
discord,  the  merry  party  arrived  at 
the  house  of  the  bride.  The  Papas 
was  already  there,  and  as  all  the  old 
w(Mnen  had  for  the  last  hour  been  kiss- 
ing his  hands  without  intermission,  he 
was  abundantly  willing  to  proceed  to 
the  ceremony  without  farther  delay. 
He  took  his  place  at  the  table,  on 
which  were  laid  the  various  articles 
requisite  for  the  solemnity  j  the  most 
conspicuous  of  these  were  the  gilt 
crowns,  destined  for  the  bride  and 
bridegroom,  which  is  the  lingering 
remnant  of  a  singularly  ancient  cus- 
tom. They  are  decorated  with  wreathes 
of  flowers,  and  it  is  one  of  these  touch- 
ing observances  which  shed  such  poe- 
try round  the  every-day  life  of  eastern 
nations,  carefully  to  preservethe  young 
maiden's  crown,  and  never  again  to 
place  it  on'  her  head  till,  cold  and  stiff, 
she  is  carried  out  to  make  her  couch 
in  the  deep,  dark  grave.  She  wears 
it  now,  in  the  morning  of  existence, 
full  of  hope  for  all  the  joys  that,  as  a 
wi£s  and  mother,  she  yet  may  know  ; 
and  when  the  long  struggle  of  life, 
with  its  cares  and  its  weariness,  is 
over,  they  replace  again  upon  her 
head  the  emblem  of  all  that  earth  mav 
have  of  happiness,  and  send  her  with 
it  to  her  finu  rest.  It  is  most  striking 
to  see  the  withered,  shrunken  corpse 
of  some  aged  woman,  adorned  with  the 
bridal  erown,  ffoing  forth  to  seek  once 
mare  ia  the  cuut  the  hnsluuid  of  her 


youth,  the  memory  of  whose  buried 
love  has  been,  perhaps,  her  solace 
through  long-widowed  years.  The 
young  couple  were  now  placed  side 
by  side  before  the  table  ;  each  had  a 
lighted  taper  put  into  their  hands,  and 
their  supporters  held  the  crowns  over 
their  heads  whilst  the  priest  began  to 
read  the  prayers,  many  of  which  are 
the  counterpart  of  those  used  in  the 
ritual  of  the  Church  of  England; 
these  concluded,  he  joined  their  hands, 
and  proceeded  to  the  more  active  part 
of  the  ceremony.  First,  having  blest 
the  ring  (not  a  plain  gold  circlet,  but 
generafly  some  tremendous  ruby  or 
torquoise),  he  made  with  it  the  sign 
of  the  cross  on  their  foreheads  and 
breasts,  and  then  placed  it  oh  the 
hand  of  the  bride.  The  married  pair 
now  partook  of  the  sacrament ;  and 
here,  where  the  religious  part  of  the 
ceremony  is  concluded,  it  may  be  al- 
lowable to  find  the  remainder  some- 
what ludicrous.  The  priest  appeared 
suddenly  to  be  seized  with  a  fit  of 
spontaneous  hilarity — changing  his 
tone  from  the  nasal  chant,  which  he 
had  been  murmuring  in  a  low  mono- 
tonous manner,  he  aU  at  once  pitched 
his  voice  in  a  high  falsetto  key,  and 
commenced  singing  in  the  merriest 
manner  imaginable  ;  then  seizing  the 
bride  by  one  of  her  hands,  whilst  she 
held  the  bridegroom  with  the  other, 
he  began  to  dance  round  the  table  in 
the  most  comical  style,  accompanied 
by  the  whole  assembly,  for  they  in- 
stantly grasped  each  other  by  the  hand, 
and  followed  him  in  a  long  string,  old 
Pepina  bringing  up  the  rear,  clinging 
on  to  a  great  p^ikar,  and  hobbling  at 
a  sort  ofjig  step  after  him.  This  sin- 
gular procession  danced  three  times 
round  the  table,  afler  which  the  cere- 
mony was  considered  complete.  The 
couple  were  pronounced  man  and  wife, 
and  the  little  silent  bride,  statuelike 
and  immoveable  as  ever,  after  all  due 
congratulations,  was  lifted  up  and  car- 
ried out  in  the  arms  of  her  husband 
himself,  to  be  conveyed  to  his  house 
as  a  part  of  his  own  property.  The 
rest  of  his  worldly  goods,  consisting  of 
Xanthi's  trousseau,  and  the  household 
furniture  presented  to  them  by  Ma- 
roula,  were  piled  upon  the  backs  of 
some  ten  or  twelve  asses ;  and  when 
Xanthi  had  been  carefully  placed  on 
the  foremost,  perched  on  tne  top  of  all 
tiie  cushions  and  oarpetsj  the  whole 
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proeeasion  set  out  most  gaily^  Spiro 
nuurching  in  front  with  his  companicHis^ 
singing  at  the  top  of  his  Toice,  and  the 
whole  population  of  the  village  follow- 
ing in  the  greatest  glee.  Having  ar- 
rived at  the  house,  and  deposited  his 
wife  (the  sound  of  whose  voice  he  had 
not  yet  heard)  within  the  room,  all 
decorated  with  myrtles  and  f  owers, 
the  bridegroom  proceeded  to  spend  the 
rest  of  the  day  in  a  somewhat  ungallant 
manner,  for,  having  carefully  diut  in 
his  bride,  with  all  the  other  women, 
into  his  house,  he  composedly  joined 
hands  with  some  dozen  of  ms  com- 
panions, and  began  to  dance  the  Ro~ 
maica  before  the  door,  to  the  sound  of 


the  unceasing  music.  This  character- 
istic  dance,  nom  which  the  women  are 
excluded,  is  led  by  the  foremost  of  the 
party,  who  gracefully  manoeuvres  a 
long  silk  scarf  which  he  holds  over  hia 
head,  and  so  hand  in  hand,  with  a  pe-» 
culiar  hop,  they  go  slowly  round  in  a 
ring  for  hours  together,  only  diversi- 
fying their  proceedings  by  occasionally 
leaping  high  into  the  air,  and  sinking 
down  again,  so  that  the  full  wide  petti- 
coat swings  out  in  a  circle  round  them. 
In  this  delectable  amusement  the  Mai- 
note  bridegroom  spent  his  wedding- 
day  ;  but  he  was  destined  to  receive  a 
most  unexpected  interruption. 


CHAPTER  m. — IPSILANTIS  DREAM. 


It  was  towards  evening,  when  sudden- 
ly a  sound,  as  unwonted  as  it  was 
startling,  broke  in  on  the  habitual 
quiet  of  the  rural  village.  The  loud 
tramp  of  a  body  of  horse  was  heard  in 
the  olive  grove,  and  soon,  to  the  asto- 
nishment and  terror  of  the  peasants, 
a  vast  troop  of  armed  men  came  thun- 
dering through  the  street,  and  gather- 
ed in  great  numbers  round  the  foun- 
tain. Their  fear  was,  however,  changed 
into  exultation ;  first,  when  they  per- 
ceived that  these  were  no  other  than 
their  own  countrymen,  boldly  setting 
at  defiance  the  tyrannical  law  of  the 
Turks,  which  forbade  them  to  wear 
arms ;  and  then,  as  they  recognized  in 
the  leader,  whose  countenance  wa9 
turned  snuling  towards  them,  the 
brave  and  warlike  prince,  at  that  time 
known  throughout  the  whole  country 
by  the  title  of  the  Deliverer  of  Greece; 
and  the  name  of  Ipsilanti  burst  from 
their  lips  in  one  umversal  shout  of  ap- 
plause. 

Demetrius  Ipsilanti  was  not  the  least 
celebrated  of  all  that  illustrious  family, 
each  member  of  whicli  has,  within  the 
last  few  years,  expiated  in  death, 
whether  by  violence  or  from  the  lin- 
gering agony  of  a  broken  heart,  the 
crime  of  too  sincere  a  patriotism ;  for, 
let  it  be  noted  that  there  are  certain 
virtues  which  the  world  punishes,  as 
surely  and  as  rigorously  as  the  boldest 
deeds  of  a  bare-faced  vice. 

He  was  the  younger  brother  of  the 
generalissimo  of  the  HsBteria,  and  by 
him  had  been  sent  to  conduct,  in  the 
southern  provinces,  the  revolution  now 


ripening  so  rapidljr — a  measure  whicb^ 
in  the  end,  materially  affected  the  des- 
tinies of  the  Greek  nation;  for  this 
gallant  prince,  although  at  that  time 
only  five-and-twenty  years  of  age, 
holds  a  conspicuous  place  in  the  annals 
of  the  long  war  of  independence ;  and 
there  are  few  of  the  principal  actors  in 
that  sanguinary  drama,  which  seems 
to  have  called  the  vilest  of  human 
passions  into  play,  whose  character 
shines  out  so  free  from  taint  as  that  of 
the  young  Liberator.  He  loved  his 
struggling  country  for  her  own  sake, 
and  not  as  the  field  where  he  himself 
should  march  through  blood,  no  matter 
whose,  to  a  personal  glorjr  and  re- 
nown. And  to  this  patriotism,  as 
ardent  as  it  was  sincere,  he  united  a 
rare  courage  and  still  rarer  integrity ; 
yet  the  very  strength  and  sincerity  of 
the  motive  by  which  he  was  actuated, 
in  striving  for  the  liberty  of  Greece, 
produced  in  him  a  carelessness  as  to 
the  means  by  which  he  attained  to  the 
one  great  end,  which  tarnished  all  too 
much  his  fame  as  a  military  leader. 
War,  in  its  principles  and  results, 
taken  as  an  existent  fact  on  the  face  of 
this  earth — that  is,  the  system  of  the 
organized  self-destruction  of  portions 
of  the  human  race,  by  the  process  of 
individual  murder,  is  a  thing  so  pre- 
posterous, that  it  is  only  in  compli- 
ance with  received  fallacies  that  w6 
can  justly  talk  of  the  greater  or  lesser 
merit  of  those  who  practise  it;  but, 
according  to  the  accredited  manner 
of  viewing  such  subjects,  the  only 
blemish  on  the  character  of  Ipsilanti 
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as  a  Boldier,  wss  the  recklessness  vrith 
wHcfa  he  lavished  ^e  blood  of  his  fel- 
low-creatures, in  pursuit  of  the  one 
object  which  he  had  in  view.  He  was 
naturally  humane — a  rare  quality  in  a 
Greek — but  the  hope  of  beholding  the 
restoration  of  his  country  had  become 
80  much  the  absorbing  principle  of  his 
existence^  that  he  seems  wantonly  to 
have  sacrificed^  at  times,  not  only  the 
lives  of  his  eneniies,  but  even  of  his 
own  fellow-countrymen.  His  early 
education  in  Russia,  where  human  me, 
is  a  mere  saloible  commodity,  may 
have  tended  somewhat  to  produce  this 
callousness.  It  was  thence  that  he 
had  now  come,  as  we  have  said»  to 
take  the  lead  in  the  revolutionary 
movement  of  the  Peloponnesus,  and 
was  now  passing  from  province  to  pro- 
vince, less  with  any.  distinct  hostile 
intention,  than  with  a  view  to  have 
himself  recognised  everywhere  as  com- 
mander-in-chief, that,  when  a  favour- 
able moment  should  arrive,  he  might 
have  no  difficulty  in  gathering  a 
tolerable  army  around  him  at  once. 
As  yet  his  inarch  had  been  literally  a 
triumphal  procession,  and  he  was  now 
on  his  way  to  the  nearest  point  whence 
he  could  look  down  on  Tripoliza,  the 
cq)ital  of  the  Morea,  and  the  very 
stronghold  of*  the  Turks — a  city  which 
he  dared  not  attack  at  present,  but 
which  formed  the  principal  object  of 
his  ambition,  and  which  was  in  fact 
destined  one  day  to  fall  into  his  hands. 
Ipsilanti  and  his  men  had  ridden  into 
Vcrvena  merely  to  water  their  horses, 
but  he  was  too  good  a  diplomatist  not 
to  seize  every  trjflinff  advantage,  which 
might  be  turned  to  his  own  purposes. 
Looking  round  on  the  villagers,  who 
had  assembled  to  welcome  nim  with 
the  greatest  enthusiasm,  his  keen  eye 
detected  a  due  proportion  of  stout  and 
able  young  men  amongst  them,  and  he 
at  once  proceeded  to  harangue  them, 
with  all  the  eloquence  of  which  he  was 
master,  stating  to  them  his  views  and 
intentions,  and  calling  upon  each  and 
all  to  rally  around  him,  even  now,  or 
iat  the  least  to  be  ready,  when  he 
should  claim  from  them  more  active 
proofs  of  their  devotion  to  his  cause. 
His  personal  appearance  was  much 
against  him,  for  he  was  of  diminutive 
stature,  somewhat  awkward  in  manner. 


and  afflicted  with  a  slight  impediment 
in  his  speech ;  but  there  is  that  in  the 
power  of  a  resolute  will,  which  can 
overcome  the  most  disadvantageous 
circumstances,  and  the  words  he  then 
uttered  were  not  destined  to  be' for- 
gotten. 

•*  Vervcnians !  I,  Demetrius  Ipsi- 
lanti, am  come  hither  to  fight  for  your 
liberty  I  I  am  your  father,  who  heard 
your  groans,  even  in  the  heart  of  Rus- 
sia, and  have  come  to  protect  you — to 
render  you  happy — to  labour  for  your 
deliverance — to  ensure  the  felicitv  of 
your  families,  and  to  release  you  from 
the  abject  state  to  which  you  are  re- 
duced by  impious  tyrants  I  I  desire 
to  see  you  gather  round  me  as  your 
chief  and  father — show  them  that  you 
understand  whtlt  liberty  is  I  and  re- 
cognise me  as  your  general  and  defen- 
der!"* 

The  peasants  answered  with  a  shout 
of  enthusiasm,  and  swore  to  be  ready 
to  rally  round  his  banner,  whenever 
he  should  call  them. 

"  It  is  well,"  said  the  prince,  with 
a  smile  ;  **  I  shall  not  fail  to  redeem 
your  pledge,  good  patriots."  He  look- 
ed down  upon  them  as  he  spoke,  and 
his  eye  was  at  once  attracted  bv  the 
appearance  of  Spiro,  whose  gala  dress, 
as  well  as  his  fine  figure,  rendered  him 
extremely  conspicuous.  "  Here  is 
one,"  he  said,  turning  towards  him, 
**  with  a  stout  arm  and  a  steady  eye, 
that  should  not  linger  in  inactivity ; 
how  say  you,  Adelphe,  will  you 
mount  and  follow  me?"  The  blood 
rushed  to  the  forehead  of  the  brave 
Mainote  at  this  unseasonable  request ; 
to  refuse  the  call  of  his  country's  deli- 
verer, or  even  to  delav  obeying  it, 
was  positive  torture  to  him,  and  yet, 
ready  warrior  and  patriot  as  he  was, 
his  eye  glanced  back  with  a  look  of 
anguish  on  the  house  where  sat  his 
bride  of  an  hour,  his  little  bright 
Xanthi.  He  was  spared  the  pain  of 
a  reply  by  the  officious  old  repina, 
who  managed  to  play  a  prominent 
part  at  all  times,  and  now  rushed  pre- 
cipitately forward,  exclaiming,  with  a 
howl  of  a  peculiar  nature,  which  no 
human  being  but  an  old  Greek  woman 
can  produce, 

"  Amaun  (mercy),  Highness  I  he 
was  married  this  morning  1" 


*  This  is  word  for  word  part  of  the  address  actually  made  by  Ipsilanti,  and 
retained  on  record  in  a  journal  of  that  period. 
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^'  Indeed  1  then  my  remark  was  ill-* 
timed/'  said  Ipsilanti,  gently,  for  he 
was  especially  anxious  to  become 
popular  amoi^  the  lower  orders ;  **but 
at  all  events  I  must  not  linger  here— 
Vervenians  I  farewell  I  remember  this 
night!  and  gather  round  me  when  1 
call." 

He  set  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  was 
about  to  gallop  off,  when  Spiro  im- 
petuously rushing  forward,  almost 
threw  himself  beneath  the  horse's  feet, 
and  seizing  the  bridle,  arrested  his 
progress. 

"Highness!  in  a  fortnight,  in  a 
week,  I  will  be  with  you — ^where  shall 
I  join  you  ?  My  life  is  your's  and  my 
country's  !*' 

•*  Noble  Mainote!"  said  Ipsilanti, 
*•!  accept  the  gift  in  the  name  of 
Greece !  come  to  me  at  Athens  ;  there 
I  shall  remain  till  the  war  is  organized, 
and  whosoever  will  may  join  me  there." 

Spiro  released  his  hold  on  the  bridle, 
and  the  prince,  waving  his  hand  to 
the  peasants,  rode  off  at  a  quick  pace, 
followed  by  his  men ;  and,  as  the 
sound  of  their  horses'  feet  died  away 
in  the  olive  grove,  once  more  was  the 
song  of  the  nightingale  heard  therein, 
and  the  wonted  stiUness  of  the  rural 
village  settled  down  again  amongst 
the  quiet  peasants,  as  though  no  war- 
like vision  had  passed  before  them, 
precursor  to  the  terrible  realities  of 
strife  and  bloodshed  that  soon  was  to 
lay  waste  their  happy  gjx)ve. 

Meanwhile  Ipsilanti  hurried  on 
rapidly  in  the  direction  of  Tripoliza. 
It  was  out  of  the  course  of  his  proper 
line  of  march,  nor  was  it,  perhaps, 
altogether  prudent  in  him  to  approach 
so  near  the  spot  where  the  Moslem 
force  was  principally  centered,  as  it 
was  the  residence  of  the  Pasha  of  the 
Morea;  but  he  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  obtaining  a  passing  view 
at  least  of  the  city  he  so  covet^id, 
though  powerless  as  yet,  and  which  he 
designed  to  attack  as  soon  as  he  should 
have  a  sufficient  force  to  render  such 
an  attempt  practicable.  It  was  not 
until  evening,  however,  that  they 
reached  the  height  whence  this  view 
could  be  obtained  ;  but  then,  separat- 
ing from  his  companions,  Demetrius 
Ipsilanti  spurred  his  horse  to  the  sum- 
mit of  a  lofty  rock,  and  looked  down 
with  a  long,  intense  gaze,  upon  the 
plain  of  Tripoliza;  there  lay  that 
great  city,  with  its  noble  palaces  and 
stately  buildings,  embowered   in    its 


groves  of  pomegranate  and  of  laurel. 
It  was  a  rair  sight  to  look  on,  for  it 
united  the  magnificence  of  the  Moslem 
city,  to  the  unfailing  beauty  of  the 
Greek  scenery,  and  the  last  rays  of 
the  setting  sun  were  now  sweeping 
over  its  summer  gardens,  and  its  fight 
kiosks.  The  Greek  prince  &ncied  he 
could  hear  even  the  echo  of  gay  son^ 
and  dreamy  music,  swelling  up  with 
the  evening  breeze  from  tne  golden 
palaces,  and  he  remained  long,  while 
norse  and  rider  seemed  motionless 
alike,  tracing  out  the  characteristic 
outfine  of  the  Mahomedan  mosques, 
till  suddenly  he  fixed  his  eyes,  with 
an  ominous  frown,  on  the  great  banner 
that  floated  so  ostentatiously  from  the 
walls  of  the  citadel.  A  movement  of 
impatience  amongst  his  companions 
aroused  him  at  last,  and  turning, 
without  uttering  a  word,  he  caused 
his  fiery  horse  to  bound  from  the  emi- 
nence on  which  he  stood,  and  silently 
pursued  his  way  to  the  spot  chosen 
for  their  encampment  till  the  following 
morning.  That  night  within  his  t«nt, 
buried  in  profound  slumber,  upon  his 
couch  of  wolf-skin,  Demetrius  Ipsi- 
lanti dreamt  a  dream. 

He  sat  once  more  upon  his  horse, 
motionless  as  before,  gazing  down  on 
the  plain  of  Tripoliza,  and  he  beheld 
again  the  goodly  citjr,  smiling  in  the 
beautiful  sunlight,  with  its  groves  of 
waving  pomegranate,  its  gardens   of 

Pleasure,  and  its  golden  palaces,  and 
e  heard  again  the  voice  of  joy  and 
mirth  ascending  on  the  soft  winged 
"Imbat ;"  but  now  he  seemed  to  hear 
them  more  distinctly,  and  he  could 
distinguish  the  songs  of  his  own  coun- 
try, uttered  by  those  who  were  too 
young  to  banish  mirthful  music  from 
the  lips  that  were  condemned  to  call 
the  vile  oppressor  master  !  or  too 
happy  in  their  love  and  youth  to  heed 
the  degradation ! 

But  again,  the  eye  of  the  dreamer 
fixes  itself  on  the  flag  that  waves  from 
these  most  stately  walls — his  fips  part 
to  utter  the  Greek  war-cry,  ancf  he 
stretches  out  his  hand  towards  the 
town  ;  and  as  he  did  so,  some  invisible 
power  seems  to,  constrain  him  to  hold 
that  fatal  hand  extended  thus,  whilst 
with  the  strange  rapidity  of  a  slum- 
beror's  fancy,  there  passes  before  him 
the  vision  of  all  it  had  the  power  to 
conjure  up.  A  change  has  come  over 
the  fair  city  that  slept  so  peaceful  in 
the  twilight ;  for  now  it  seems  begirt. 
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aft  with  a  fiery  ring,  so  Mghtly  flash 
in  the  last  san  rays  the  glittering  arms 
of  the  fierce  besi^ers.  Then  suddenly 
does  the  soft  winged  Imbat  bring  up 
to  the  dreamer's  ears  no  more  the 
songs  of  gladness^  but  the  wild  war-cry, 
tlie  clash  of  steel,  the  roar  of  cannon 
— ^the  san  is  darkened,  for  a  veil  of 
thick  and  lurid  smoke  spreads  itself 
over  the  stately  city,  and  for  a  time 
he  can  see  notnin^  but  its  misty  vo- 
lumes rolling  to  and  fro,  through 
which  at  times  a  forked  tongue  of  flame 
shoots  forth,  whilst,  beneath  its  sombre 
folds,  there  rages  the  hoarse  murmur 
of  a  wild  and  fearful  din,  the  minglinff 
of  every  sound  of  anguish  and  of  wrath 
most  dreadful  to  the  human  ear.  But 
still  the  dreamer  sits  with  his  impla- 
cable hand  outstretched,  and  the  scene 
is  changed  again  ;  the  dark  curtain  of 
lurid  smoke  is  lifted  up ;  it  rolls  away 
in  crimsoned  clouds,  and  is  dispersed, 
and  the  sight  that  lies  beneath  is  all 
revealed  before  his  eyes.  Is  this  the 
gorgeous  city  that,  a  moment  since, 
all  bright  and  beautiful,  lay  sleeping 
in  the  sunshine,  with  the  soft  wmdS 
playing  round  it  ?  This  flaming,  smok- 
mg,  blood-drenched  ruin,  that  swelters 
in  an  unbearable  atmosphere,  hot  as  a 
blast  from  the  infernal  depths,  and 
seems  all  alive  with  wailing,  tortured 
beings — there  has  been  a  victory,  for 
the  banner  of  the  cross  streams  on  the 
wind  where  the  Ottoman  flag  once 
floated.  But  are  these  the  conquerors 
who,  mad  with  a  frenzy  for  destruc- 
tion, rage  through  the  streets  that  run 
rivers  of  blood,  slaying,  torturing, 
concentrating  into  one  short  hour  Uie 
revengeful  hate  they  fed  in  silence 
through  long  years,  till,  drunk  with 
slaughter,  the  sword  falls  from  their 
exhausted  hand  ?  Where  are  the  gold- 
en palaces  whence  rose  the  songs  of 
mirth  ?    There  I  where  from  the  blaz- 


ing  walls  the  soldiers,  wild  with  savage 
glee,  drag  forth  those  shrieking  wo^ 
men  by  their  long  loose  hair,  and 
plunge  the  daggers  into  their  deifence- 
less  bosoms,  while  on  the  fair  face,  up- 
turned to  heaven,  death  stamps  for 
ever  the  last  look  of  unavailing  sup- 
plication 1  Where  are  the  gorgeous 
mosques,  ever  musical  at  sunset  with 
the  call  to  prayers?  There,  where 
before  each  shattered  door  are  piled 
the  ghastly  heaps  of  severed  heads, 
that  grin  upon  each  other  in  horrid 
mockery !  And  where  the  gardens  of 
pleasure  and  the  light  kiosks,  the  rip- 
pling fountains  and  the  laurel  grove  ? 
Where  the  tortured  wail  in  rifled  bow- 
ers, and  playful  children  run  beneath 
the  knife,  where  men,  grown  to  the 
likeness  of  demons  in  their  satiated 
wrath,  have  caused  the  heavens,  still 
so  calm,  to  look  upon  a  scene  of  horror 
such  as  rarely  even  this  world  of  crime 
and  misery  has  witnessed ;  and  as  the 
fascinated  dreamer  gazed,  he  saw, 
heaped  up  upon  the  plain,  the  treasure 
ravished  from  the  vanquished  city  ; 
gold  and  silken  tents,  and  precious 
jewels,  and  costly  arms,  and  he  heard 
a  voice — the  voice,  it  may  be,  of  his 
own  conscience,  thundering  in  his  ear 
— "These  are  thy  spoils,  oh,  con- 
queror ;  but  justice  and  mercy,  where 
are  they  ?"  And  Demetrius  Ipsilanti 
awoke  with  the  cold  drops  of  agony 

fathering  on  his  brow;  for  he  well 
new  that  from  the  grave  of  every  in- 
dividual man,  these  two  arise  to  seal 
his  doom :  justice,  with  the  record  of 
the  dead  man's  crime — mercy,  with 
the  vial  of  his  repentant  tears ;  and  by 
them  is  he  judged  in  righteousness. 
But  Ipsilanti  shook  off"  the  remem- 
brance of  his  prophetic  dream  when 
the  morning  sun  arose,  and  none  the 
less  went  forth  on  his  ambitious  path, 
led  on  by  the  hope  of  victory. 


CHAPTER  IV. — THE  OBEEK  HUNT. 


Had  I  to  minister  to  a  mind  diseased 
—to  one  that  ever  stoops  so  wearily  to 
count  the  thorns  that  pierce  his  feet 
upon  his  earthly  path,  that  he  forgets 
to  look  upon  the  radiance  shining  over 
head — I  would  lead  him  forth  on  a 
still,  calm  summer's  night  in  Greece, 
and  bid  him  enter  into  the  spirit  of 
that  unutterable  rest  which  pervades 
ite  very  atmosphere ;  not  on  a  starry 
lu^  when  the  marvel  of  the  illimi- 


table  worlds  might  allure  him  to 
plunge  lampless  into  the  darkness  of 
the  mystery  around  us — a  mental  tor- 
ture to  which  there  is  no  anguish  com- 
parable— but  when  only  uie  moon, 
serene  in  lonely  beauty,  walks  in  her 
brightness  over  that  vault  of  pure  blue 
ether,  without  one  passing  cloud  be- 
tween the  sunset  and  the  dawning  to 
molest  her  silvery  path,  or  obstruct  her 
steady  gaze  upon  die  beautiful  world, 
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benisn  as  diat  of  a  mother  on  her 
8lunu>erijig  child.  I  am  certain  there 
is  no  paBg»  save  that  arising  from  re- 
membi^ea  crimes*  that  would  not  van- 
ish stingless  beneath  that  wonderful 
repose.  But  who  has  not  oflen  won- 
dered to  see  how  those  placid  moon- 
beams fall,  alike  complacently,  on  all 
that  nature  can  show  forth  most  lovely, 
and  all  that  man  has  made  most  foul, 
glancing  from  the  fair  face  of  the 
sleeping  infant*  to  the  guilty  head  of 
the  murderer  as  he  skulks  out  to  his 
deeds  of  darkness — from  the  lonely 
valley  in  its  silent  loveliness*  to  the 
crowded  city  where  IMammon  sits  en- 
throned; and  to-nigh  ty  these  beams 
are  shed  without  reserve  on  the  once 
fair  and  fallen  Corinth*  radiant  alike 
upon  the  snow-white  mournful  ruins  c^ 
her  memory-haunted  temples,  and  on 
the  Moslem  Bey's  great  palace  of  lux- 
ury, brilliant  with  the  red  glare  of  its 
many  lamps— the  ^lendid  reo^tade 
for  authorized  crimes. 

Kyamil  Bey  lay  at  the  foot  of  a  tall 
palm  tree  within  his  vast  and  beauti* 
ful  garden ;  his  couch  was  a  leopard- 
skin,  and  his  head  was  pillowed  on  the 
knees  of  a  young  negro,  who  sat  up- 
right* motionless  as  a  statue  of  bronze ; 
bdfore  him  danced  a  group  of  female 
slaves*  gliding  with  graceful,  undulat- 
ing movement  amongst  the  trees*  and 
singing  softly  as  they  flitted  by.  Others 
might  DC  seen  farther  off,  sporting  with 
the  tame  gazelles  that  bounded  from 
the  bushes*  or  bending  over  the  crys- 
tal fountains  to  look  upon  their  own 
fair  faces  in  the  clear  reflection ;  and 
it  seemed  as  though  that  lovely  gar- 
den, with  its  smiling  inmates,  were 
indeed  such  a  spot  as  the  fair  moon- 
beams might  love  to  linger  near.  But 
catch  one  evil  glance  from  the  fierce 
eyes  of  that  tvrant  master — ^meet  but 
once  the  terrined  gaze  of  his  unhappy 
slaves— and  you  wonder  that  ever  ray 
from  heaven  could  look  in  all  its  purity 
upon  a  scene  whose  seeming  fairness 
does  but  hide  such  hideous  truths. 

For  some  time  Kyamil  Bey  watched 
the  dancing  girls,  as  they  wearied  tharn* 
selves  in  efforts  to  please  him,  with 
more  than  his  usual  listlessness,  and 
gradually  an  expression  of  profound 
lassitude  and  ennui  clouded  his  flne 
features ;  he  frowned  repeatedlv,  and 
his  frown  had  the  singular  effect  of 
distorting  his  face  in  the  most  fright- 
ful manner.  At  last  he  started  sud« 
den]j  froi9  his  reoumbent  posture>  and 


flinging  from  his  hand  the  costly  nai^-. 
hile  which  he  held,  the  crystal  bowl 
was  broken  into  a  thousand  fragments. 
At  this  movement  of  impatience*  the 
young  negro  slave  fell  down  on  his 
face,  with  his  forehead  in  the  dust,  and 
the  dancing  girls,  arrested  suddeidy  in 
their  graceful  windings  to  and  fro, 
remained*  as  though  enchanted,  in  the 
attitudes  they  h^  involuntarily  as- 
sumed, each  face  imprinted  with  the 
most  humiliating  terror.  ITie  Bey* 
sitting  upright*  now  clapped  his  hands, 
and  instantly  gliding  from  amongst  the 
trees,  there  appeared  a  eigantic  ne^, 
stealing  along  with  a  light  noiseless 
tread*  which  constrasted  strangely  with 
his  enormous  size.  As  he  approached* 
the  Bey  pointed  to  the  ground,  and 
the  Nubian  instantly  crouched  down 
at  his  feet  ready  to  hear  and  to  obey, 
whilst  he  lifted  up  to  his  master's  face 
the  small  dark  eyes,  beneath  whose 
heavy  lids  there  lurked  a  latent 
Are. 

*'Fehim,"  said  the  Bey*  *'I  am  sick 
of  this  insipid  life ! — are  my  soldiers 
asleep  that  they  bring  me  no  more 
prisoners,  no  plunder*  no  slaves !" 

"Highness!  only  yesterday  they 
were  out  scouring  the  country,  and 
they  brought  in  some  fifty  or  sixty 
pairs  of  ears." 

♦*BahI  what  child's  play  is  this? 
Were  there  no  heads  ?" 

**  But  few,  great  master  1  I  could 
scarce  string  them  into  a  necMaee  for 
your  humble  slave,"  said  the  negro, 
with  a  horrible  grin. 

"Mashallah!  these  idle  slaves  wiU, 
do  no  good  till  I  ride  with  them  my-* 
self ;  and  this  is  not  a  time  to  let  our 
hand  lie  lightly  on  these  Ghiaour  dogs. 
They  say  the  rebel  Ipsilanti  has  daredP 
to  land  not  far  from  hence.  Fehim, ' 
I  must  find  means  to  show  these  Wily ' 
infidels  that  they  shall  not  draw  theu* ' 
necks  from  beneath  my  feet  so  eas^lr.** 

*♦  What  say  you  to  a  Greek  htrtri;'; 
noble  master,"  said  the  Nubian,  laii^" 
ing  low,  "  It  is  long  since  y ouf  HIglf- ' ' 
ness  has  been  at  the  chase."        '    ,  i' "  ,* 

"True!  and  by  the  beard  Of  mf* 
father  it  is  good  sport;  but  1  IttSfd'* 
hunted  over  these  provinces  so  bftetiy ' 
that  now  the  lazy  rebels  will  nbt  rtWJ'  * 
they  lie  down  beneath  the  horses'  feilt;" 
at  once ;  it  is  wearisome  to  slaughtttf" 
them  without  a  chase." 

**  But  if  your  Highness  would  con-  ' 
descend  to  ride  towards  the  mountains^  ' 
we  might  have  noble  sport.    I  know  a  ^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Chapter  IV.— The  Greek  Hunt. 


31 


certain  Tillage^  where  they  scarcdy 
blow  the  taste  of  Turkish  steeL'* 

'*  Good !  good  I  we  shoald  find  them 
ihah  and  full  of  fire  then :  I  lon^  for 
some  such  sport.  Fehim,  let  all  be 
ready  for  a  distant  hunt  at  break  of 
day;  you  shitU  guide  us  to  the  spot, 
and  I  myself  will  start  the  game." 

The  negro  slaverosc  up,  liud  his  hand 
on  lusliead,and  retired  backwards  from 
the  presence  of  his  master.  At  a  sign 
from  the  Bey,  the  young  slaves  re- 
sumed their  dance,  and  their  songs 
re-echoed  through  the  vast  garden  as 
before. 

It  was  the  feast  of  St.  Nichdas,  and 
the  good  people  of  Vervena  were  astir, 
before  daybreak,  to  do  him  all  due 
honour.  These  holidays^  which  are 
preposterously  numerous,  arc  one  great 
drawback  to  the  agricultural  improve- 
ment of  Greece,  as  they  accumulate 
jost  at  the  season  when  the  land  re- 
quires cultivation,  and  are  most  scru- 
pulously observed.  Nothing,  however, 
can  be  more  picturesque  than  the  scene 
which  a  rural  village  presents  on  one 
of  these  fete  days.  Scattered  all  over 
the  country  are  vast  numbers  of 
what  are  called  •*  rock  chapels  5"  that 
is,  little  lonelv  churches  built  in  the 
rock,  generally  in  the  mouth  of  a  ca- 
vern, in  some  wild  inaccessible  cavern, 
whidi  are  entirely  deserted  through- 
out the  whole  year,  except  on  the  ^te 
c^  the  saint  to  whom  it  is  dedicated, 
when  the  whole  population  of  the 
neighbourhood  maKes  a  pilgrimage  to 
Uie  foot,  in  order  to  light  the  lamp,  and 
bear  the  service  for  the  day  performed. 

Most  of  these  churches  are  extremely 
ancient,  and  it  is  no  uncommon  thing 
to  be  able  to  trace  out  on  their  vene- 
rable walls  much  of  the  eventful  his- 
tory of  their  country.  There  is  one 
not  far  from  Athens,  which  has  for  its 
altar-stone  a  block  of  marble  that  once 
had  formed  part  of  a  heathen  temple, 
and  which  retains  a  very  legible  des- 
cription, dedicating  the  sacred  building 
to  ^Iftto,  and  the  mfernal  gods.  The 
•ittiquily  of  the  church  itself  next  tes- 
t^lea  to  the  early  introduction  of  Chris- 
tumity  into  the  country,  whilst  the 
naorpation  of  the  unbelieving  Aloslem 
may  equally  be  distinguished  in  the 
acrupulous  care  with  which  the  picture 
of  every  saint  has  been  blinded ;  and 
iiow  i^ain^  the  steady  fiame  of  the 
lamp  tuiat  bums,  duly  tended,  before 
the  altar,  proclaims  the  i*estoration  of 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  175. 


the  country  to  her  faith  and  liberty. 
The  quaint  little  church  of  St.  Nicho- 
las, perched  on  a  rocky  cliif  at  no  great 
distance  from  Vervena,  is  one  of  the 
most  ancient,  as  well  as  picturesque,  of 
these  romantic  chapels ;  and  thither, 
with  the  first  dawn  of  light,  the  pious 
villagers  repaired,  carrying  with  them 
their  provisions  for  the  day,  and  even 
their  little  infants,  slung  in  baskets  on 
the  backs  of  their  asses.  They  were 
as  gay  and  gladsome  a  troop  as  ever 
made  merrv  with  a  summer's  morning, 
and  singularly  picturesque  was  the 
procession  they  formed,  as,  decked  out 
m  their  gayest  costumes,  they  moved 
along  among  the  rocks  and  trees.  The 
women  rode  on  asses,  headed  by  old 
Fepina,  who  was  always  sure  to  be 
foremost;  and  the  men — hardy  and 
light-footed — clambered  gaily  up  the 
hul,  leaping,  wrestling  with  one  ano- 
ther, and,  above  all,  singing  at  the  very 
top  of  their  voices.  One  of  the  tallest 
and  most  active  of  the  young  men, 
however,  remained  pertinaciously  by 
the  side  of  a  little  mule,  on  whose  back 
sat  a  dark-eyed  Mainote,  with  a  sunny 
smile  and  a  gav  young  face,  and  very 
merrily  they  laughed  and  talked  to- 
gether; for  Spiro  and  Xanthi  had 
made  the  discovery,  during  their  short 
acquaintanceship,  that  Maroula  had 
displayed  the  most  wonderful  wisdom 
in  marrying  them  to  one  another.  The 
old  priest  had  preceded  his  parishioners 
the  evening  before,  and  had  passed  the 
night  in  the  church,  that  all  might  be 
ready  when  his  flock  should  arrive. 
Nor  had  he  been  idle ;  the  lamps  were 
all  lit,  the  incense  smoking,  and  he 
himself  sat — a  singularlv  picturesque 
object — on  a  great  marble  stone  at  the 
door,  encouraging  the  peasants  with 
voice  and  gesture  as  they  climbed  the 
steep  ascent.  Had  the  dim  eyes  of 
the  good  old  Papas  been  in  a  condition 
to  decipher  the  writing  traced  by  a 
hand  that  had  lain  in  the  dust  for  cen- 
turies unnumbered,  he  might  have 
read  the  inscription  carved  on  the 
block  on  which  he  sat,  which  would 
have  told  him  that  this  was  the  ^ave  of 
Regilla,  the  wife  of  Herodius  Atticus, 
and  menacing,  with  terrible  threats, 
any  who  should  dare  to  disturb  her 
crumbling  bones;  but  Papa  Giorgy 
had  enough  to  do  to  read  his  *•  Pater 
imon,"  and  he  gave  no  heed  to  the 
warning. 

As  soon  as  his  children,  as  he  called 
them  (including  Pepiua),  had  gathered 
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round  him,  he  proceeded  with  the  ser- 
vice of  the  day,  and  the  wild,  peculiar 
music  of  the  old  Greek  chants  resound- 
ed once  again  among  these  desert  rocks. 
As  soon  as  the  prayers  were  over,  car- 
pets were  spread  round  the  fountain  of 
fresh  pure  water,  which  is  invariably 
found  near  every  church,  and  the  merry 
groups  sat  down  to  their  dinner  of  olives 
and  coarse  brown  bread,  reserving  the 
shadiest  seat  and  the  ripest  fruit  for 
their  good  Papas.  When  their  repast 
was  over,  they  amused  themselves  for 
a  time  rambling,  over  the  rocks,  gather- 
ing the  berries  of  the  wild  arbutus  and 
the  mountain  grape ;  till,  at  a  signal 
from  the  priest,  who  saw  that  the  day 
was  waning,  they  prepared  to  redescend 
to  their  village  before  the  night  closed 
in.  Hastily  Dundling  up  their  goods, 
they  started  on  their  hbmeward  path, 
with  many  a  son^,  and  shout  of  glee, 
when  some  wily  donkey,  with  one  sci- 
entific caper,  tumbled  its  burthen  into 
the  dust,  especially  if  the  rider  were 
old  Pepina,  which  almost  invariably 
happened;  for,  notwithstanding  she 
set  off  bravely,  holding  on  by  her 
charger's  ears,  she  somehow  managed 
to  perform  most  of  the  descent  on  her 
hands  and  knees. 

Thus  singing  and  dancing,  tossing 
their  red  caps  m  the  air,  and  waking 
up  the  long-slumbering  echoes  with 
their  ioyous  voices,  the  peasant  troop 
had  already  descended  from  the  cliff, 
and  proceeded  in  all  safety  to  traverse 
the  flat  table-land  on  which  their  vil- 
lage stood.  But  it  suffices  of  one  sin- 
gle moment,  when  it  springs  from  the 
infinite,  freighted  by  destiny,  to  change 
the  voice  ofgladness  for  the  shriek  of 
terror,  the  tranquil  happiness  for  deep- 
est misery,  and  the  dream-haunted 
slumber  for  the  cold  lethargy  of  death ! 

Suddenly,  from  that  gay,  peaceful 
band,  there  rises  one  spontaneous  cry — 

*•  The  Turks  I  the  Turks  I— amaun  I 
amaun  I" 

It  was  no  false  alarm.  Sweeping 
on  towards  them,  with  their  sabres 
glittering  in  the  sun,  appears  a  warlike 
troop  of  stately  Moslems.  Side  by 
side  with  the  Bey  of  Corinth,  rides 
the  terrible  negro,  Fehim,  mounted  on 
one  of  the  horses  of  Amaout,  so  famed 
for  their  size  and  strength,  and  holding 
in  leash  a  number  of  those  fierce  Mace- 
donian hounds,  whose  incredible  swift- 
ness and  courage,  and  savage  fury 
when  provoked,  render  them  a  danger- 
ous and  deadly  foe  to  man.     It  may 


seem,  that  thus  to  describe  a  **  Greek 
hunt,"  or  even  to  give  so  horrible  a 
title  to  the  causeless  and  needless  mas- 
sacre it  is  intended  to  express,  caa 
only  be  an  unwarrantable  exaggeration, 
or  a  most  unnecessary  attempt  to  ren- 
der still  more  striking  the  miseries  ea- 
dured  by  the  Hellenic  people  under 
the  Moslem  rule.  But  such  is  by  no 
means  the  ease ;  the  name  is  not  an  in^ 
vention,  but  was  currently  in  use 
among  the  Turks,  as  defining  most 
clearly  an  amusement  to  whi<m  they 
were  greatly  addicted,  whether  from 
motives  of  revenge  at  any  symptom  of 
rebellion,  as  in  the  present  case>  or 
from  the  mere  craving  for  excitement 
and  unnatural  thirst  fir  blood.  It  con- 
sisted simply  in  going  up  with  their 
dogs  and  their  horses  to  some  quiet  vil- 
lage, and  giving  chase  to  the  wretched 
inhabitants  as  thev  fled  before  them, 
till  they  had  fairly  run  them  down, 
and  could  massacre  them  at  their  lei- 
sure. But,  at  least,  we  may  hurry 
over  the  recital,  for  it  can  profit  little 
that  we  should  dwell  on  the  details  of 
a  scene  so  revolting  as  to  seem  indeed 
but  the  production  of  a  diseased  ima- 
gination, if  ever  one  single  imagination 
could  have  conceived  that  human  beings 
could  be  systematically  hunted  down 
by  their  own  fellow-creatures. 

Shrieking  and  imploring  mercy,  over 
the  rocks  the  victims  fled,  whilst 
Kyamil  Bey,  his  eye  glaring  with 
excitement,  led  on  the  terrible  band 
that  followed  them,  shouting  in  their 
unhallowed  mirth.  The  women  were 
for  the  most  part  torn  down  by  the 
dogs,  and  speedily  dispatched ;  the 
men  afforded  a  more  exciting  sport, 
as,  striving  with  their  peculiar  swift- 
ness  of  foot  to  outstrip  the  horses  that 
were  thundering  after  them,  they 
strained  every  nerve  in  one  wild  effort 
to  escape — an  effort  perfectly  unavail- 
ing, for,  when  they  were  not  cut  to 
pieces  by  the  sword,  the  Moslems,  all 
admirable  marksmen,  took  aim  at 
them  with  their  long- tupheks,  and 
brought  thein  down  at  once.  JN^one 
escaped  ;  for  although  some,  favoured 
by  the  quickly  deepening  twilight, 
hid  themselves  amongst  the  rocks  and 
bushes,  their  fate  was  perhaps  still 
more  terrible  than  that  of  the  easier 
victims,  who  already  lay  stiff  in  their 
blood,  beyond  the  power  of  man  to 
make  them  suffer  more — for,  with  the 
first  dawn  of  light,  they  knew  their 
enemies  would  be  astir,  to  track  out 
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irith  the  bloodfiounds  every  lingering 
victim,  and  eyen  if  by  a  miracle  they 
escaped  them,  they  must  infallibly 
perish  at  last  of  hunger  and  thirst. 

Amonffst  those  who  had  thus  con- 
cealed themselyes  were  the  young 
couple,  who,  but  a  few  days  before, 
had  fancied  they  beheld  the  dawning 
of  a  long  bright  existence  of  love  and 
joy  for  them.  Spiro  and  Xanthi 
crouched  down,  trembling  in  every 
limb,  beneath  the  wall  of  the  Turkish 
Aga's  tower,  entirely  concealed  hy  the 
brushwood  which  grew  around  it — a 
position  that  for  the  moment  had  a 
certain  d^;ree  of  security,  from  its 
v«7  proximity  to  the  danger,  as  it 
was  here  that  the  Bey  was  tp  pass  the 


night  when  the  chase  was  over,  and 
his  men  could  scarcely  imagine  that  any 
one  could  have  the  temerity  to  ap- 
proach a  spot  where,  with  the  first 
dawn  of  light,  they  must  inevitably 
be  discovered.  Clasped  tightly  in 
each  other's  arms,  they  sat  for  a  long 
time,  listening  to  their  own  throbbing 
pulses,  and  to  the  awful  cries  that 
were  ringing  through  the  olive  grove, 
but  these  gradually  ceased,  as  the 
darkness  became  complete ;  and  the 
Turks,  ready  to  resume  their  sport  as 
soon  as  it  was  day,  gathered  together 
in  front  of  the  tower,  which  their 
master  had  already  entered,  and  sat 
smoking  and  talking  round  the  watch- 
fire. 


THE    ENGLISH    LAtE«** 


Two  or  three  seasons  ago,  we  were 
amused  by  some  light  sketches,  done 
a  la  Boz,  if  not  by  the  great  master 
himself,  the  object  of  which  was  to 
classify  the  community  according  to 
the  leading  characteristics  of  its  mem- 
bers. First  came  the  Young  Ladies, 
who  were  zoologically  divided  into  a 
dozen  orders,  embracing  with  Cuvierian 
precision  every  known  peculiarity  of 
that  very  interesting  species.  Next, 
and  most  suitably,  followed  the  Young 
Gentlemen,  who  were  distributed  also 
into  classes,  that  omitted  none  whom 
we  have  either  known  or  heard  of. 
Lastly,  and  as  a  natural  result,  we  had 
Young  Couples,  in  which  the  idea  was 
brought  to  its  close,  and  the  effect  on 
both  of  thej  tendresse  of  matrimony 
attempted  to  be  pourtrayed.  We  do 
not  Imow  that  any  classification  has 
been  made  of  travellers  and  their 
books  ;  yet  few  things  are  easier  than 
to  characterize  both  parent  and  off- 
spring,. We  could  have  the  sentimen- 
tal touristy  a  poor  revival  of  Sterne, 
with  his  copious  interjections  and 
strong  predisposition  to  hysterics. 
Tlien,  as  a  shifting  of  the  characters, 
ve  might  offer  the  eleves  of  Tit- 
marsh's  school,  lively  and  mocking  as 


the  others  were  saturnine  and  stupid. 
Next  might  come  the  historical  tra- 
veller, and  the  poetical,  and  the  poli- 
tical; and  then  we  might  introduce 
the  man  who  rambles  to  spend  his 
money ;  and  he  who  rambles  to  make 
money;  and,  as  belonging  to  either 
class,  the  man  who  illustrates  himself, 
and  the  man  who  has  his  artist  to  il- 
lustrate for  him. 

If  we  are  to  find  Dr.  Mackay's 
place  for  him,  we  must  range  him 
among  the  poetical,  or  romantic,  of 
our  category;  and  by  doing  so,  we 
admit  that  his  book  fulfils  the  promise 
of  its  title-page — to  illustrate  the 
"poetry"  of  the  lakes  in  conjunction 
with  their  "scenery."  For  the  latter  he 
is  dependent  on  the  aid  of  others  ;  but 
the  higher  purpose,  of  furnishing  the 
literary  associations  of  the  district,  has 
been  well  conceived  and  executed  by 
himself,  with  no  feeble  hand.  No  or- 
dinary reader  needs  now  to  learn  how 
well  the  localities  which  our  author 
visited,  merit  the  title  of  classic  ground. 
Consecrated  as  many  of  them  have 
been  hitherto  by  historical  associa- 
tions, arising  from  their  vicinage  to 
the  Border,  and  haunted,  therefore,  by 
the  wild  legend  or  quaint  old  ballad, 
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\vithin  our  own  day  a  deeper  interest 
has  been  linked  to  each  from  the  min- 
strelsy of  Wordsworth,  Southey,  Wil- 
son, and  Coleridge;  and  more  espe- 
cially of  the  i^rst-named.  With  a  par- 
pose  Mrhich  through  a  lone  lifetime  has 
never  once  flagged,  the  Laureate  has 
devoted  himself  to  the  dear  office  of 
celebrating  in  song  every  memorable 
object  in  the  region  where  he  first 
drew  breath,  and  where  his  years  have 
passed  fi>om  then*  prime  of  manhood 
to  the  withered  hairs  of  age.  We 
have  our  thousands  of  professed  ad- 
mirers of  his  poetry ;  but  it  is  they 
alone  who  have  become  his  reverential 
Hudents  that  know  how  intimately  con- 
nected with  all  the  bard's  inmost  feel- 
ings are  the  humblest  and  least  no- 
table scenes  of  his  beloved  Westmore- 
land. The  majority  will  call  to  mind 
his  "  Daddon"  sonnets  5  his  "  Tintern 
Abbey ;"  his  poems  about  the  Yar- 
row river ;  and  will  have  learned  from 
these  efiusions  how  willingly  Words- 
ivorth's  muse  becomes  "  local"  in  its 
strains.  But  the  poet's  efforts  can- 
not escape  the  ken  of  the  more  labo- 
rious investigator,  to  introduce  in 
his  verse  all  the  remarkable  objects 
around  his  home,  and  give  them  per- 
manency by  recording  their  names 
and  associations.  His  diligence  has 
been  great,  and  has  attained  a  cor- 
responding success.  With  his  poems 
in  hand,  the  tourist  may  now  tra- 
verse the  fairest  district  of  England  ; 
and  find  an  interest  poured  over 
each  retired  mountain-pass,  and  soli- 
tary tarn,  from  their  names  being  fa- 
miliar to  him  as  household  words. 
His  leading  impression  will  be  the 
delight  of  surprize  at  the  minute- 
ness of  the  poet's  observation,  extend- 
ing as  it  does  not  only  to  the  far- 
stretching  landscape  or  castle-crested 
hill,  but  to  the  old  memorable  rocks 
and  trees  and  waterfalls.  We  chiefly 
value  Dr.  Mackav's  work,  because  in 
it  he  has  undertaken  to  point  out  to 
his  readers  all  such  memorable  loca- 
lities. Avoiding  the  tiresome  tame^ 
ness  of  guide-book  manufacturers, 
be  has  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  the 
great  poet,  and  has  gleaned  the  ro- 
mance of  ^e  lakes  without  inflicting 
on  us  empty  laudations  of  their  scenic 
attractions.  His  book  in  this  way 
may  be  deemed  a  commentary  on 
Wordsworth's  poetry — or  at  least,  on 
those  numberless  minor  pieces,  where- 
in allusions,  express  or  implied,  ore 


made  to  those  scenes  the  poet' lo^es 
so  well  to  draw  as  an  opening  scene. 
Our  readers  will  be  interested  with 
Dr.  Maokay's  account  of  his  visit  iq 
Rydal  Mount,  and  the  more  so  be^ 
cause  it  is  ehren  without  that  hateful 
eaves- dropping  so  repulsive  to  every 
feeling  of  honour  ana  proprief)*. 

**  I  foond  the  Bard  of  the  *  Excursioft' 
walking  in  his  garden  when  I  arrived  at 
the  Mount;  and  long  and  fervently  did  I 
admire  the  beauty  of  the  scene  from  tli« 
lawn  before  his  wmdow,  and  tbo  calm 
philosophy  and  truo  love  of  nature 
that  had  led  him  to  make  choice  of 
such  a  place,  and  keep  himself  in  such 
happy  and  such  long  seclusion  from 
the  busy  world. 

•*  The  view  of  Windermere  from  his 
door  was  the  finest  I  had  yet  seen  { 
and  at  another  part  of  his  grounds, 
the  view  of  Rydal  water  was  combined 
with  that  of  Windermere,  formings 
-with  Loughrigg  in  front,  amid  the  en- 
circling hills  on  every  side,  a  landsosfie 
of  extreme  beauty.  It  is  no  part^ 
the  plan  of  this  little  book  to  reoond 
the  conversation  of  Mr.  Wordsworth 
during  the  two  hours  that  I  bad  the 
pleasure  and  advantage  of  his  aoclet^. 
Interesting  as  the  record  might  be^  and 
often  as  the  bad  example  has  been  set 
of  repeating  conversations  never  meant 
to  be  repeated,  and  of  perpetuating  in 
print  the  unstudied  expressions  of  con- 
fidential intercourse,  the  practice  is 
unwarrantable.  When  a  great  man 
iias  departed  from  amongst  us ;  when 
there  is  no  longer  the  possibility  of 
hearing  his  voice  in  his  own  familiar 
haunts ;  and  when  every  retmniscenoe, 
however  trifling,  becomes  of  value, 
these  records  ot  conversations  aro  like 
so  many  treasures  recovered  from  the 
yawning  depths  of  oblivion  ;  but  in  the 
life-time  of  a  great  man,  publication 
is  an  offence  against  him,  and  against 
society.  If  he  have  been  infor«M>d 
that  his  words  are  to  be  taken  down, 
and  that  he  is  speaking  to  the  p«hl&D 
through  the  medium  of  his  interlocutor* 
the  case  is  different;  but  as  neither 
Mr.  Wordsworth  nor  myself  bod. 'any 
such  notion,  our  long  conversation  upon 
poets,  poetry,  criticism,  hitt-«Umhin|^ 
autograph-hunting,  and  various  otiMr 
matters  must  remain  untold.  Ajk  ^^ 
cention  in  the  ease  of  one  portion  loi  our 
talk  may,  however,  be  madb  with.:att' 
vantage,  as  it  does  honour  to'theitluA* 
trious  dead,  and  is  a  loplo  of  muiihrii^  . 
terest  to  all  students,  uMd  £0  all  the 
drudges  of  literature.  In  speaking  of  tb^ 
lamented  Southey,  whose  uame  is*  so, in- 
timately associated  with  Me  owvli  wnd 
whose  Jrieadship  and  society  ho ;ei)joyil4 
for  so  many  years,  hp  dwoit  with  mfctHsh 
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emphasis  upon  the  long-continned  and 
svstoniatid  economy  of  his  time,  by 
wTiieh  he  wns  enabled  to  vary  his  stu- 
dfes  frOtti  history  to  philosophy,  from 
pftilosopby  to  politics,  fVom  politics  to 
po«try,  snd  do  more  work  in  each  than 
wonra  have  sufficed  to  make  the  reputa- 
tioiLOtf  iial£-A-4lozen  eren  of  inferior  at- 
tainments. At  the  fieriod  of  his  death, 
and  indeed  long  before,  it  was  the  ge- 
neral opinion  that  he  had  tasked  his 
bram  too  severely  l^y  study ;  that  his 
intellect  had  become  overclouded  from 
eicess  of  mental  toil,  and  that  he  had 
laboured  'not  wisely,  but  too  welL* 
Ur.  Wordsworth,  however,  upon  my 
patting-  the  question  to  him,  denied  that 
saeh  was  the  case.  Though  Southey's 
labours  were  almost  superhuman,  and 
were  varied  in  a  wonderfol  manner,  they 
seemed,  he  said,  rather  to  refresh  and 
stren^^then,  than  to  weary  and  weaken 
bis  mmd.  He  fell  a  victim,  not  to  lite- 
rary toil,  but  to  his  strong  affection  for 
his  first  wife,  which  l6d  him  night  after 
night,  when  his  labours  of  the  day  were 
eMed,  to  watch  with  sleepless  anxiety 
ever  her  sick-bed.  The  strongest  mind, 
as  ho  observed,  will  ultimatelv  give  way 
under  the  long-continued  deprivation 
of  the  natural  refreshment  of  the  body. 
No  brain  can  remain  in  permanent 
health  that  has  been  overtasked  by 
biglvUy  vigils,  still  more  than  by  daily 
laboiir.  When  such  -vigils  are  accom- 
panied by  the  perpetually-recurring  pain 
«f  bebolding  the  sufferings  of  a  beloved 
object,  and  the  as  perpetually-recurring 
fear  ef  losing  it,  they  became  doubly 
and  trebly  injurious ;  and  the  labour  that 
must  be  done,  becomes  no  longer  the 
%0y  and  the  solace  that  it  used  to  be. 
It  is  transformed  from  a  pleasure  into 
a  pain,  from  a  friend  into  an  enemy, 
from  a  companion  into  a  fearful  monster, 
crying  like  the  daughter  of  the  horse- 
leech, *  give  /  give  V  It  is  tlien  that  the 
fine  and  delicate  machinery  of  the  mind 
far  deranged.  It  is  then  that  it  snaps  ; 
tfcmn  that  the  *  sweet  bells  are  jangled 
Old  out  of  tune;*  tlmt  the  light  is  ex- 
tl0gi|ish«d,  and  the  glory  hid&n  under 
*  OMnid,  that  Eternity  may  lift,  but  not 
Haie^  Snoli,  it  appears,  was  the  case 
qvltli  the  amiable  Kobert  Southey ;  the 
grinds  if  not  the  great  poet;  the  ae- 
tom|)Hsbed  scholar,  and  the  estimable 
tNiUi'  ia  every  relation  of  life.  So  was 
It,  alrfi,  in  the  more  recent  fate  of  the 
squldlr  amiable  and  estimable  Laman 
Blarimrd,  whose  sad  story  I  recalled 
-to  IAt,  Wordsworth's  recollection,  as  a 
fttrfliM  case.  To  the  free  mind,  un- 
touched by^  flomestie  gr(ef,  literary  toil, 
however  great,  is  scarcely  a  burden ; 
bat  when-oBO  esgrossing  sorrow  comes, 
«ad  t^e  brtihi  ihust  irork  in  spHe  of  it, 
tlieQidttfildt'begins/iawhidi  sorrow  net 
bttif  gMks  the  mattery,  but  destroys 


the  battlefield,  and  blasts  its  fruits  in 
this  life,  for  ever." 

We  have  no  intentioifto  "do*'tb© 
topography  of  the  district  for  our  read- 
ers ;  but  having  thus  introduced  our 
author  and  bis  volume,  we  shall  so  far 
lend  our  assistance  as  to  mention  that 
Lancaster  is  the  usual  starting-place 
— that  thence  the  visitor  lias  a  choico 
of  two  routes  to  Windermere — the 
first  and  more  direct  one  by  Kendal 
and  Amblesidci  and  the  other  across 
the  Ulverstone  Sands  by  Fnrness.  Dr. 
Mackay  chose  the  former,  the  easier  of 
the  two :  we  deem  the  latter  a  nobler 
approach  to  the  lakes,  for  the  reason 
that  the  wiidness  and  stern  sublimity 
of  the  sea-shore  lend  their  aid,  if  only 
by  force  of  contrast,  and  form  what 
Wordsworth  himself  calls  <*  a  m^estic 
barrier"  round  tlie  region.  Following, 
however,  our  author,  we  may  passinflrTy 
mention  that  a  railroad  is  in  contempla- 
tion, tf  not  by  this  time  in  actual  progress 
between  Kendal  and  Windermere, 
against  which  Wordsworth  has  entered 
his  poatical  protest ;  and  that  the  calm 
bosom  of  that  loveliest  loch  is  ruftied 
continually  by  the  plashings  of  tha 
Lady  of  the  Lake's  paddles.  Whither 
will  not  steam  henceforth  come  ?  From 
Ambleside,  where  the  traveller  can 
leave  the  Kendal  coach,  and  perhaps 
best  fix  his  own  bead-quarters,  a  short 
walk  leads  to  Grasmere ;  the  beauties 
of  which  are  fully  appreciated  by  our 
enthusiastic  author.  With  high  dreams 
of  poetry  and  the  poets  weaving  their 
mystic  spell  around  him,  he  for  the 
first  time  beholds  this  placid  mere  :— 

*•  In  the  midst  of  thoughts  something 
like  these,  I  arrived  at  Grasmere,  with 
its  green  and  solitary,  but  beautiful 
bland  in  the  middle ;  and  began  to  oon^ 
^ure  up  recollections  of  a  certain  Wish- 
iiig'gAte,  which  poets  had  sung  of. 
Lovely  is  the  vale  of  Grasmere :  worthy 
is  it  of  all  its  renown ;  and  holy  will  it 
ever  be  in  the  lays  of  the  bards  who 
have  delighted  to  sing  of  it,  and  hi  the 
recollections  of  those  who  love  the  bards. 
The  lake  is  of  an  oval  shape,  about  a 
mile  in  len^h,  and  something  less  than 
half-o-milem  breadth.  It  is  completely 
surrounded  by  mountains,  the  cAief  of 
which  are  Silver  How,  Butter  Up  How, 
Scat  Sandal,  and  HeUn  Crag— the  lat- 
ter [last?]  famous  for  the  rugged  stones 
on  its  top,  which  bear  a  fantastic  re- 
semblance to  an  *  aged  woman,*  or,  as 
some  say,  to  a  *  lion  couchant,*  and,  as 
others  say,  to  a  *  Hon  and  a  lamb.'  At 
the  further  extremity  is  seen  the  road 
to  Kesi^k,  stretching  high  above  thei 
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bare  hills,  and  called  the  Raise  Gap. 
Most  of  these  hills  are  mentioned  in  Mr. 
Words  worth'*  exquisite  verses  on  the 
'  Naming  of  Places/  in  the  poem  entitled 
*  Joanna.' 

"  *  When  I  had  gkied,  perhapg  two  minutes'  ipAce, 
Jouina,  looking  in  my  eyes,  beheld 
That  ravidunent  of  mine,  and  laughed  aloud. 
The  Bock,  like  something  startling  f^om  a  sleep, 
Took  up  the  lady's  voice,  and  laughed  again. 
That  ancient  woman,  seated  on  Helm  Crag, 
Was  ready  with  her  cavern.    Hammar  Scar, 
And  the  tall  steep  of  Silver  How,  sent  forth 
A  noise  of  laughter  t  Soutliern  Loughrigg  heard, 
And  Fairfield  answered  irith  a  mountain  tone.' 

"  A  portentous  laugh  for  a  lady,  but, 
neyertneless,  very  beautiful  to  read  of. 
The  descent  from  Langdale  into  the 
Vale  of  Grasmere  has  been  described 
very  accurately  by  Mr.  Wordsworth  in 
another  poem ;  and  Professor  Wilson, 
in  his  *  City  of  the  Plague,*  has  also  de- 
scribed the  Church  of  Grasmere  and  the 
surrounding  scenery.  The  laureate  sa^s, 
with  all  the  traces  of  poetry,  and  with 
much  truth  or  description : — 

"  '  So  we  descend,  and,  winding  round  a  rock. 
Attained    a   point    that   showed   the    valley, 

stretched 
In  length  before  us,  and  not  distant  fiu*. 
Upon  arising  ground,  a  grey  church  tower. 
Whose  battlements  were  screened  by  tufted  trees, 
And  towards  a  crystal  mere,  that  lay  beyond 
Among  steep  hills  and  woods  emixwomed,  flowed 
A  copious  stream,  with  boldly-winding  course, 
Here  traceable,  there  hidden — there  again 
To  sight  restored,  and  glittering  in  the  sun. 
On  the  stream's   bank,    and  everywhere,  ap- 
peared 
Fair  dwellings,  single  or  in  social  knots. 
Some  scattered  o'er  the  level,  others  perched 
On  the  hill-side  {  a  cheerful,  quiet  scene, 
Now  in  its  morning  purity  arrayed.' 

**  Professor  Wilson's  daguerreotype  is 
slightly  different : — 

"  '  There  is  a  little  churchyard  on  the  side 
Of  a  low  hill  that  hangs  o'er  Grasmere  lake. 
Most  beautiful  it  is— a  vernal  spot. 
Enclosed  with  wooded  rocks,  where  a  few  graves 
liie  sheltered,  sleeping  in  eternal  calm ; — 
Go  thither  when  you  will,  and  that  sweet  spot 
Is  bright  with  sunsbiine.' 

"  The  latter  ^art  of  this  description 
must,  of  course,  in  such  a  climate  as  that 
of  England,  be  taken  as  a  mere  poetical 
heightening  of  the  effect  which  the  writer 
intended  to  produce,  but  not  strictly  true. 
On  my  visit,  however,  it  tallied  remark- 
ably well,  for  the  sunlight  streamed 
over  the  simple  and  beautiful  church- 
tower,  and  lighted  up  the  whole  surface 

of  the  lake  in  a  blaxe  of  glory 

The  church  of  Grasmere  is  dedicated  to 
St.  Oswald,  and  has  been  very  cele- 
brated, not  only  for  the  beauty  of  its 
position,  and  its  neighbourhood,  but  for 
the  annual  celebration  of  the  ceremony 
of  rush-bearing.      This  ceremony   has 


long  been  known  in  Lancashire,  Tork- 
shircy  Westmoreland,  and  Cumber- 
land, and  even  further  north.  St.  Os- 
wald's Day  is  on  the  Sunday  nearest  to 
the  first  of  August,  and  upon  this  day 
the  rush-bearing,  as  I  am  informed,  an- 
nually takes  place  in  Grasmere,  and  I 
believe  in  Ambleside  and  other  places. 
Anciently,  when  the  floors  of  churches 
in  England  were  neither  paved  nor 
boarded,  rushes  were  indispensable  ar- 
ticles of  comfort  to  churcn-going  peo- 
ple ;  but  with  the  progress  of  elegance 
in  architecture,  it  oecame  rare  to  find 
unpaved  churches,  and  the  ceremony  of 
strewing  the  rushes  fell,  consequently, 

into    disuse The 

rush-bearing  at  Grasmere  generally 
takes  place  in  the  evening,  when  the 
children  of  the  village,  chiefly  girls,  pa- 
rade through  the  street  to  the  church, 
preceded  by  a  band  of  music,  bearing 

garlands  of  wild  flowers,  as  well  as 
undies  of  rushes ;  the  latter  of  which 
they  deposit  on  the  altar,  or  strew  aboat 
the  floor  of  the  church." 

By  sojourning  at  Ambleside,  the 
tourist  finds  himself  placed  within  easy 
distance  of  all  the  chief  attraptions  of 
Westmoreland.  Three  excursions  are 
generally  made  hence,  which,  diverg- 
ing into  separate  routes,  bring  before 
the  visitor  their  peculiar  assemblages 
of  interesting  objects.  The  first  is  to 
the  vales  of  Great  and  Little  Lang- 
dale;  the  second,  to  Patterdale  and 
Ulleswater ;  and  the  third,  to  Ulver- 
stone  and  Furness  Abbey.  In  Lesser 
Langdale  is  Blea  Tarn,  whose  lonely 
site  is  painted  in  the  ''  Excursion"  with 
minute  faithfulness  :— 

"  A  little  lowly  vale, 
A  lowly  vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
Among  the  mountains  i  even  as  if  the  spot 
Had  been  fk-om  oldest  time,  by  wish  of  theirs, 
So  plac^,  to  be  shut  out  from  all  the  wwld. 
Urn-like  it  was  in  shape,  deep  as  an  urn, 
With  rocks  encompassed." 

And  in  its  immediate  vicinity  is  Dun- 
geon Ghyll  Force,*  the  scene  of  one 
of  Wordsworth's  very  earliest  poems, 
"The  Idle  Shepherd  Boys."  The 
stream  producing  the  cascade  t^es  its 
rise  in  the  south-east  side  of  the  Lang- 
dale hills  (or  "Pikes,"  in  the  local 
dialect),  and  is  precipitated  from  a 
perpendicular  mountain  chasm  of  eighty 
feet  high,  over  which  a  gigantic  rock 
having  fallen,  makes  a  natural  bridge. 
This  the  poet  alludes  to : — 


•  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  add,  for  oiir  readers'  information,  that  Foroe^  in  the 
vernacular  of  the  lake  district,  means,  "  waterfall,"  and  GhyU  (not  Gillt  as  writtea 
by  our  author)  a  valley  with  a  stream  running  through  it. 
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'-  It  is  s  spot  which  yoa  may  see 
If  cTer  you  to  l«ngda1e  go  t 
Into  a  chasm  a  mighty  Mock 
Hath  fSftllcn,  and  made  a  bridge  of  roik: 
Th«  golf  u  deep  below  ; 
And.  in  a  basin  blaclc  and  small, 
Beceircaa  lofty  waterfalL" 

Ulleswater  is  the  second  lake  in  the 
scale  of  importance,  being  one  mile 
shorter  than  Windermere.  It,  how- 
eTer,  yields  nothing  in  point  of  beauty. 
"  Nothing  in  Windermere,"  writes  Dr. 
Mackay,  *'  lovely  as  that  lake  is,  ex- 
ceeds in  beaaty  the  scenery  of  moun- 
tain and  water,  which  is  here  spread  in 
rich  profusion  before  the  eyes  of  the 
loTer  of  nature.  There  are  several 
small  islands  at  the  head  of  the  lake, 
between  the  two  places  abovementioned 
(Patterdale  and  Lyulph's  Tower) ;  and 
a  sail  amongst  them,  on  a  clear  sum- 
mer's day,  with  a  mind  free  from  care, 
and  an  imagination  watchful  for  every 
beaaty  that  may  be  offered  to  it,  is  re- 
compense for  a  month's  toil  and  trouble 
to  procure  it  **  Its  depth  is  very  great, 
averaging  thirty  fatnoms,  and  this 
body  of  water  is  constantly  maintained 
by  numerous  streamlets  bursting  forth 
from  the  rugged  sides  of  Helvellyn. 
Some  of  these  rivulets  become  dry  du- 
ring the  heats  of  summer ;  but  on  heavy 
faUs  of  ridn,  they  spring  forth  afresh, 
and  renew  their  tributary  offerings  to 
the  graces  of  Ulleswater. 

Helvellyn  is  generally  ascended  from 
the  Patterdale  side.  Our  author,  not- 
withstanding his  anxiety  to  be  enrolled 
among  the  successful  pedestrians  who 
have  scaled  its  summit,  was  unfortu- 
nate in  the  weather ;  and  wisely  forbore 
making  an  attempt,  which  must  have 
been  unprofitable,  if  not  even  hazard- 
ous:— 

**  I  had  a  great  desire  to  ascend  Hel- 
veDyn.  The  mountain  was  sacred  to  my 
reeoUections  of  Coleridge,  with  whose 
name  and  genius  I  bad  somehow  or  other 
cause  to  associate  it — -principally,  I  be- 
lieve, from  that  beautirul  little  fragment 
of  his,  entitled  •  The  Knight's  Tomb/ 
at  least  I  have  been  unable  to  discover 
any  other  reason  for  it.  Its  melody  had 
kNig  haunted  me,  and  I  had  unconscious- 
ly repeated  it  to  myself,  I  knew  not  how 
many  times,  as  soon  as  I  found  myself 
within  sight  of  the  mountain. 

*  WiMM  U  tbe  grare  of  Mr  Arthur  O^Kellyn? 
Where  may  iha  grare  of  that  good  man  be  ? 


By  the  side  of  a  spring,  on  tlic  breast  of  ilelvellyn, 
Under  the  twigs  of  u  young  birch  trca  I 
The  oak  that  in  summer  was  sweet  to  hear, 
And  rustled  Its  leaves  in  the  fall  of  the  year, 
And  whistled  anti  roared  In  the  winter  alone, 
Is  gone — and  the  birch  in  Its  stead  is  grown. 
The  Knight's  bones  are  dust, 
And  his  good  sword  rust  t 
His  soul  is  with  the  saints,  I  trust.'** 

**  The  mornino^  I  had  set  apart  for  tho 
purpose,  dawned  dull  aud  misty;  but  as 
the  day  wore  on,  I  still  indulged  the 
hope  of  sufficient  sunshine  to  make  the 
attempt.  My  hopes  were  disappointed ; 
and  I  was  not  so  enthusiastic  in  my  love 
for  the  mountain,  as  to  scale  its  heights 
amid  the  clouds  of  vapour  that  obscured 
all  surrounding  objects ;  the  more  espe- 
ciallv,  as  my  recent  experiences  in  hill- 
climbing  had  given  me  but  small  encou- 
ragement for  mountain  rambles  amid 
mist  and  rain.  I  was  therefore  obliged 
to  relinquish  the  idea,  and  to  give  the 
following  account  of  the  mountain  from 
such  sources  of  information  as  books  af- 
forded me.  AccordinjB^  to  the  ordnance 
survey,  Helvellyn  is  3&5  feet  above  the 
level  of  the  sea ;  and  from  its  summit, 
extensive  views  are  obtained  of  the  most 
beautiful  portions  of  the  lake  district. 
The  ascent  is  sometimes  made  from  the 
opposite  side,  at  Wythbum,  on  the  road 
from  Ambleside  to  Keswick,  the  distance 
being  much  less  from  that  point  than 
from  other  places ;  but  travellers  who 
like  the  assistance  of  horses  or  ponies 
for  the  first  half  of  the  work,  prefer  to 
start  from  Patterdale.  .  .  .  Some 
persons  are  bold  enough,  in  making  the 
ascent,  to  traverse  the  ^ddy  and  dan- 
gerous height  of  Striding  Edge,  but 
this  road,  says  the  Bard  of  tbe  Lakes, 
'  ought  not  to  be  taken  bv  any  one  with 
weak  nerves,'  as  the  tqp,  in  many  places, 
scarcely  affords  room  to  plant  the  foot, 
and  is  beset  with  awiul  precipices  on 
either  side.  The  place,  he  adds,  derives 
a  melancholy  interest  from  the  fate  of  a 
young  man,  a  stranger,  who  perished  in 
the  spring  of  1805,  by  falling  down  the 
rocks,  in  his  attempt  to  cross  over  from 
Wythbum  to  Patterdale.  His  remains 
were  not  discovered,  as  we  learn  from 
an  introduction  to  a  poem  by  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  until  three  months  afterwards, 
when  they  were  found  guarded  by  a 
faithful  terrier  bitch,  his  constant  at- 
tendant during  frequent  solitary  rambles 
through  the  wilds  of  Cumberland  and 
Westmoreland.  It  appears  from  the 
same  note,  that  the  stranger,  whose  name 
was  Gough,  was  a  young  eentleman  of 
talent,  and  of  a  most  amiable  disposi- 
tion. Both  Sir  Walter  Scott  and  Mr. 
Wordsworth  have  written  poems  on  the 


*  We  traasoribe  the  fragment  as  Coleridge  wrote  it,  Dr.  Mackay  having  mis- 
Biaed  tbe  knight,  and  made  some  minor  alterations  in  the  verses;  owmg,  no  doubt, 
to  hit  quoting  from  memory. 
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s^dectta.  dir  Walter'^  i»  enUtled  <  Hel- 
v^llyn/  aad  is  euricms  to  tlie  orttic*  as  & 
R^ecimen  of  bad  terse  upon  a  ^ood  Bub- 
J0fit,  hj  the  foremost  man  in  literature 
of  all  fais  time4  The  firat  and  last  stanzas 
ma^  suffice:^ 

*•  *  Idtmbed  tiM  dark  brow  of  the  mighiy  nelTeUyn. 
Lake*  and  mounUlns  benciiUi  me  ^earned  mictj 

All  WM  •till,  MV«  by  fits,  vbca  the  eagle  was 

And  iftartlng  droond  me.  the  etAioet  replied. 
,  On  the  right,  Striden  Edge  round  the  Bed  Tarn  WM 

bending. 
And  Cakrhadicsni  Its  left  rerge  wai  defending » 
On^  huge  namekn  rock  in  t4ie  front  was  ascend- 
ing, 
Where  I  marked  the  aad  spot  where  the  wandenr 
had  died. 


•*  •  But  mooter  for  tha«,  gentle  lover  of  nature. 

To  lay  dbvfn  thy  head,  Hko  tho  mcok  moantaln 


When,  wllder'd,  he  drops  ftoa  aomo  cliff,  huge  in 
stature. 
And  draws  his  last  soli  by  tlie  tide  of  his  dam. 
.  And  more  stately  thjr  ooneh  by  this  desert  lake 
^        lying* 

•  Thy  ohftqnits  tUng  by  the  grey  plorer  ilying, 
-  WiHtone  Mthfnl  Mend  but  to  witness  thy  dying 
In  the  arms  of  HelTellyn  and  Calchedioam.* 

"  Mr.  Wordsworth's  poem  is  of  a  dif- 
ferent character  to  [from  ?]  this ;  and  is 
■too  well  known  to  need  repetition,  ex- 
^o«pt,  perhaps,  for  the  sake  of  the  con- 
trast, for  which  the  two  following  stan- 
t  aaa.  will  snffice.  It  is  entitled,  '  Fibe- 
-utt'i — 

"  *  Abarking  sound  the  shepherd  hears— 
A  cay  as  of  a  dog  or  ibx. 
He  haUat  and  searches  with  his  eyes 

Among  the  scattered  rocks. 
And  now  at  distance  can  dtsoem 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  or  i^m  i 
And  instantly  a  dog  la  seen 
Q lancing  through  ^at  corered  green. 

**  *  Yes,  proof  was  plain  tkat  since  ttic  day 
VThen  thU  iU>fatcd  traTcller  died. 
Tike  dog  had  watched  about  the  spot, 

Or  by  his  master's  side. 
How  mmrbhed  here  throngh  such  long  time* 
He  knows,  who  gare  that  love  sublime. 
And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling,  great 
Abbve  all  human  estimate. 


MTe  must  pass  ''unvisited"  UWer- 
«tone  and  Furness ;  and  omitting  all 
iliterreiiiDg  jplacesi  we  take  up  Dr. 
Mackaj  at  Keswick.  We  give  a  long 
^attract ;  but  it  comprises  the  most  in- 
tereftting  passage  in  the  book : — 

<*  Keswick  is  a  small  neat  town,  close 
to  the  port  of  Derwentwater,  and,  next 
to  Ambleside,  is  the  most  convenient 
atarting  point  and  home  of  the  tourist 
who  desires  to  view  at  his  leisure  the 
beauties  of  this  beautiful  land.  The 
whole  place  now  is,  and  over  will  be, 
sacred  to  the  memory  of  Robert  Sou- 
ihev.  It  was,  to  use  his  own  words,  in 
'  tm  Epistle  to  Allan  Cunningham — 


<' •  The  dv«lHiV^plMt     .        ,>  :  . 
Whore  he  he*!  passed  the  wliple  mid-»t^  <>V*'f*» , 
Not  Idly,  ccrtes — not  utiWortMly.' 

And  immediately  on  deseendin^  from 
the  coach,  my  companion  and  xnyselC^ 
having  seen  our  small  luggage  safely 
housed,  and  having  inquired  tha  way 
from  our  host  of  the  Royal  Oak,  pro- 
ceeded to  view  Greta  Hall,  where  fie 
had  lived  and  died.  The  walk  was  not 
a  long  one.  It  led  us  through  the  High 
street  of  the  town,  and  over  the  bridge 
of  the  Greta,  a  small  stream,  formed  by 
the  junction  of  two  smaller  streams,  re- 
Jolcins;  in  the  sonorous  names  of  the 
Glenderamaken  and  the  Glenderaterra. 
The  house,  which  we  soon  oame  in  sight 
of,  is  named  from  the  river,  Greta  Rally 
and  is  situated  on  a  gentle  eminence,  at 
a  considerable  distance  from  the  road. 
The  entrance  is  a  rustic  wicket  gate,  on 
opening  which  we  found  ourselves  in  a 
narrow  avenue  of  trees,  at  the  extro- 
mitv  of  which  we  saw  the  house.  Wo 
widked  up  to  it  leisurely,  devising,  as  we 
went,  how  we  should  nrocnre  admission, 
and  whether  we  should  content  ourselves 
with  an  outside  view  of  a  place  so  cele- 
brated. On  arriving  at  the  door,  we 
found  neither  bell  nor  knocker.  Some  of 
the  shutters  were  shut,  and  all  we^e 
newly  painted  ;  and  on  looking  throu£4i 
one  of  the  windows,  we  saw  a  newl^ 
painted  and  papered  room  without  fur- 
niture, and  as  if  it  had  been  but  a  mo- 
ment before  evacuated  by  painters  aud 
carpenters.  This  gave  us  hope  that  we 
could  procure  admission  without  disturb- 
ing any  one,  or  appearing  guilty  of  in- 
trusiveness  or  incivility,  of  which  there 
would  have  been  some  risk  if  the  house 
had  been  inhabited.  As,  however,  we 
were  not  certain  that  there  was  any  ono 
inside,  all  our  efforts  to  procure  admis- 
sion by  knocldng  with  our  hands  on  the 
door  and  windows  having  failed,  we 
walked  through  the  garden  at  the  back 
of  the  house,  reflecting  reverently  that 
we  stood  on  hallowed  ground.. 

"  The  reflection  was  mournful.  The 
garden  was  neglected;  it  showed  that 
he,  and  she  also — tho  amiable  hostess 
who  had  loved  to  tend  it,  had  departed. 
It  was  uncropped,  and  going  into  the 
rank  luxuriance  of  weeds,  and  showed, 
at  every  turn,  the  want  of  the  hand  of 
its  former  mistress.  In  the  midst  Q^o^r 
stroll  amid  its  deserted  walks,  w^  ^w 
a  workman,  with  a  key  lu  his  hand,  qom- 
ing  up  the  avenue ;  and,  proofing,  to 
meet  him,  we  asked  whether  we  cofild 
procure  admission.  He  replied  in  the 
affirmative,  and  offered  to  conduct  us 
over  the  house,  which,  he  informed  ns, 
was  to  be  let.  As  he  seemed  to  think 
that  we  had  come  on  business,  and  had 
a  desire  of  lookine  at  the  ^ou^e  for  ^e 
purpose  of  hiring  it,  we  undeceired  him 
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in  this  partitMhtr,  and  told  him  that  ca- 
na^ty  alone,  and  respect  for  the  memory 
of  its  late  illustrious  occupant,  had  in* 
doced  as  to  trouble  him.  The  man  was  in- 
telHgenty  and  very  obliging ;  and  though 
{rat  a  journeyman  painter,  seemed  as 
folly  impressed  as  we  were,  with  the 
neatness    of  the    claim    that  Robert 
&)tthey'  had  upon  the  affectionate  reve- 
rence of  posterity.     He  told  us  that  very 
many  persons  visited  the  house  solely  on 
this  account,  and  that  there  was,  he 
thought,  scarcely  a  tourist  to  the  Lake 
district,  who  did  not  make  a  point  of 
coming  into  the  garden  at  least — though 
most  of  them  lacked  courage  to  demand 
admission  into  the  house.     The  garden, 
he  said,  had  suffered  severely,  from  the 
reverence  of  travellers — and  the  ladies, 
especially,   carried  away  flowers,   and 
teaves  of  shrubs,  to  preserve  as  memen- 
tos.; so  that  he  feared,  if  the  house  were 
not  let,  in  a  year  or  two  there  would  not 
be  a  shrub  or  flower  left.    This  worthy 
fellow  led  us  over  the  building,  which 
was  lars^e  and  commodious — showed  us 
the  kitraen,  the  wine-cellar,  the  dining- 
room,  the  drawing-room,  and  the  study ; 
each  of  which  recalled  painfully  to  our 
minds— at  least  they  did  so  to  mine — 
the  bodily  absence  of  one  whose  spirit 
yet  spoke  to  mankind,  and  exerted  an 
kflucQce  upon  their  thoughts.  The  room 
that  had  been  the  library  was  especially 
painfol  to  reflect  upon.     The  marks  on 
the  walls,  where  tbe  shelves  had  been 
IHtcd,  were  still  uneffaced  by  the  paint« 
er*s  brush  ;  but  the  beloved  books  which 
it  had  been  the  pleasure  of  his  life  to 
collect,  were  all  dispersed ;  and  not  one, 
or  [nor  ?]  a  shred  of  one,  was  left  behind, 
of  the  many  thousands  that  had  for- 
merly made  the  spot  a  living  temple  of 
Hterature.    It  would  have  been  worth 

S reserving  these  for   Keswick ;  and  I 
^ouf  ht,  and  still  think,  that  if  the  town 
had  been  rich  enough  to  make  the  pur- 
chase of  the  whole  property,  it  would 
have  conferred  upon  itself,  not  only  ho- 
nour, but  advantage.     We  were  afler- 
%Wrd8  led  into  several  smaller  apart- 
■  Thents,  and,  among  others,  into  a  room 
of  a  Very  peculiar  shape — a  lon^,  nar- 
tbw  parallelogram,  with  a  door  in  one 
comer,  and  a  solitary  window  looking 
M\io  the  garden  at  the  other,  and  allow- 
ing, from  tho  thickness  of  the  foliage 
'Otitsidc,  but  little  light  to  penetrate  into 
'fte  Interior.    1  asked  for  what  purpose 
'this  room  had  been  used,  and  was  told 
that  it  had  been  a  bed-room.     '  He  died 
there — exactly  where  you  are  standing,* 
said  the  painter.     I  felt  my  cheeks  tingle 
^\i^  spoke.  I  drew  back,  involuntaruy, 
from  the  spot,  with  a  feelin?  of  awe ; 
^  as  ra voluntarily — for  I  did  not  know 
or  think  at  the  time  what  I  was  domg-— 
took  ofi'  my  hat.    .ITho  painter,  moved 


by  our  example,  took  oif  his  paper  c4|>; 
and  so  we  au  stood  for  some  minutes, 
with  a  reverence  whteh  i  am  qnlte  siere 
was  sincere  on  the  part  of  myself  and 
my  friend,  and  which  I  verfly  believe, 
the  painter,  at  tho  moment,  felt  as  mttch 
as  we  did." 

'  Southey's  life  and  labours  form  a 
chapter  of  English  literature,  which 
we  hope  yet  to  find  worthily  given  us. 
Himself  the  able  biographer  of  others, 
his  memoirs  will  inherently  possess  a 
degree  of  interest  hardly  surpassed  by 
those  of  Scott,  and  our  fond  desire 
would  bo,    that  ihey  may  fall   into 
equally  capable  hands.     The  poet,  hb- 
torian,  critic,  will  need  not  alone  the 
appreciating  friend,  who  can  paint  for 
us  the  less  noticed  phases  of  his  soul ; 
but  the  masterly  genius  who,  from  a 
fellowship    in    endowments,    will    be 
enabled  to  traverse  the  heights  and 
depths  through    which  his  thoughts 
could   wander.     Comparatively  easy 
it  may  be  to  trace  his  growth  in  men- 
tal stature,  from  the  youthful  errors  of 
"  Wat  Tyler'*  and"  Joan  of  Arc,"  to  the 
grandeur  of"  ThaIaba,*'or  his  fulness 
of  strength  in  the  "  Curse  of  Kehama*" 
But  we  shall  require  something  nxure 
than  the  mere  delineation  of  progress, 
and  naturally  ask  "  how  these  things 
were?"  in  the  hope  that  some  "  alter 
ego"  may  be  found  to  give  an  adequate 
reply.  The  mighty  Master,  who  has  so 
recently  been  taken  from  us,  has  left  the 
impress  of  his  genius  on  our  country's 
literature,  which,  unlike  himself,  can- 
not pass  away  ;  and  now  we  claim,  in 
the  discharge  of  a  holy  duty,  the  de- 
claration of  his  intellectual  history, 
that  contemporaneous  chroniclers  can 
alone  record.     We  have  no  fears  but 
that  it  will  be  attempted  ;   perhaps 
experience  would  suggest  far  different 
apprehensions,  lest   it  be  overdone. 
Silence  about  those  who  have  occu- 
pied high  positions  in  the  public  eye, 
is  not  usual,  nor  can  it  be  accouAled 
desirable ;  but  the  delicacy  of  reserve 
is  not  always  shown  in  these  things, 
and  feelings  of  indignant  sorrow  we 
have  often  experienced  in  reading  por- 
tions of  biography  that  never  should 
have  been  written.     Letters  and  other 
transcripts  of  secret  feeling,  are  un- 
bloshingly  set  forth  by  returrectwnist 
editors,  who  dare  not  employ  similar 
treachery  against  their  living  acquaint- 
ance    and     things,    which    common 
charity,   if  not   common   pro^ety. 
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would  have  consiened  to  everlasting 
silence*  are  ransacked  for  the  gratifi- 
cation of  a  morbid  public  appetite. 
Such  revelations  may»  perhaps^  be  jus- 
tifiable in  the  instance  of  a  Byron, 
whose  Letters  and  Journals  were  al- 
most avowedlj  written  for  afler-pub- 
lication ;  but  what  had  the  world  to 
do  with  the  private  epistles  of  a  Nel- 
Bon,  that  mad^  known  the  Delilah  of 
our  Samson,  and  proved  the  demi-god 
a  frail,  sinful  man  ?*  We  trust  Sou- 
they's  friends  will  use  their  own  dis- 
cretion, and  not  sin  against  the  De- 
parted by  violating  the  confidence  his 
trusting  heart  placed  in  them.  Not 
that  one  so  unblamable  in  word  and 
deed  as  he  was,  has  need  to  shrink 
from  the  severest  scrutiny,  but  that 
the  "  little  tendernesses"  of  home  and 
hearth  should  be  held  sacred,  and 
being  such,  should  be  delicately  han- 
dled, and  distantly  spoken  about.  The 
whole  course  of  a  biography  may  be 
gone  through  without  infringing  pro- 
priety, even  as  the  most  lire-like 
statue  can  be  raised  without  omitting 
the  loosely-falling  robes,  that  are  as 
ornamental  as  they  are  necessary. 

From  Keswick  we  follow  our  au- 
thor to  Derwentwater  and  its  poet- 
sung  islets ;  thence  to  Lodore  Water- 
fall and  Borrodale,  of  whose  yew-trees 
Wordsworth  has  largely  written.  We 
tread  his  footsteps  to  Egremont,  famed 
for  its  castle,  the  horn  of  which  none 
could  sound,  save  the  rightful  owner — 
a  circumstance,  which  detected  in  by- 
gone days  an  usurping  lord,  as  we  find 
written  by  the  same  bard ;  on  to  St. 
Bees  (founded  in  the  seventh  century 
by  St.  Bega,  a  holy  lady  of  Ireland, 
the  friend  and  contemporary  of  the 
great  Columbanus),  where  is  now  a 
fiourbhing  college  for  the  education 
of  ministers  for  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. Again^  we  proceed  in  his  com- 
pany, mentally,  if  not  physically,  to 
Buttermere:  visit  Scale  Force  and 
the  Druids*  Circle ;  at  Cockermouth 
we  call  to  mind  that  it  is  the  Rydal 
poet's  birthplace,  and  by  a  yet  ten- 


d^er  tie — the  burial-place  of  his 
dead ;  we  ascend  Blencathra  and  Skid- 
daw,  and  at  last  pause  with  him  at 
**  bonnie  Carlisle,"  the  point  of  hb  exit, 
as  Lancaster  had  been  of  hb  entrance 
upon  hb  "  summer  ramble." 

Carlble  affords  a  very  readable  con- 
cluding chapter,  in  which  Dr.  Mackay 
combines  the  poetical  city  of  King 
Arthur  and  hb  Round- Table  knights 
with  the  hbtorical  burgh  of  many  a 
bloody  feud,  and  toughly-fought  siege. 
He  quotes  largely  from  the  old  Binrder 
ballads,  in  illustration  of  the  former's 
knightly  deeds,  and  describes  at  some 
length,  the  sufferings  of  the  inhabi- 
tants during  the  wars  of  the  Roses* 
and  two  centuries  after,  when  the 
Young  Chevalier  made  his  impotent 
invasion  of  England,  and  the  town  was 
taken  and  retaken  within  six  weeks. 
But  here  we  pause,  commending  the 
book  to  the  courteous  consideration 
of  our  readers,  and  thanking  the  writer 
for  his  pleasing  addition  to  our  library. 
Once  or  twice  we  have  detected  him 
at  war  with  the  Queen's  English,  a 
fault  we  cannot  pardon  in  any,  whether 
friend  or  foe;  nor  let  our  author 
deem  us  fastidious,  or  that  the  imper- 
fection is  inmiaterial,  for  we  can  as- 
sure him  neither  b  the  case.  The 
work  b  copiously  illustrated,  and  the 
engravings  are  uniformly  excellent; 
a  tew,  however,  have  been  **  reduced*' 
so  much,  that  they  lose  considerably, 
as  well  in  effect  as  in  clearness,  and 
are  almost  painful  to  the  eye  to  con- 
template. We  would  suggest  to  Dr. 
Mackay,  in  the  event  of  a  second  edi- 
tion being  called  for,  that  he  remedy 
the  foregoing  blembhes,  and  make  an 
addition  of  a  travelling  map,  for  the 
tourbt's  benefit.  He  will  find  also, 
that  a  little  research  will  dbcover 
many  more  poetical  illustrations ;  and 
that  a  further  study  of  Wordswor^ 
will  enable  him  to  identify  several  of 
the  poet's  less  obvious  local  descrip- 
tions with  localities,  which  are  now, 
doubtless,  familiar  to  hb  eye  and  me- 
mory. 


•  We  do  not  allude  to  Sir  Harrb  Nicholas'  recent  volumes,  which  we  esteem 
an  invaluable  addition  to  our  Naval  History ;  bat  to  the  original  publication  of  Lady 
Hamilton's  letters. 
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LEAVES  PROM  THE  LITE  OP  PRINCE  TALLEYRAND. 


Ooiftratee  of  fiie  Msnliili  at  Poiitalnble«u— TaUeyrand  opposes  an  abdiaation  in  favonr  of  the  King  of 
Rome— Anxtety  of  Talleyrand — Interview  of  the  Bianhalg  with  the  Emperor  Alexander— Talleyrand  and 
Marahal  MacDonald — Pall  of  Napoleon— Endeavours  of  Talleyrand  to  secure  a  liberal  Constitution— His 
daaign  firastratad — Stnatna  ConsnltUM  recalling  the  Bourbons— Talleyrand  receives  publicly  the  Oount 
D* Artoia  on  his  entry  Into  Paria— His  address— Answer  to  it  written  by  Talleyrand— Louis  XVIIL  9X 
Compl^gne — Interview  with  the  Emperor  Alexander— Talleyrand  and  Louis  XVIII.  at  St.  Omer— Hos- 
tility of  ttie  Royalists  to  Talleyrand— Talleyrand  named  Minister  of  Foreign  Affisirs— Benefits  secured  to 
P!raiiee  by  his  negotiations— Goes  to  the  Congress  of  Vienna — Result  of  his  negotiations  there — Displeases 
U>e  Emperor  Alexander— Festivities  at  Vienna— Talleyrand's  Letters  to  Louis  XVIIL— Negotiations 
respecting  Murat— Return  of  Napoleon  from  Elba— Attacks  against  Talleyrand  for  his  public  conduct — 
Sefeaee  set  np  fbr  him— Talleyrand  and  Louis  XVIIL  at  Mens  after  the  battle  of  Waterloo— The  Duke 
of  Wellington's  opinion  of  Talleyrand — Fouch6  and  the  Duke  of  Wellington — Opposition  of  the  Emperor 
Alexander  to  Talleyrand — Cabinet  formed  by  Talleyrand — M.  Pasquler  and  Louis  XVHI. — Talleyrand 
■ad  M.  raaqaia— Prodamation  of  Cambrai— Louvre  stripped  of  iU  works  of  art— Remonstrances  of  Tal- 
leynuad — His  retirement  from  ofllce — His  last  interview  with  the  king— Is  named  Grand  Chamberlain — 
His  account  of  his  ceremonial  duties — His  speeches  in  the  Chamber  of  Peers — Events  preceding  the  revo- 
lution of  July — Gambling  on  the  Bourse — Day  of  the  29th  July — He  predicts  the  fall  of  the  Bourbons — 
Lioaia  Fhlllippe  hesitates  to  accept  the  crown— Consults  Talleyrand— Decides  to  accept,  and  Is  pro- 
rlaimed  king. 


The  first  explicit  declaration  in  fa- 
vour of  the  Bourbous  came  from  the 
Council  General  of  the  Seine.  This 
was  followed  hy  addresses  to  the  pro- 
visional government  from  all  the  con- 
stituted bodies,  such  as  the  Avocats, 
the  Cour  de  Cassation,  the  Council  of 
State,  &c.  In  all  these  there  were 
strong  expressions  hostile  to  Napo- 
leon, and  m  some  of  them  allusions, 
more  or  less  direct,  to  the  restoration 
of  the  ancient  line  of  kings. 

Notwithstanding  these  manifesta- 
tions favourable  to  the  project  advo- 
cated hj  Talleyrand,  tne  allied  so- 
vereigns had  still  a  vague  and  unde- 
fined norror  of  the  very  name  of  Na- 
poleon, nor  did  they  venture  to  give 
that  cordial  co-operation  to  the  party 
of  the  Kestoration  which  might  have 
been  expected.  Nf^leon  was  still 
surrounded  by  30,000  proved  troops, 
including  the  celebrated  Imperial 
Guard.  Besides  these,  the  corps 
commanded  by  Marmont  and  Mor- 
tier  amounted  to  20,000,  making  a 
total  of  50,000  fighting  men,  enthu- 
siastically devoted  to  their  leader, 
and  that  leader  incontestably  the 
greatest  captain  of  the  age.  Who 
could  tell  the  effect  of  a  levy  en  masses 
and  the  insurrection  of  the  Faubourgs? 
Besides,  might  not  a  junction  be  ef- 
fected with  Soult  and  Suchet  in  the 
south,  and  with  the  aid  of  Eugene  Beau- 
hamais  in  Italy,  the  re-appearance  of 
the  hero  of  Austerlitz,  at  the  head  of 
18P,000«  Was  far  from  being  impos- 
sible* 


To  parry  such  a  project,  emissaries 
were  sent  to  tamper  with  the  Imperial 
generals  and  the  proclamations  of  the 
provisional  government  were  scattered 
among  the  soldiers.  In  this  state  of 
things  the  Marshals  held  a  conference 
at  Fontainbleau,  and  some  being  in- 
fluenced by  a  sincere  opinion  or  the 
impossibility  of  effectual  resistance, 
and  others  shaken  in  their  fidelity  by 
the  emissaries  of  Talleyrand  and  the 
provisional  government,  it  was  re- 
solved to  endeavour  to  induce  the 
Emperor  to  abdicate  in  favour  of  his 
son.  It  is  well  known  that  this  step 
was  taken.  It  was  received  bjr  those 
who  were  then  regarded  as  leading  the 
public  opinion  differently.  Talleyrand 
and  his  colleagues  in  the  provisional 
government  opposed  it,  favouring  the 
restoration  of  the  Bourbons,  and 
Caulaincourt  and  the  Marshals  of  the 
army  advocated  it  with  a  regency 
under  Maria  Louisa.  The  Marshals, 
commissioned  by  Napoleon  to  notify 
his  abdication  to  the  allies,  arrived  in 
Paris  in  the  midst  of  the  greatest  dis- 
quietude and  apprehension,  as  well  on 
tne  part  of  the  population  as  on  that 
of  the  allies  themselves.  People 
doubted  the  result.  The  sudden  re- 
appearance of  Napoleon  was  con- 
stantly feared  by  some  and  hoped  by 
others.  Those  who  had  taken  the 
part  of  the  provisional  government 
wavered.  The  salons  of  M.  Talley- 
rand were  comparatively  deserted. 
The  looks  of  the  sovereigns  and  their 
generab  were  gloomy  and  serious^  and 
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little  fcaloulated  to  reassure  those  who 
had  hastily  committed  themselves  to 
the  Restoration. 

The  commissioners  of  the  Emperor 
preeented  themselves  to  Alexander. 
He  addressed  this  act  of  abdication  to 
the  allies,  without  alluding  either  to 
the  senate  or  the  legislative  body,  or 
to  any  of  the  constitut«l  authorities. 
The  anxiety  of  Talleyrand,  who  stood 
so  deeply  and  irretrievably  committed, 
during  this  interview,  can  easily  be 
conceived.  He  intercepted  the  Mar- 
shals in  the  ante-room  before  they 
communicated  with  the  Czar,  and 
showed  them  how  many  persons  would 
be  compromised  if  they  succeeded  in 
their  mission.  *•  You  will  ruin,**  said 
he,  **all  those  who  have  entered  this 
saloo.  Remember  that  Louis  XYIII. 
is  a  principle,  and  everything  else  is 
only  an  intrigue.'*  He  produced,  how- 
ever, no  effect.  The  Marshals  were 
faithful  to  their  mission,  and  unanimous 
for  a  Regency. 

It  was  one  in  the  morning  when  the 
deputation  was  received  by  Alexander. 
Marshal  McDonald  opened  the  con- 
ference. "We  have  full  powers,  so 
far  as  regards  the  array,  the  regency, 
and  France,"  said  he.  **  The  Em- 
peror Napoleon  has  expressly  lorbidden 
us  to  stipulate  for  himself  personally.** 
**  That  does  not  surprise  me,**  rephed 
Alexander,  pensively,  and  with  a 
countenance  full  of  admiration  for  the 
fallen  greatness  alluded  to.  **Your 
majesty,'*  continued  McDonald,  **will 
not  forget  your  old  friendship  for 
Napoleon.  The  military  glory  of 
France  ajso  merits  some  consideration. 
It  would  be  baseness  in  us  to  abandon 
the  race  of  him  who  has  so  often  led 
us  to  victory.  Your  majesty  will  not 
forget  the  declaration  of  the  allies, 
that  they  did  not  invade  France  with 
the  intention  of  imposing  a  govem- 
ment  upon  her,'*  Marshal  Ney  and 
M.  Caulaincourt  supported  the  propo- 
sals of  McDonald,  and  the  latter  espe- 
cially availed  himself  of  the  confidence 
which  he  had  formerly  enjoyed  with 
the  Czar,  to  urge  the  mterests  of  the 
family  of  Napoleon. 

The  eloquence  and  military  frank- 
ness of  the  Marshals  had  shaken 
Alexander,  who  had  besides  a  linger- 
ing spark  of  his  old  regard  for  Napo- 
leon still  unextinguished.  Talleyrand 
had  arranged  Uwit  General  De^soUe 
should  take  up  the  other  side  of  the 
question,    *' Xour  majesty,'*  said  her  . 


'*  must  consider  how  many  peT^QMri 
relying  upon  your  word,  have  already-' 
been  compromised  in  this  mi^lt€^i 
The  pledge  given  by  yonr  xaBiesty^  tQ, 
treat  henceforward  ^either  vithNapow 
leon  nor  any  of  his  family,  has  operat^ 
upon  them,  and  governed  their  copr, 
duct.  Your  majesty  ought  to  remem-r 
ber  that  the  Regency  will  be  only  th6r 
reign  of  Napoleon  continued*"  Tha 
embarrassment  of  liie  Czar  was  ex!-- 
treme,  and  he  only  escaped  from  it  b^yr 
the  subterfuge,  ihiat  he  was  not  acting 
alone,  and  must  consult  the  King  (^ 
Prussia.  He  told  the  deputation  ikfiAs 
in  a  few  hours  they  should  receive  hiB; 
answer.  ,,    »,, 

The  Marshals  left  the  Czar^  oad. 
waited  in  the  antechamber,  where  th^i 
entered  into  a  lively  idtercatioa  wiAt 
the  supporters  of  the  provisional  go-i 
vernment,  accompanied  by  loud  words,; 
Talleyrand,  who  had  remained  wittk 
Alexander,  came  out  and  said —      .  , 

*'  Messieurs,  if  you  wish  to  dispUftc^ 
pray  descend  to  my  apartment ;  yott 
are  \u  the  antechamber  of  the  EmperoTv 
of  Russia."  ,    ,, 

"That  will  be  useless,"  repUeft 
McDonald  ;  **  my  comrades  and  A 
are  determined  not  to  acknowledgei 
the  provisional  government." 

M.  Talleyrand  and  other  membera 
of  the  provisional  government  then, 
returned  to  Alexander,  and  resorted 
to  every  means  of  persuasion  to  decide 
him  against  the  propositiona  of  the 
deputation. 

In  fine,  a  reply  was  given,  through 
Talleyrand,  to  the  envoys  of  Nap(^ 
leon,  that  nothing  woiUd  be  accepted 
by  the  allies  but  unconditional  sbdir 
cation,  and  the  well-known  treaty  of 
Fontainbleau  was  si^ed  ou  the  1 1  th 
April  by  Marshal  Ney  and  M.  Cau- 
laincourt on  the  part  of  Napoleon,  luid 
MM.  de  Mettemich,  Stadion,  Neseel-^ 
rode,  and  Castlereagh,  on  behalf  of 
the  allied  powers.  Napole<Hi  thus  be« 
came  sovereign  of  Elba,  whither  he 
was  accompanied  by  four  hundred, 
men  of  his  guard.  .  t 

In  all  the  proceedings  taken  b>l 
Talleyrand  to  produce  the  recall  oi^ 
the  Bourbons  to  the  throne  of  Fraooe^ 
his  great  object  was  to  couple  iheir^ 
return  with  conditions  which  should' 
secure  to  the  nation  a  liberal  ooastitu-* 
tion.  Of  this  he  never  "i^ot  a  mometit 
lost  sights  la  hm  negotiations  !vith 
the  alhed  sovereigns  ^i  tibeir  ageat^, 
in  his  discussions  with  ikQ  leadii^ 
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nv^lyetft  of  thei  senate  and  legislative 
bb<ln  and  in  his  correspondence  with 
^  Bourbons  themselves,  this  was  the 
nromnient  Mea.    The  means  by  which 
ne  meant  to  secure  the  attainment  of 
this  object  were,  first,  to  render  the 
retnrn  of  the  Bourbons  the  conse- 
mjence  not  of  any  hereditary  claim  or 
right  pre-existing,  but  of  the  free  and 
^ntaneous  inritation  of  the  French 
people,   speaking  through  the  consti- 
tuted authorities,  especially  the  senate 
and  <he  legislative  body  ;  and  second- 
Ir,  that  this  invitation  should  be  ac- 
eomponied  by  the  draft  of  a  constitu- 
tion prepared  by  the  senate,  and  to 
be  accepted  by  the  sovereign   thus 
dflilled  to  the  throne  by  the  voice  of 
the  nation.     This  design  was  frus- 
IKPated.     So  long  as  any  doubt  re- 
mained as  to  the  fate  of  Napoleon  and 
his  family,   all  objection  to  Talley- 
rand's  project  was  suppressed.    But 
the  moment  the  unconditional  abdica* 
tioo  of  the  Emperor  was  extorted,  and 
Ae  declaration  of  the  allies  i^ainst 
tlie  snccession  of  his  family  was  •pro- 
mulgated, opposition  to  Tallevrand's 
l^lan  of  a  constitution  showed  itself 
^en  in  the  provisional  government 
itself.     The  AbbS  de  Montesquieu, 
one  of  the  members  of  that  govern- 
ment, declared  against  the  principle 
of  inviting  Louis  Stanislaus  Xavier  to 
liie  throne,  and  proposed  that  Louis 
XVJiL  should  be  at  once  and  uncon- 
ditionally  acknowledged  as  the  legiti- 
mate Kingof  France,  as  the  successor 
of  Lonis  aVII.,  whose  right  would 
thus  be  also  implicitly  admitted.     In 
a  word,  the  proposition  of  M.  de  Mon- 
tesquiou  tacitly  effaced  all  that  had 
been  done  in  Franco  since  the  fall  of 
Louis  XVI.     It  became  evident,  in 
the  debates  to  which  this  proposition 
of  the  ultra-royalist  party  gave  rise, 
^st  the  complete  realization  of  the 
design  of  Talleyrand  was  no  longer  to 
be  hoped  for.     In  this  situation  of  af- 
files, Talleyrand  saw  that  the  best  he 
could   effect   for   the    country    was 
to   make    a   compromise    with     the 
l^timist  party,  giving  them  his  sup- 
^ri^  and  obtaining  from  them  in  re- 
turn stich  concessions  in  favour  of  po- 
pMt  rights  as  they  could  be  induced 
to  consent  to.   After  much  discussion, 
n  ^ikatm  c^nsi^itimi  was  drawn  up  con. 
jbin«ly  by  Talleyrand  and  the  Abbe 
dy-MoQtesquiou  on  the  6th  A]>ril,  and 
pWMrulgated  tlie  next  day,  including 
tb»  Ifollowkig  heads  :^ 


*'  1.  The  free  invitation  of  the  Bour- 
bons to  the  throne  of  France,  by  the 
French  people. 

**  2.  The  recognition  of  the  ancient  oo- 
blesse,  and  the  cootinoance  of  the  impe- 
rial noblesse. 

"3.  The  maintenance  of  the  Lt^gion 
of  Honour. 

"4.  King,  senate,  legislative  body, 
to  concur  in  making  laws. 

"5.  Legislative  body  to  be  elective, 
to  have  freedom  of  discussion,  and  pub- 
lic debates. 

«•  6.  Taxes  to  be  equitable,  and  grant- 
ed only  for  a  year. 

**  7.  Independence  of  the  TribTmals. 

**  8.  Military  ranks,  honours,  and  pen* 
sions  to  be  preser  ved. 

*'  9.  Freedom  of  conscience  and  liber- 
ty of  the  press." 

The  king  was  to  be  proclaimed  as 
soon  as  he  should  have  sworn  to  and 
signed  a  constitution  conformable  to 
this  programme. 

Between  the  date  of  the  publication 
of  this  act  of  the  senate,  and  the  entry 
of  the  Count  D'Artois  into  Paris — an 
interval  of  less  than  a  week,  much  dis- 
putation  prevailed,  and  many  bitter 
sarcasms  were  interchanged,  between 
the  royalists,  imperialists,  and  repub- 
licans,. Nothing  but  the  greatest  cau- 
tion and  prudence  on  the  part  of  M. 
TallejTana  could  have  prevented  a 
fatal  collision  of  parties,  which  would 
either  have  compromised  the  cause  of 
the  Restoration,  or  utterly  destroyed 
all  hopes  of  obtaining  any  form  of  con- 
stitutional government.  The  Count 
D'Artois,  when  he  entered  France,  as- 
sumed the  title  of  Lieutcnant-Gcnoral 
of  the  Kingdom.  This  title  the  Se- 
nate  refused  to  acknowledge ;  and 
when  his  intended  entrance  into  Paris 
was  announced,  the  Senators  refused  to 
meet  him,  or  accompany  him  to  the 
palace. 

The  provisional  government,  with 
Talleyrand  at  its  head,  however,  met 
his  Ro\nal  Highness  at  the  Barrier, 
where  Talleyrand  addressed  him  in 
these  words : — "  Monseigneur,  our  fe- 
licity will  be  perfect,  if  your  Royal 
Highness  will  accept,  with  that  divine 
goodness  which  distinguishes  your  au- 
gast  house,  the  homage  of  our  devo« 
tion."  The  prince,  not  possessed  of 
presence  of  mind  or  command  of  lan- 
guage, stammered  out  some  incoherent 
and  unintelligible  reply  ;  but  in  the 
course  of  the  evening  the  following 
answer  was  written  ^r  him  by  Tal! 
ley  rand,  and,  with  his  consent  and  ap- 
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probation  inserted  in  the  Monitew  of 
the  following  day :— « *  Messieurs,  mem- 
bers  of  the  provisional  government,  I 
thank  you  for  all  the  good  that  you 
have  done  for  our  country.  Let  there 
be  no  longer  anv  division  among  us. 
Let  peace  and  France  be  the  cry.  I 
revisit  my  country,  and  find  nothing 
changed  by  my  presence,  except  that 
there  is  one  Frenchman  more." 

Talleyrand  observing  ihe  injurious 
appearances  produced  by  the  marked 
absence  of  the  senators  from  these  cere- 
monies, endeavoured  to  impress  on  the 
Count  D'Artois  the  importance  of  his 
coming  to  a  good  understanding  with 
them.  After  much  negociation  it  was 
at  length  arranged,  that  the  Senate— 
rejectmg  as  it  did  the  right  of  the 
prince  to  the  title  of  Lieutenant-Gene- 
ral  of  the  Kingdom,  by  the  appointment 
of  his  brother,  who  had  not  yet  himself 


had  an  opportunity  of  complying  with 
the  conditions  on  which  the  throne 
was  offered  to  him — should  itself  nomi- 
nate the  Count  D'Artois  to  the  Lieu- 
tenant- Generalship.  This  was  accord- 
ingly done,  apd  a  deputation  from  the 
Senate  was  afterwards  presented  to  the 
prince  by  M.  Talleyrand,  who  read  an 
address  on  the  occasion. 

The  answer  to  this  address,  as  usual, 
was  prepared  by  Talleyrand,  and  read 

as  followsby  the  Count  D'Artois : **  I 

thank  you,  in  the  name  of  the  king, 
my  brother,  for  the  share  you  have 
taken  in  the  return  of  our  legitimate 
sovereign,  and  for  having  thus  ensured 
the  happiness  of  France,  for  which  the 
king  and  his  family  are  ready  to  shed 
their  blood.  We  must  have  hencefor- 
ward but  one  thought.  The  past  must 
be  forgotten.  We  must  be  for  the 
future  united  as  brothers.  While  I 
hold  in  my  hands  the  government, 
which  I  trust  will  not  be  a  long  pe- 
riod, I  will  use  all  the  means  in  my 
power  to  promote  the  public  good." 

The  Count  D'Artois  was  now  at  the 
head  of  the  government. 

In  the  interval  between  the  nomina- 
tion of  the  CountD'Artois  to  the  Lieute- 
nant-Generalship of  the  kingdom  by  the 
Senate,  and  the  arrival  of  Louis  Xv  III. 
at  Compiegne,  Talleyrand  saw  all  the 
difficultj  he  still  had  to  encounter  in 
order  to  secure  to  the  French  nation 
a  free  constitution  under  the  restored 
dynasty.  The  ultra- Royalists -had  be- 
come more  bold,  and  the  doctrines  of 
Divine  Right,  Monarchy  by  the  grace 
of  God,  and  the  continuous  reigns  of 


Louis  XVIL  and  Louis  XVIIL,  not- 
withstanding  the  events  of  the  Revo- 
lution,  the  Consulate,  and  the  Empire, 
were  boldly  and  loudly  prochiimed. 
The  Count  D'Artois  was  careful  not 
even,  indirectly  or  incidentally,  to  say  or 
do  any  thin^  which  could  compromiae 
these  principles,  and  Talleyrand  did 
not  press  the  prince  on  these  points, 
prudently  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
recalled  sovereign,  with  whom  he  never 
ceased  to  correspond,  from  whom  he 
had  directly  received  full  powers,  and 
of  whose  more  enlightened  understand- 
ing and  more  liberal  dispositions  he 
was  cognizant. 

In  fine,  Louis  arrived  at  Compiegne. 
Talleyrand,  well  aware  of  t^e  sinister 
influence  likely  to  be  exercised  on  him 
by  the  ultra-Legitimist  party,  and  the 
emigrants,  whose  devotion  to  the  doc- 
trines of  the  old  monarchy  neither 
exile  nor  misfbrtune  had  shaken,  had 
so  managed  that  the  Emperor  Alex- 
ander, persuaded  that  he  had  pledged 
himself  publicly  that  the  French  peo- 
ple *ould  have  free  institutions,  went 
to  Compile,  where  he  had  a  long 
personal  conference  with  the  King,  in 
which  he  is  reported  to  have  said  to 
him — ♦«  I  have  promised  to  France  in 
your  Majesty's  name  a  free  constitu- 
tion.    There  must  be  two  Chambers, 
and  a  free  press.     I  intend  to  gr^int 
the  same  institutions  myself  to  Poland. 
Your    Majesty's    enlightened    under* 
standing  assures  me  that  you  will  mak« 
this  concession." 

The  principles  of  the  constitution 
were  then  settied  by  the  two  sove- 
reigns, and  it  was  agreed  that  they 
should  be  incorporated  in  a  charter  to 
be  granted  by   Louis  XVI 1 1,  to  the 
French  people.     It  is  but  justice  to 
the  memory  of  Talleyrand  to  record, 
that  he  struggled  to  the  last  against 
this  mode  of  accomplishing  the  object. 
He  persisted  with  more  than  custo- 
mary pertinacity  in  the  idea  that  the 
constitution  ought  to  emanate  from 
the  nation,  and  be  accepted  by  the 
King,  instead  of  emanating  from  the 
King,  and  being  accepted  by  the  na- 
tion.    He  argued  that  even  prudence 
would  dictate  such  a  course,  since  it 
would  give  a  more  secure  guarantee 
for  the  future.     The  King,  however, 
opposed  this  with  an  obstinacy  to  be 
ascribed  more  to  the  prejudices  of  his 
education,  and  the  counsels  of  those 
around  him,  than  to  the  unbiassed  ex- 
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ercise  of  his  judgment.  When  pressed 
bj  Tallejrandf  who  demonstrated  the 
adFantages  which  would  attend  the 
simple  acceptance  of  the  constitution 
proposed  by  the  Senate,  the  King, 
unable  to  refute  his  arguments^  jet 
determined  not  to  yields  said — **  Si 
j'acceptais  cette  constitution^  yous  se- 
ries as8is>  M.  de  Talleyrand  et  je  se- 
rais debout." 

No  fitting  occasion  was>  however^ 
omitted  hy  TaUeyrand  to  remind  the 
King  of  the  condition  of  his  restora- 
tion. Thus,  when  the  Senate  were 
reeeived  at  St.  Omer,  before  the  public 
entry  of  Louis  into  Paris,  Tallevrand, 
as  faresident,  addressed  him  as  follows : 
«<  Sire— The  return  of  your  Majesty 
restores  to  France  its  natural  govern- 
ment, and  gives  all  the  necessary  secu- 
rities for  the  repose  of  the  country, 
and  the  tranquillity  of  Europe.  The 
Senate,  profoundly  moved,  happy  to 
mingle  its  sentiments  with  those  of  the 
French  people,  comes  to  lay  at  the  foot 
of  the  throne  the  testimony  of  its  love 
and  respect.  A  constitutional  charter 
wiU  re-unite  all  interests  to  those  of 
the  throne,  and  will  strengthen  the 
highest  power  by  the  coBcurrenoe  of 
all  inferior  powers.  You,  Sire,  know 
still  better  than  we,  that  liberal  insti- 
tutions, so  well  tested  with  a  neigh- 
bouring people,  give  to  sovereigns  who 
are  iriends  of  the  laws  and  fathers  of 
their  people,  support,  and  not  obstruc- 
tion. Yes,  Sire,  the  nation  and  the 
Senate,  filled  with  confidence  in  the 
wisdom  and  magnanimity  of  your  Ma- 
jesty, desire,  as  you  do,  that  France 
shall  be  free,  in  order  that  her  sove- 
reign may  be  powerful." 

Louis  XVIIL  was  at  length  reseated 
on  the  throne  of  his  ancestors.  He 
wai  no  sooner  there  than,  surrounded 
by  the  intrigues  of  the  incurable  cote- 
rie of  Royalists  who  were  countenanced 
and  urged  on  by  his  brother,  the  Count 
D'Artois,  he  was  impelled,  by  every 
persuasion  and  suggestion,  to  adopt  a 
policy  of  re-action,  in  which  the  most 
CQDS[Mcuous  absurdity  would  have  been 
an  utter  oblivion  of  the  history  of  Eu- 
rope from  1792  to  1814,  and  the  most 
revdtmg  baseness,  the  utter  desertion 
and  rejection  of  those  by  whose  ability 
he  recovered  his  crown.  These  in- 
trigues were,  at  least  in  part,  frustrated 
by  the  combined  efforts  of  Mons.  de 
Talleyrand  and  de  Biacas. 

The  ultra- Royalists  would   gladly 


have  rid  the  court  of  M.  de  Talleyrand, 
when  the  restoration  had  once  been 
accomplished  by  the  aid  of  his  great 
abilities.  The  Emperor  Alexander 
foresaw  and  feared  these  tendencies. 
The  eminent  services  of  Talleyrand 
were,  however,  too  conspicuous  to 
render  his  exclusion  from  the  first 
cabinet  of  the  restoration  expedient, 
or  even  safe.  Such  an  act  of  base  in- 
gratitude wo«Id  not  only  have  given 
disgust  in  France,  but  even  to  the 
allied  courts  themselves.  Yet  it  must 
be  admitted,  that  notwithstanding  all 
that  the  King  owed  him,  Louis  XVIIL 
did  not  regard  him  with  a  firiendly  eye. 
Having  no  confidence  in  his  integrity, 
he  could  not  forget  the  share  he  had 
in  the  Revolution.  The  official  de- 
cision which  characterised  the  manners 
of  Talleyrand — those  forms  by  which 
he  was  able  to  impose  his  opinion,  ra- 
ther than  tender  his  advice,  notwith- 
standing the  elegance  and  refinement 
•with  which  all  this  was  covered,  dis- 
pleased the  King,  who  desired  to  have 
at  least  the  semblance  of  acting  for 
himself.  At  length,  however,  and  not 
without  much  reluctance  and  some 
hesitation,  the  Portfolio  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  always  esteemed  the  highest 
in  the  cabinet  of  the  Tuilleries,  was 
offered  by  Louis  to  Talleyrand,  and 
accepted. 

Besides  the  advantages  secured  to 
the  French  nation  bv  the  charter,  the 
country  owes  to  Talleyrand  important 
benefits  obtained  in  the  negociations 
carried  on  soon  afterwards  for  the 
territorial  arrangement  of  France. 
The  great  powers,  after  the  defeat  of 
the  French  at  Champanbert,  Chateau- 
Thierry,  Montmirail,  and  Montcreau, 
refused  to  treat  with  Napoleon  on  any 
other  basis  than  that  of  the  ancient 
limits  of  the  kingdom,  that  is  to  say, 
those  of  1792.  They  now  declined  to 
negociate  on  any  other  terms.  Never- 
theless, Talleyrand  obtained  from  them 
the  preservation  of  Avignon,  and  the 
Comtat  Venaissin,  the  county  of  Mont- 
belliard,  the  department  of  Mont 
Blanc,  composed  of  a  part  of  the  Sa- 
voy, and  considerable  annexations  ,to 
departments  of  the  Ain,  the  Lower 
Rhine,  the  Ardennes,  and  the  Mos- 
selle.  He  also  induced  them  to  res- 
pect those  monuments  of  the  arts 
which  were  the  fruits  of  the  latest 
victories  of  the  French  arms.  He 
may  be  fairly  admitted  to  have  effected 
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an  able  and  advantageous  arranfferoent, 
wfaen  it  is  consider^,  that  while  peace 
was  established  in  Europe^  the  terri- 
tory  of  Prance  was  evacuated  by  the 
invading  armies^  and  her  independence 
seenred ;  the  partisans  of  the  Bour- 
bona  saw  their  monarchy  re-esta- 
blishedy  the  defenders  of  the  Empire 
saw  their  interests  preserved,  and  their 
rights  respected,  and  the  party  of  the 
Revolution  saw  its  chief  results  main- 
tained, and  its  principles  acknow- 
ledged. Such  were  the  results  of 
the  negotiations  of  M.  Talleyrand  at 
Paris. 

After  he  had  been  nominated  to  the 
ministry  of  Foreign  Affairs,  he  went 
in  person,  as  plenipotentiary  of  France, 
to  the  congress  of  Vienna,  where  the 
territorial  arrangement  of  the  remain- 
der of  Europe  was  to  be  decided  on. 
Arrived  there  later  than  the  repre- 
sentatives  of  the  other  powers,  he 
found  the  congress  about  to  pronounce 
on  the  general  distribution  of  territory,* 
and  to  appropriate,  at  their  pleasure, 
the  spoils  of  the  Empire,  without  re- 
ference either  to  the  wishes  or  the  in- 
terests of  France.  The  representa- 
tive of  a  conquered  state,  and  a  feeble 
ffovernment,  he  was  not  in  a  condition 
favorable  to  the  exercise  of  any  in> 
flnence  which  could  disturb  the  unani- 
mity of  the  great  powers,  or  gain  for  his 
country  that  position  and  considera- 
tion of  which  her  disasters  had  deprived 
her.  The  strength  which  he  did  not 
derive  from  his  government,  he  never- 
theless drew  from  his  own  eminent 
abilities,  and  the  vast  resources  of  his 
clear  understanding. 

Like  all  expert  diplomatists,  he  va- 
ried his  means  with  the  circum- 
stances in  which  he  found  himself 
placed,  and  the  parties  with  whom  he 
was  to  negotiate.  The  reign  of  force 
had  now  ceased ;  the  abuses  of  con- 
quest brought  that  term  into  disre- 
pute. Reason,  justice,  principle,  were 
the  leading  ideas.  Talleyrand,  there- 
fore, presented  himself  to  the  Con- 
gress, prepared  to  extort  from  it  the 
admission  of  a  broad  principle,  which 
he  depended  on  his  own  ability  to 
render  fertile  of  after-consequences 
beneficial  to  France.  This  principle 
was  that  of  legitimacy  as  opposed  to 
conquest.  He  insisted  on  the  acknow- 
ledgment of  all  those  rights  which 
sprang  out  of  the  past,  in  opposition 
to  claims  founded  exclusively  on  vic- 


tory. The  partition  of  terrilory  1m 
contended  must  be  effected  om  thia 
principle,  and  not  on  the  mere  power 
of  armies. 

When  he  arrived,  four  Europeaa 
powers  only  were  represented  in  the 
Congress — Russia,  Prussia,  Austria, 
and  England.  He  succeeded  ia  aug- 
menting the  number  by  the  addition 
of  France,  Spain,  Portugal,  and  Swa* 
den,  thus  diminishing  the  prepon- 
derance of  the  great  powers  by  the 
counterpoise  of  several  lesser  states. 
He  found  that  several  important  ter- 
ritorial arrangements  were  on  the 
point  of  being  adopted  at  the  noomeBl 
he  joined  the  Congress.  Thus  it  was 
agreed  to  recognise  Germany  as  an 
independent  federative  body,  to  res- 
tore to  Switzerland  its  andent  form, 
and  acknowledge  its  indepeodenoe. 
Belgium,  united  with  Holland,  was  to 
be  erected  into  the  kingdom  of  the 
Netherlands,  under  the  Prince  of 
Orange ;  Austria  was  to  have  Nor- 
thern Italy,  and  to  extend  her  influ- 
ence over  the  central  Italian  states, 
in  the  persons  of  her  archdukes*  and 
archduchesses;  Sardinia  was  to  re- 
ceive Gen<&;  Sweden  was  to  get 
Norway,  and  England  to  retain  those 
maritime  places  in  different  parts 
of  the  globe  which  best  accorded 
with  her  commercial  and  national  in- 
terests. 

The  questions  respecting  Saxony 
and  the  Grand  Duchy  of  Warsaw, 
were  still  undecided,  rrussia,  which 
had  gained  accessions  on  both  banks 
of  the  Rhine,  claimed  the  former*  and 
Russia,  which  had  constantly  been  ex- 
tending her  territory  during  the  wars 
of  the  Revolution  and  the  Empire* 
demanded  the  latter,  the  population 
of  which  amounted  to  four  millions, 
which  the  Czar  designed  to  erect  into 
the  kingdom  of  Poland,  with  an  inde- 
pendent constitution.  Austria,  without 
hesitation,  bad  surrendered  Poland* 
but  had  scruples  about  Saxony,  while 
England,  willingly  enough*  abandooad 
Saxony,  but  objected  to  the  aggran- 
disement of  Russia  at  the  expense  of 
Poland. 

Talleyrand,  seeing  this  state  of 
things  on  his  arrival  at  Vienna*  soon 
succeeded,  by  adroit  suggestions,  in 
converting  what  were  as  yet  only 
hesitations  on  the  part  of  England 
and  Austria  into  positive  refusals,  and 
out  of  those  refusals  arose  dissensions 
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litWMB'fhe  great  powers,  which  were 
6omb»ed  only  by  fear,  while,  in  reali- 
^,  A«y  -were  opposed  by  interest. 
Appealing  to  the  principle  of  legiti- 
nicy,  he  sought  to  re-establish  Ferdi- 
ond  I.  on  the  throne  of  Naples,  and 
to  protect  the  territory  of  the  King  of 
Stxofty,  the  only  German  Prince  who, 
bring  strengthened  by  Napoleon,  had 
renained  faithful  to  France,  and  who, 
mortoTer,  was  related,  by  the  ties  of 
Wood,  to  the  House  of  Bourbon.  M. 
TaBeyrand  declared  that  he  could  ne- 
let  consent  that  the  King  of  Saxony 
ibetild  be  stripped  of  all  his  states  by 
Pratsia ;  and  that  Russia,  by  gaining 
tito  Grand  Duchy  of  Warsaw,  should 
posh  her  frontiers  to  the  Oder,  and 
thus  menace,  by  her  preponderance, 
the  rest  of  Europe.  The  Emperor 
Alexander  vainly  endeavoured  to  bring 
Ikm  over  to  his  own  views,  by  calling  to 
his  recollection  all  that  he,  the  Czar, 
bad  accomplished  for  France  by  his 
iaflaence  over  Louis  XVIII.,  and  by 
threatening  him  ^ith  what  he  might 
itill  be  enabled  to  accomplish.  Find- 
ing him,  however,  immovable,  the  em- 
peror observed,  with  some  petulancy, 
"Talleyrand  is  playing  here  the  minis- 
tw  of  Louis  XIV." 

In  fine,  the  influence  exercised  "by 
Talleyrand  was  such,  that  Prussia,  at 
length,  in  order  to  gain  Saxony,  of- 
fered to  cede  to  Saxony  all  the  territory 
lying  between  the  Sarre,  the  Meuse, 
the  Moselle,  and  the  left  bank  of  the 
RMne,  which  was  to  have  been  given 
her  as  a  compensation,  but  which 
pQsbtd  her  frontiers,  in  that  direc- 
tion, too  far  from  her  centre.  M. 
de  Talleyrand,  however,  declined  to 
aceept  this  proposition,  preferring  to 
maintain  the  King  of  Saxony  with  a  di- 
miaished  territory,  to  establish  him  on 
the  left  bank  of  the  Rhine.  This 
has  been  considered  as  a  serious  error 
on  the  part  of  the  great  diplomatist. 
While  the  King  of  the  Netherlands 
held  Be^^m,  Bavaria,  Spandon,  the 
Gerouuifo  Confederation,  Mayence,  and 
Laxemfeourg,  it  b  contended  that  it 
woldd  kftve  been  more  prudent    to 

^  between  the  Sarre  and  the 
,  M  a  few  days'  march  from 
Pafflsy  a  nMil  state  than  a  great  one — 
a  sovereign  inofilmsive  from  his  weak- 
ness, than  a  power  of  the  first  order. 
WonUl  it  not  have  been  wiser,  it  has 
been  aaked^  to  have  thrown  Prussia 
on  the  Attdu  of  Bohemia,  than  upon 
Ae  frontier  of  France?  Would  it 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  175. 


not  have  been  better  to  hava  created 
more  rivalry  between  that  power  and 
Austria,  by  multiplying  their  poinla 
of  contact  in  Germany^  and  by  remov-* 
ing  her  further  from  France,  to  have 
afK)rded  increased  facilities  for  a  futare 
alliance. 

To  all  this,  it  is  answered,  however, 
that  Talleyrand  really  effected  more  by 
the  course  of  negotiation  which  he 
pursued.  He  succeeded,  as  is  admit- 
ted, in  sowing  division  between  the 
allied  powers,  and  brought  Austria 
and  England  to  the  joint  determina^ 
tion  to  repulse  the  pretensions  of  Rus- 
sia and  Prussia,  even  by  force  of  arms* 
if  that  extreme  measure  should  be  ne- 
cessary. He  signed,  with  Lord  Cas- 
tlereagh  on  the  part  of  England,  and 
Prince  Mctternich  on  the. part  of 
Austria,  on  the  5th  January,  1815,  a 
secret  treaty  of  alliance,  in  which  the 
eventuality  of  a  war  with  the  other 
powers  was  contemplated,  and  he  had 
obliged,  by  his  pertinacity,  Prussia  to 
limit  her  claims  to  a  third  of  Saxony, 
and  Russia  to  give  up  a  part  of  the 
gp*and  duchy  of  Warsaw. 

The  policy  of  M.  Talleyrand  wa8» 
by  establishing  an  alliance  within  an 
alliance,  to  separate  permanently  Aus- 
tria and  England  from  Russia  and 
Prussia,  and  to  restore  to  France  her 
political  importance,  by  augmenting 
her  influence  in  proportion  as  he  suc- 
ceeded in  breaking  up  the  coalition 
of  the  four  great  powers.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  accomplishing  this,  when 
all  his  projects  were  scattered  to  the 
wind,  and  Europe,  filled  with  amaze- 
ment and  alarm  by  the  arrival  of  the 
intelligence  of  the  landing  of  Napoleon 
at  Frejus,  and  his  rapid  march  on  the 
French  capital.  The  moment  this  was 
announced  in  Vienna,  the  sovereigns 
and  their  representatives  assembled ; 
all  division  disappeared,  absolute  una- 
nimity was  restored,  and  Napoleon  was 
denounced  as  under  the  ban  of  all  Eu- 
rope. 

The  session  of  the  Congress  was  a 
period  of  universal  festivity  at  Vienna. 
Scenes  of  such  magnificence  and  splen- 
dour had  never  before  been  witnessed 
in  the  capital  of  the  Germanic  empire. 
The  theatrical  performances,  the 
masked  balls,  at  which  crowned  heads 
mingled  indiscriminately  with  the 
crowd — laying  aside  for  a  moment  the 
ceremonial  restraints  which  separate 
sovereigns  from  the  herd  of  mankind — 
the  singularity  of  the  costumes,  and 
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the  variety  of  manners^  created  at  Vi- 
enna a  species  of  enchantment.  It  was 
on  this  occasion  that  the  Prince 
de  Ligne  uttered  the  well  known  mot-^ 
'*the  Congress  dances  but  doesn't 
walk."  During  these  festivities^  Tal- 
leyrand maintained  a  constant  corres- 
pondence with  Louis  XVIlI.y  and 
often  gratified  the  love  of  anecdote 
and  personal  gossip  which  distinguish- 
ed that  monarch,  by  passing  before 
him  in  review,  all  the  political  person- 
ages who  figured  in  these  scenesi  and 
narrating  the  gallantries  of  the  masked 
balls.  In  one  of  these  secret  de- 
spatches, designed  only  for  the  royal 
eye,  the  diplomate  describes,  with  in- 
finite humour,  the  mysticism  of  the 
Emperor  Alexander  on  his  knees  in 
the  cabinet  of  Madame  Krudener,  the 
bonnes  fortunes  of  M.  Metternich,  and 
the  amours  of  Lord  Castlereagh.  At 
one  of  the  most  brilliant  of  these  balls, 
he  describes  the  King  of  Prussia  al- 
lured from  room  to  room  by  a  black 
domino ;  the  Emperor  of  Austria  ifi 
an  Hungarian  costume,  with  a  flowing 
pellisse  ;  King  Maximilian  of  Bavaria 
m  the  uniform  of  a  colonel,  which  he 
wore  with  distinction  in  the  service  of 
Napoleon.  The  colossal  figure  of  the 
King  of  Wurtemberg  was  ill-disguised 
in  a  domino  resplendant  with  gold  ; 
bis  Majesty  was  flirting  with  the 
Duchess  of  Oldenberg,  the  sister  of 
the  Emperor  Alexander,  who  was  dia. 
guised  as  a  grisette.  The  King  of 
Denmark  and  Prince  Metternich  chat, 
ted  in  the  embrasure  of  a  window, 
wrapped  in  magnificent  dominos.  But 
it  was  Eugene  Beauhamois  that  more 
especially  fixed  Talleyrand's  attention, 
who  employed  special  agents  to  watch 
and  report  his  movements.  The  ear- 
nest and  frequent  conferences  during 
the  evening,  between  him  and  the  Em- 
peror Alexander,  were  a  source  of 
lively  disquietude  to  the  plenipotenti- 
ary of  Louis,  and  were  duly  reported 
by  him  to  his  sovereign. 

Talleyrand  said  nothing  about  his 
own  costume  on  these  occasions,  which 
drew  from  Louis  XVIII.,  the  sar- 
casm— "  M.  de  Talleyrand  n'a  oublie 
qu'une  seule  chose,  c'est  de  nous  fairS 
savoir  quel  etait  son  costume  a  lui,  car 
il  en  a  de  rechange."* 

Murat  had  still  contrived  to  occupy 
the  throne  of  Naples,  and,  in  fact,  had 


representatives  at  the  Congress.  Tal- 
leyrand directed  all  the  efforts  of  his 
genius  to  bring  the  allied  sovereigns  to 
a  determination  to  restore  the  Bour- 
bon family,  and  depose  the  brother-in- 
law  of  Napoleon.  With  this  view,  he 
had  a  long  secret  conference  with  the 
Emperor  Alexander,  which,  though 
long  denied,  has  now  ceased  to  be  dis- 
puted. In  this  conversation,  Tall^- 
rand  earnestly  entreated  the  Czar  to 
consent  to  a  declaration  against  Mu- 
rat, promising  him  in  return  to  with- 
draw all  opposition  to  his  views  upon 
the  grand  duchy  of  Warsaw.  The  Em- 
peror, at  last,  was  induced  to  give  s 
sort  of  general  compliance.  Armed  with 
this,  Talleyrand  next  made  overtures 
to  Prince  Metternich,  but  was  imme- 
diately met  by  the  answer,  that  the 
Emperor  of  Austria  was  already  con- 
nected with  Murat  by  treaties,  and 
that  any  declaration  againstiiim  might 
be  attended  with  consequences  which 
would  embarrass  the  court  of  Vienna, 
and  compel  it  to  send  into  Italy  troops 
which  might  be  wanted  in  other  quar- 
ters.  M.  de  Talleyrand  next  ad- 
dressed himself  to  Lord  Castlereagh, 
saying,  that  he  thought  a  frank  and 
unanimous  declaration  of  the  great 
powers  of  Europe  against  Murat, 
would  render  any  recourse  to  arms 
unnecessary."  The  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, who  at  that  moment  had  suc- 
ceeded Lord  Castlereagh  at  the  Con- 
gress, answered,  "that  England  did 
not  wish  to  see  the  crowns  of  Naples 
and  Sicily  on  the  same  head." 

As  we  have  said,  Talleyrand  found 
his  projects  for  the  find  territorial 
settlement  of  Europe,  in  its  relations 
with  France,  suddenly  and  unexpect- 
edly foiled  by  the  return  of  Napoleon 
from  Elba,  and  the  flight  of  Louis 
XVIII.  to  Ghent.  He  did  not  hesi- 
tate, as  the  plenipotentiary  and  minis- 
ter of  foreign  afiairs  of  Louis  XVIII., 
to  give  his  immediate  and  cordial  co- 
operation and  assent  to  all  the  mea- 
sures and  declarations  directed  against 
Napoleon,  and  even  to  draw  up  some 
of  these  documents  with  his  own  hand. 
It  is  true,  that  in  all  these  proceed- 
ings Napoleon,  personally,  was  care- 
fully separated  from  France  as  a 
nation  ;  and  those  French  subjects  who 
shared  in  these  hostile  proceedings,  by 
this  reservation,  intended  to  escape  the 


*  '*  M.  de  Talleyrand  has  forgotten  only  one  thins^,  that  is,  to  tell  us  what  cha- 
racter he  appeared  in  himself,  for  he  is  well  provided  with  changes  of  oostame.'* 
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hha  poftidon  of  waging  war  againit 
their  eoantry.  This  has  not,  however, 
protected  Talleyrand  from  severe  cen- 
sure among  his  countrymen  for  the 
part  he  played  on  this  occasion. 

Although  it  is  certain,  that  after  the 
return  of  Napoleon  from  Elba,  all  the 
great  powers  of  Europe  would  have 
combined  as  they  did  to  crush  him, 
and  that  Talleyrand*s  participation  in 
the  measures  which-  resulted  in  the 
catastrophe  of  Waterloo,  had  no  real 
efiect  in  promoting  or  accelerating 
that  disaster  to  the  French  arms,  yet 
all  the  French  authorities  of  eminence, 
even  those  who  are  disposed  to  take 
the  most  favorable  view  of  his  charac- 
ter, deplore  his  share  in  these  transac- 
tions. They  cannot  see  how,  under 
any  circumstances,  a  Frenchman  can 
be  exculpated  from  aiding  to  bring 
about  an  invasion  of  France  by  foreign 
boits.  **  There  are  sentiments,*'  says 
Mignet,  **  which  are  above  all  ques- 
tioD ;  there  are  principles  which  are 
sbove  all  rights,  and  more  real  than 
sli  systems.  The  sentiment  which 
awakens  the  love  of  our  country,  the 
principle  which  forbids  us  to  provoke 
against  it  foreign  arms,  are  among 
these.  The  independence  of  the  coun- 
try is  an  object  paramount  above  th^ 
powers  of  government  or  the  interests 
of  parties.  Neither  the  grievance  of 
eiile,  nor  the  ardour  of  convictions, 
nor  the  force  of  attachments,  nor  the 
luttemess  of  hatred,  can  justify  us  in 
leglecting  this  first  of  duties.  To 
separate  out  country  from  the  govern- 
ment which  rules  it,  to  say  that  we 
attack  the  one  to  deliver  the  other,  is 
aoeicnse.  These  subtle  distinctions 
lead  to  the  ruin  of  states.  A  nation 
which  has  not  the  right  to  choose  its 
government,  has  no  longer  indepen- 
dence. Besides,  can  we  always  be 
eertain,  that  the  war  which  is  directed 
against  the  government  of  a  country, 
will  not  be  turned  against  its  territory, 
and  after  having  attacked  its  freedom 
of  ehoioe,  will  not  turn  itself  against 
its^greatness  ?  The  wounds  that  we 
thus  inflict  on  the  country  are  deep, 
and  no  one  can  say  that  they  will  not 
beoiortal." 

It  is  eootended  on  the  other  hand, 
IB  his  favor,  that  Talleyrand  had  no 
reason  to  expect  that  the  allied  powers 
would. again  take  the  field  for  any 
other  pnrpoBe  than  to  replace  Louis 
^VlUbiidathe  throne,  and  in  the  efPec- 
^HMMt^  of  t)i«  government.     He 


wished  to  avail  himself  of  the  catas- 
trophe of  the  Hundred  Days,  to  obtain 
for  France  stronger  and  more  nume- 
rous guarantees  for  her  liberties.  He 
wrote  frankly  and  boldly  to  Louis 
XVIII.  from  Vienna,  demonstrating 
all  the  errors  and  all  the  faults  of  the 
government  of  the  Restoration  in  1814, 
such  as  relinquishing  the  national 
cockade  (the  tricolor)  ;  the  unwise  re- 
strictions imposed  on  the  securities 
offered  by  the  charter ;  the  exclusion 
of  the  constitutional  party  from  all 
public  functions  which  were  conferred, 
without  almost  an  exception,  on  Roy- 
alists ;  the  ignorance  and  mal-address 
shown  in  subjecting  the  country  to 
the  immediate  administration  of  men 
who,  having  grown  up  as  emigrants, 
were  strangers  to  the  ideas  and  the 
sentiments  of  the  nation,  and  who 
therefore  spread  alarm  among  estab- 
lished interests,  and  excited  universal 
hatred  ;  and  above  all,  he  blamed  the 
system  of  governing  without  an  ac- 
cordant and  responsible  ministry. 

When  he  returned  from  Vienna  and 
joined  the  King  at  Mons,  after  the  ca- 
tastrophe of  Waterloo,  he  acted  in 
conformity  with  these  principles.  The 
estimation  in  which  his  services,  not 
to  France  only,  but  to  Europe,  were 
held  at  that  moment,  is  sufficiently 
manifested  in  a  letter  addressed  by 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  the  King, 
in  which  he  affirmed  that  his  Majesty 
stood  in  absolute  need  of  "  a  counsel- 
lor of  enlightened  understanding  and 
practical  capacity  ;  that  M.  de  Talley- 
rand seemed  to  him  to  be  the  only  per- 
son capable  of  comprehending  the 
difficult  position  in  which  the  House 
of  Bourbon  was  placed  in  regard  to 
France ;  that  without  presuming  to 
name  to  his  Majesty  those  whom  he 
ought  to  take  into  his  council,  he  felt 
it  to  be  important  to  his  Majesty's 
interests,  that  he  should  remove  from 
around  him  advisers  who  were  viewed 
with  aversion  by  the  French  people." 

Notwithstanding  the  intrigues  of  the 
ultra- Royalists,  countenanced  and  fos- 
tered by  the  Count  d'Artois,  (after- 
wards Charles  X.)  directed  against  Tal- 
leyrand personally,  and  the  hostile  feel- 
ing which  his  diplomatic  proceedings 
at  Vienna  had  excited  in  the  mind  of 
the  Emperor  Alexander  against  him, 
the  good  sense  of  the  representatives 
of  the  chief  powers,  united  with  the 
sheer  necessity  of  the  restoration,  re- 
atored  him  to  the  head  of  affairs. 
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At  this  time,  Fouche,  who,  being  at 
the  head  of  the  police,  kept  up  a  secret 
comtuunication  with  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, sent  an  agent  to  the  head 
quarters  with  a  letter,  containing  as- 
surances, that  although  the  army  was 
discontented,  and  the  chambers  hos- 
tile, yet,  if  the  charter  were  re-esta- 
blished, and  accompanied  by  constitu- 
tional guarantees,  all  would  be  pre- 
pared for  the  entrance  of  the  king  at 
the  end  of  three  days.  The  duke,  on 
receivinff  this,  handed  it  to  Talley- 
rand, wno  happened  then  to  be  with 
him.  The  latter  replied  verbally  to 
the  messenger — "Let  all  apprehen- 
sions be  appeased;  we  have  already 
decided  on  the  adoption  of  the  course 
recommended ;  we  are  here  ready  to 
pledge  ourselves  to  it:  this  is  Sir 
Charles  Stuart,  ambassador  to  his 
Britt&nic  Majesty  ;  this  Count  Pozzo 
di  Borgo,  ambassador  from  the  Em- 
peror of  Russia ;  and  I,  Prince  Tal- 
leyrand, am  Minister  of  Foreign  Af- 
fairs and  plenipotentiary  of  his  ma- 
jesty Louis  XVIIL'' 

The  high  position  assigned  to  Tal- 
leyrand in  the  royal  councils,  was  dis- 
pleasing to  the  Emperor  Alexander  on 
more  than  one  account.  He  had  frus- 
trated the  ambitious  projects  of  the 
Czar  at  the  Congress  at  Vienna.  His 
old  predilection  m  favour  of  the  Eng- 
lish alliance,  was  now  become  so  mani- 
fest, as  to  give  a  distinctive  character 
to  his  policy,  and  a  significancy  to  his 
elevation  to  the  highest  post  in  the 
French  cabinet.  This  was  a  source  of 
further  discontent  to  his  imperial  ma- 
jesty. Moreover,  the  Emperors  of 
Russia  and  Austria  had  not  yet  arrived 
at  the  head  quarters  of  the  allies,  and 
the  result  oi  the  day  of  Waterloo  con- 
ferred upon  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
an  almost  omnipotent  voice  in  the 
councils  of  the  restored  monarch.  It 
was  this  voice,  as  we  have  observed, 
which  raised  Talleyrand  to  the  head 
of  affairs,  in  spite  of  the  opposition 
of  the  king's  brother,  the  heir  pre« 
somptive  to  the  crown.  This  pre- 
dominance of  English  influence  was 
another  source  of  jealousy  on  the  part 
of  the  two  emperors.  They  were 
therefore  hastening  to  Paris,  at  the 
moment  we  now  refer  to,  and  were 
met  at  Nanci  by  Count  Pozzo  di 
Borgo,  escorted  only  by  a  few  squa- 
drons of  light  cavalry.  The  cautious 
diplomatist  expressed  his  surprise  that 
their  majesties  would  expose  their  per- 


sons, in  a  hostile  country,  under  su^h 
circumstances.  Alexander  repltea--. 
"  We  are  going  in  all  haste  to  Parish 
We  are  not  informed  of  all  that  is 
going  on  there  ;  and  the  little  that  we 
do  know  does  not  please  us."  On  these 
accounts,  the  tact  of  Talleyrand,  which 
never  failed,  even  in  circumstances  of 
much  greater  difficulty,  at  once  sug- 
gested the  necessity  of  propitiating  the 
Emperor  Alexander,  in  the  constitu- 
tion of  the  cabinet.  However  decided 
his  leaning  might  be  towards  an  alli- 
ance with  England,  he  could  not  close 
his  eyes  to  the  fact,  that  Russian  forces 
had  already  covered  part  of  the  ter- 
ritory of  France,  and  that  they  would 
be  daily  augmented  in  number.  He 
therefore  resolved  to  introduce  into 
the  cabinet  two  statesmen,  who  must 
be,  personally,  highly  acceptable  to  the 
Czar.  To  M.  Pozzo  di  Borgo,  who, 
although  he  had  entered  the  service  of 
Russia,  was  a  native  of  Corsica,  and 
therefore  a  subject  of  France,  he 
offered  the  portfolio  of  the  home  de- 
partment; and  the  Duke  de  Richelieu, 
also  loved  and  respected  by  Alexander, 
was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  royal 
household,  in  the  place  of  M.  de  Blacas, 
an  ultra-Royalist,  who  had  resigned. 

This  artful  policy,  however,  could 
not  be  carried  into  practical  effect, 
without  much  caution  and  circum- 
spection. After  all  the  recent  humi- 
liations suffered  by  the  French  arms, 
and  with  the  recollection  of  Moscow 
still  vivid  in  the  public  mind,  to  instal 
a  Russian  general  in  the  hotel  of  the 
Minister  of  the  Interior,  and  to  place 
under  his  authority  the  whole  domes- 
tic government  of  the  country,  was  a 
proceeding  which  could  not  be  at- 
tempted without  some  danger.  He 
therefore  resolved  to  provide  another 
occupant,  ad  interim,  for  the  ministry 
designed  for  M.  Pozzo,  and  an  oppor- 
tunity of  executing  his  purpose  was 
not  slow  to  present  itself. 

M.  Pasquier,  now  the  president  of 
the  Chamber  of  Peers,  was,  so  eartj  m 
the  period  we  refer  to,  a  person  of 
high  political  consideration.  He  came 
from  Paris  to  the  chateau  of  Amou- 
ville,  where  Louis  XVIII.  was  waiting, 
preparatory  to  his  entry  into  the  ca- 
pital, to  offer  his  advice  against  any 
violent  reactionary  measures,  and  in 
favour  of  a  prudent  deference  to  pub- 
lie  opinion  on  the  part  of  the  king. 
As  he  was  leaving  the  royal  chamber, 
Talleyrand  followed  him,  and  «ei«^4 


Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


mi] 


Leaves  fivm  the  Li/e  o/Prwce  Talleyrand, 


51 


the  opporluijity  of  a  conversation. — 

"  I  wm  take  you  in  my  carriage,  M. 

Pasquier,"  said  he,  "  I  wish  to  have 
some  conversation  with  you.  I  am 
going  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  to 
make  the  final  arrangements  for  the 
forraation  of  the  cabinet,  and  for  the 
public  entry  of  the  king  into  the 
capital.  I  reckon  upon  you  as  one  of 
the  cabinet.  You  shall  choose  your 
office.  Oar  principles  are — unity  of 
political  views — the  most  honourable 
peace  which  can  be  effected — the 
evacuation  of  the  French  territory  by 
the  allied  armies,  giving  them  an  in- 
demnity— no  reaction — no  other  re- 
ference to  the  past,  except  to  allow 
the  regulated  course  of  justice  with 
regard  to  the  most  prominent  actors 
during  the  Hundred  Days.  I  must  not 
conceal  from  you  that  Fouche  is  to 
enter  the  cabinet.     He  is  necessary.*' 

M.  Pasquier,  answered — **  I  know 
tbe  services  that  Fouche  has  rendered, 
and  the  motives  of  gratitude  which  the 
Royalists  must  feel  towards  him,  for 
all  that  has  passed  within  the  last 
three  months ;  but  never  forget  that 
he,  whose  office  it  is  to  watch  others, 
will  require  to  be  most  carefully  watch- 
ed himself." 

Talleyrand  replied — **  The  matter 
is  settled.  The  Duke  of  Wellington 
has  made  a  formal  demand  to  that 
eflfect  of  the  king,  and  we  cannot  now 
retrace  our  steps.  But  for  yourself— 
choose  your  office — you  are  indispensa- 
ble for  us,  and  the  kmg  desires  your 
services." 

M.  Pasquier  named  the  Ministry  of 
Justice. 

"  Very  well,"  promptly  replied  Tal- 
leyrand, *•'  it  is  agreed,  but  it  is  indis- 
pensable that  for  the  present  you 
should  fill  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior 
also." 

M.  Pasquier  remonstrated  at  the 
doable  responsibility,  especially  at  a 
moment.so  critical,  with  the  provinces 
in  asttte  so  unsettled. 

"  You  will  not  long  have  the  trou- 
Ue,**  ^answered  Talleyrand.  "I  will 
only  ask  you  to  remain  in  the  Ministry 
of  toe.  Interior  until  the  arrival  of  the 
Coipcrpr  of  Russia,  with  whom  I  want 
to  have  a  personal  conference,  for  wo 
most  make  some  concession  to  him. 

The  same  evening  the  ministry  was 
completed. 

The  practical  effects  of  the  counsels 
of  TaUeyrand^  and  the  influence  he 
fittTciscd  over  the  nxind  and  conduct 


of  Louis  XVI IL,  in  spite  of  the  aver- 
sion with  which  that  monarch  regarded 
him,  are  now  matter  of  history.  The 
proclamation  of  Cambria,  in  which  the 
faults  of  1814  were  acknowledged, 
and  pledges  given  to  repair  them,  was 
of  his  dictation.  He  suggested  also 
the  ordonnance  issued  the  same  day  in 
which  the  charter  was  liberalised  ;  the 
age  at  which  a  candidate  became  eligi- 
ble to  the  representative  chamber  was 
reduced  from  forty  to  twenty-five  ;  the 
number  of  deputies,  previously  limited 
to  two  hundred  and  sixty-two,  was 
increased  to  three  hundred  and  eighty- 
five  ;  the  initiative  of  laws  was  conceded 
to  the  chamber,  which  before  was  con- 
fined to  the  crown  ;  members  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour  were  admitted  to  the 
Electoral  Colleges,  and  the  age  qua- 
lifying an  elector  to  vote,  was  reduced 
to  twenty-one.  While  he  thus  gave 
a  more  democratic  character  to  the 
representative  chamber,  he  required 
that  the  peerage  should  be  hereditary, 
with  the  view  of  securing  more  effec- 
tually its  independence. 

But  this  revival  of  the  liberal  spirif, 
and  the  concession  of  the  ideas  of  Xhe 
revolution,  were  not  destined  to  be  pei;- 
manent.  Louis  XVIII,  had  not  long 
resumed  his  place  on  the  throne,  when 
the  party  of  the  emigration  threw  off 
their  temporary  disguise  of  modera- 
tion and  compromise.  Talleyrand 
was  also  decided  in  his  astimate  of  the 
generosity  and  disinterestedness  of  the 
foreign  powers,  which  had  now,  for  a 
second  time,  cantoned  their  troops  in 
the  capital,  planted  their  cannon  oq 
the  quays  and  bridges,  and  bivouacked 
in  the  Champs  Elysees.  Thev  pro- 
fessed to  have  come,  not  to  make  war 
on  France  or  its  people,  but  to  expel 
the  military  dictator  who  was  placed 
ovgr  the  country  by  the  army.  Once 
in  possession  of  the  capital,  these  pro- 
mises were  broken,  and  these  generous 
professions  forgotten.  The  works  of 
art  were  taken  out  of  the  Louvre, 
and  sent  back  to  the  places  from  whence 
they  had  been  obtained  by  former  con- 
quests. It  was  demanded  by  a  diplo- 
matic note,  dated  20th  September, 
IS  15,  that  the  territory  which  had 
been  ceded  to  France  the  preceding 
year  should  be  now  surrendered  ;  that 
the  King  of  the  Netherlands  should 
resume  the  territory  that  formerly  be- 
longed to  Belgium  ;  that  Savoy  should 
be  surrendered  to  the  King  of  Sar- 
dinia; that  France  should  surrender 
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the  forts  of  Conde,  Phillppeville, 
Marienburg,  Givet,  Charleroi,  Sane- 
louis,  and  Landau ;  that  the  fortifica- 
tions of  Huningen  should  be  razed ; 
that  France  should  pay  a  contribution 
of  thirty-two  millions  sterling,  of 
which  eight  millions  were  to  be  ap- 
plied to  the  construction  of  forts  in 
the  territory  lying  adjacent  to  the 
French  frontiers  ;  that,  moreover,  she 
should  pay  thirty  millions  sterling,  as 
an  indemnity  for  the  losses  occasioned 
by  the  various  wars  of  invasion  she 
had  carried  on  in  Europe  since  the 
Revolution ;  and,  finally,  that  a  fo- 
reign army  of  an  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  men,  maintained  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  France,  should  occupy  the 
northern  part  of  the  kingdom  for 
a  period  of  seven  years. 

M.  Talleyrand  remonstrated  in  the 
most  indignant  spirit  against  these 
conditions,  which  he  pronounced  to  be 
oppressive  and  insulting — an  unworthy 
abuse  of  the  advantages  gained  by 
measures,  in  which  the  king  and  his 
friends  were  induced  to  accept  the  aid 
of  the  allies,  and  in  which  Talleyrand 
himself  co-operated,  on  the  faith  of  the 
assurance,  that  the  war  was  against 
Napoleon,  and  not  against  France. 
He  denounced  such  proposals,  there- 
fore, as  a  flagrant  breach  of  faith  on 
the  part  of  the  allies — as  an  act  of 
unparalleled  and  unjustifiable  oppres- 
sion towards  France — an  unworthy 
and  unwise  manifestation  of  a  vindic- 
tive spirit  on  the  part  of  Europe.  In 
his  diplomatic  note  of  the  21st  Sep- 
tember, he  demonstrated,  that  such 
terms  could  only  be  imposed  in  virtue 
of  the  rights  of  conquest,  and  that 
these  rights,  by  the  confession  of  the 
allies  themselves,  had  no  existence  in 
the  present  case.  *'  Conquest,"  said 
Talleyrand,  "  can  only  be  made  where 
war  has  been  waged  against  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  territory — that  is  to  say, 
over  its  sovereign,  the  right  of  pos- 
session and  sovereignty  bein?  identi- 
cal. But  when  war  is  waged  against 
one  who  has  unlawfully  usurped  a 
throne,  with  a  view  of  restoring  this 
country  to  its  legitimate  sovereign, 
there  can  be  no  conquest — there  is  only 
the  restoration  of  the  territory  to  its 
rightful  owner.  Now,  the  allied  pow- 
ers treated  the  late  enterprise  of  Bo- 
naparte as  an  act  of  usurpation,  and 
regarded  Louis  XVIIL  as  the  real 
sovereign  of  France.  They  have 
made  war  in  support  of  his  rights,  and 


they  are,  therefore,  bound  to  respect 
them.  They  have  recognised  this  ob- 
ligation in  the  declaration  which  they 
issued  on  the  13th,  and  the  treaty 
which  they  signed  on  the  25th  March, 
in  which  they  have  recognized  Louis 
XVIIL  as  an  ally,  leagued  with  them 
against  a  common  enemy.  If  con- 
quest be  inadmissible  against  a  friendly 
power,  it  is  h,  fortiori  impossible 
against  an  allied  sovereign." 

"We  live,**added  Talleyrand,  "at  an 
epoch,  when,  more  than  at  any  former 
period,  it  is  important  to  confirm  the 
world  in  its  confidence  in  the  word  of 
kings.  The  sacrifices  now  demanded 
from  his  most  Christian  Majesty  would 
weaken  that  faith,  after  the  declara- 
tion  in  which  the  allied  powers  an- 
nounced that  they  took  arms  only 
against  Bonaparte  and  his  adherents  ; 
after  the  treaty,  in  which  they  pledged 
themselves  to  maintain,  in  their  full 
integrity,  the  stipulations  of  the  treaty 
of  the  30th  May,  1814,  which  cannot 
be  maintained  if  the  integrity  of  the 
French  territory  is  violated  ;  and  after 
the  proclamations  of  their  generals-in- 
chief,  in  which  the  like  assurances  are 
given." 

He  entreated  them  to  reflect  that 
France  would  never  cease  to  seek  the 
recovery  of  that  of  which  she  must 
always  believe  herself  to  have  been  un- 
justly deprived ;  that  she  would  im- 
pute as  a  crime  to  Louis  XVIIL  those 
cessions  of  territory  which  would  be 
regarded  as  the  price  paid  by  him  for 
foreign  aid ;  that  they  would  operate 
as  a  continual  obstacle  to  the  re-estab- 
lishment of  the  government  of  the  Re- 
storation ;  and  finally,  that  they  would 
destroy  that  European  equilibrium,  to 
establish  which  had  cost  so  many  ef- 
forts, by  the  extent  of  territory  which 
France  ought  to  possess,  the  ne- 
cessity of  which  could  not  then  be 
denied,  since  it  had  been  admitted  in 
the  territorial  arrangements  made  the 
year  before. 

This  appeal  to  the  public  law  of  Eu- 
rope and  the  faith  of  engagements,  as 
well  as  to  considerations  of  high  poli- 
cy, availed  nothing  against  the  excited 
passions,  and  the  irrepressible  thirst 
for  vengeance  which  prevailed  at  that 
moment.  In  1814,  the  claims  and  re- 
monstrances of  Talleyrand  were  sus- 
tained by  the  Emperor  Alexander. 
The  opposition  and  personal  hostility 
of  that  sovereign  were,  however,  now 
raised  to  a  high  pitch  by  the  success  of 
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TaliBjnmd  in  thwarting  his  ambitious 
designs  at  Vienna,  and  still  more  at 
the  Treaty  of  the  5th  January,  con- 
cocted by  Talleyrand  between  Eng- 
land, Austria,  and  France,  against 
Russia  and  Prussia. 

Four  days  after  receivlDg  the  note, 
declaring  the  demands  of  the  allied 
powers,  and  three  days  after  he  had 
sent  the  answer  above  quoted,  Talley- 
rand resigned.  He  was  driven  from 
office  by  the  intemperate  excesses  of 
the  party  of  the  Restoration,  and  the 
unbridled  exactions  of  the  invading 
powers.  He  quitted  the  government  be- 
cause, instead  of  enlarging  and  consoli- 
dating the  liberties  of  the  people,  it 
gave  way  to  an  immoderate  spirit  of 
reaction ;  because,  instead  of  maintain- 
ing the  integrity  of  France,  as  settled 
in  1814,  it  permitted  unresistingly  its 
dismemberment ;  because,  instead  of 
delivering  the  country  from  the  pre- 
sence of  the  invader,  a  permanent  fo- 
reign garrison  was  established  in  it. 
He  quitted  power,  in  a  word,  because 
he  would  not  consent  to  promote  the 
violence  of  the  counter-revolutionary 
party,  nor  to  sign  treaties  which  he 
regarded  as  an  humiliation  to  his 
country.  He  resigned  office  on  the 
24th  of  September,  1815,  two  months 
before  the  final  signature  and  ratifica- 
tion of  a  ti*eaty  which  cost  France 
eighty  millions  sterling,  and  deprived 
her  of  more  territory  than  she  had 
gained  in  1814. 

The  last  interview  of  Louis  XVIII. 
with  Talleyrand  and  his  colleagues, 
which  led  to  the  reignation  of  the  ca- 
binet, is  too  characteristic  of  the  sub- 
ject of  this  notice  to  be  omitted  here. 
When  Talleyrand  perceived  in  the 
manner  of  the  king,  and  the  move- 
ments within  the  chateau,  that  a  secret 
intrigue  was  in  progress,  directed 
against  him  in  the  royal  cabinet,  he 
decided  at  once  that  he  would  bring 
the  matter  to  a  crisis.  With  this 
view,  he  caused  a  new  diplomatic  note, 
an  ultimatumf  to  be  prepared  by  his 
secretary,  M.  Labernardi^re,  designed 
to  be  transmitted  to  the  plenipotentia- 
ries of  the  allied  powers,  in  case  it 
should  receive  the  royal  sanction.  He 
presented  himself,  accompanied  bj  the 
principal  ministers,  his  colleagues, 
with  this  note  to  the  king.  After  the 
note  had  been  read  by  Talleyrand, 
Louis  XVllL,  without  commenting 
upon  it»  much  less  proceeding  to  cor- 
rect «r  alter  it*  as  was  his  iuTariable 


habit,  commenced  a  eeneral  conversa- 
tion on  the  state  of  the  negotiation, 
and  the  mutual  relations  of  the  allied 
powers.  He  observed  that  he  was 
aware  of  the  impossibility  of  disuniting 
the  four  powers,  now  more  closely  al- 
lied than  ever,  and  that  no  resource 
remained  but  to  have  recourse  to  the 
friendly  aid  of  the  Emperor  Alexan- 
der. *'Are  you,  then,  gentlemen," 
continued  the  king,  **  in  a  condition  to 
adopt  such  a  course  with  any  prospect 
of  a  favourable  result  ?"  Talleyrand, 
easily  perceiving  the  drift  of  this  ques- 
tion, answered  without  hesitation,  that 
neither  himself  nor  his  colleagues  were 
personally  agreeable  to  the  Czar,  and 
that  such  a  proceeding  as  that  propos* 
ed  by  his  majesty  would  be  attended 
with  great  difficulties  on  their  parts. 
This  answer  seemed  to  give  great  re- 
lief to  the  king,  who  did  not  dissemble 
his  satisfaction,  and  added — 

*^  I  can  easily  believe,  gentlemen, 
what  you  tell  me.  The  Emperor  of 
Russia  has  not  concealed  from  me  the 
fact,  that  if  1  had  entrusted  the  direc- 
tion of  my  government  to  other  bands, 
the  most  favourable  conditions  would 
have  been  granted  to  me,  and  that  he 
would  himself  have  protected  the  in- 
terests of  France  in  the  councils  of 
the  allies,  especially  against  the  exac- 
tions of  Prussia,  which  was  most 
pressing  in  her  demands.*' 

*'  In  that  case,"  Talleyrand  prompt- 
ly answered,  **  I  entreat  your  majesty 
to  allow  me  to  withdraw  from  your 
councils,  that  your  majesty  may  be 
free  to  place  your  confidence  in  more 
worthy  hands." 

The  Duke  de  Dalberg  and  Baron 
Louis  also  tendered  their  resignations. 

The  King  resumed — "  You  see  how 
I  am  constrained  by  circumstances. 
I  thank  ^ou  for  your  zeal.  You  are 
all  free  from  blame,  and  nothing  pre- 
vents you  from  remaining  unmolested 
in  Paris." 

The  indignation  of  Talleyrand  was 
excited  to  an  unusual  pitch  by  the  last 
expression,  proceeding  iVom  one  who 
had  been  raised  by  his  personal  zeal 
and  abilities  to  the  throne  of  one  of 
the  greatest  nations  of  the  globe.  He 
replied  with  a  warmth  which  seldom 
marked  his  words  or  gestures — 

<'  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to 
render  your  majesty  such  services  as 
are  not  likely  to  be  forgotten,  and  I 
know  not  what  should  render  it  neces- 
sary for  me  to  leave  Paris.     I  will  re- 
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main  b«ra^  And  skaU  be  only  tcM>  bappy 
if  your  majesty's  advisers  may  not 
Iblipw  a  .<M>urse  which  may  ooTOpromise 
your  dynasty,  and  peril  the  country." 

The  king  affected  not  to  attend  to 
these  words,  and  uttering  some  com- 
mon*places  of  royal  courtesy^  brought 
the  audience  to  a  close. 

On  leaving  the  king,  Talleyrand, 
highly  excited,  observed  aloud  to  his 
colleagues — 

**  We  have  been  tricked.  The  in- 
trigue has  long  been  planned." 

The  retirement  of  Talleyrand  was 
a  source  of  infinite  relief  to  Louis 
XVIII. J  who,  notwithstanding  all  he 
owed  to  the  great  diplomatist,  never 
could  conquer  his  antipathy  towards 
Kim.  The  continual  presence  and  pre- 
dominant influence  of  an  understand- 
ing so  superior  was  more  than  Louis 
could  endure.  He  complained,  ac- 
cordingly, to  his  more  intimate  friends, 
of  the  sway  which  Talleyrand  exer- 
cised, rendered  only  more  intolerable 
by  the  perfect  courtesy  of  manner  and 
respectful  deference  with  which  it  was 
accompanied.  The  king  complained 
that  the  minister  had  a  way  of  ten- 
dering advice  which  gave  it  the  effect 
of  command.  He  would  place  a  re- 
port or  an  ordonnance  on  the  table 
before  Louis,  and  would  merely  say 
to  him — *^  I  assure  your  majesty  that 
this  is  quite  indispensable." 

The  Icing  signed,  but  champed  the 
bit.  One  day  being  unable  to  repress 
his  vexation  at  his  ascendancy,  he  said 
to  one  of  his  favourites—' 

**M.  Talleyrand  has  hitherto  had 
all  the  tricks,  but  I  have  reserved  my 
trumps  for  him.*' 

When  the  opportunity  occurred,  he 
accordingly  lost  no  time  in  playing  his 
trumps^  and  winning  the  trick. 

On  his  retirement,  besides  receiving 
an  autograph  letter  of  thanks  from  the 
king  for  his  services,  he  was  appointed 
to  the  highest  court  dignity,  not  con- 
nected with  the  political  administra- 
tion— that  of  Grand  Chamberlain,  an 
ojd^ce  which  he  formerly  held  under 
the  Empire.  The  salary  of  this  splen- 
did sinecure  was  an  hundred  thousand 
francs,  equivalent  to  four  thousand 
pounds  sterling.  This  act  of  justice 
was  forced  upon  Louis  XVIII.  by  the 
Duke  de  Richelieu,  who  succeeded 
Talleyrand  as  Premier.  The  king  was 
strongly  averse  to  it.  The  minister, 
however,  plainly  foreseeing  the  disgust 
and  indignation  which  so  signal  an  act 


of  royal  ingratitude  wouU  exdite  ai 
home  and  abroad,  declared  to  hi^flBMh 
jesty  that  M.  Talleyrand  could  not  U- 
dismissed  like  any  other  minister,  ooo* 
sidering  the  vast  services  he  had  ren- 
dered to  the  House  of  Eourlioi&  in 
1814,  and  that  no  less  a  reward  was 
due  to  him.  The  Duke  of  WelliagAoii« 
also,  seeing  with  unmixed  regret  the 
injustice  and  ingratitude  contemplated 
towards  one  who  had  been  the  source' 
of  such  great  benefits,  interfered  tor 
the  same  purpose. 

Talleyrand  reposed  in  the  snlendouif - 
of  his  sinecure,  and  enjoyed,  in  his 
magnificent  hotel  in  the  Rue  St*  Flo- 
rentin,  all  the  social  pleasures  and  high, 
consideration  with  which  his  great  re<- 
putation,  historic  reoollectionfl,  bril^ 
liant  wit,  and  ample  wealth,  surround*- 
ed  him.  His  office  was  the  higbeet 
dignity  of  the  court.  Being  asked  one 
day  in  what  his  functions  consisted,  he 
replied,  smiling— 

*'  In  the  first  place,  I  am  privileged 
to  put  on  the  panels  of  my  coach  a 
ooat  of  arms,  consisting  of  two  gilt 
keys,  crossed  just  like  his  holiness  the- 
Pope.  In  the  next  place,  it  is  I  who 
have  the  honor  of  handing  his  shirt 
to  his  majesty.  This  is  an  honor 
which  I  only  yield  to  princes  of  the  ■ 
blood  royal,  or  legitimate  sovereigns. 
At  the  solemnity  of  the  coronation,  I 
di*aw  the  boots  on  his  mi^esty,  and  {rat 
on  his  tunic.  Thus,  you  see,  I  limit 
myself  to  the  royal  toilet.  But  ail 
this  is  confined  to  the  coronation,  and 
we  shall  not  have  one  under  this 
reign." 

Although  M.  Talleyrand  thos  spoke 
with  a  tone  of  levity  of  his  functions, 
he  nevertheless  adhered  with  singular 
tenacity  to  their  most  minute  observ- 
ances ;  none  of  his  prerogatives  were 
permitted  to  become  dormant.  He 
never  was  absent  from  the  Royal  taUe^ 
where  he  assumed  his  seat  of  honottr 
behind  the  king's  chair.  On  these  oo^ 
casions  it  was  the  pleasure  of  Louis 
to  inflict  on  such  of  his  household  as 
did  not  enjoy  his  personal  lavour  aa 
incessant  series  of  petty  annoyances,  by 
word  and  look.  All  this  Talleyraikd 
bore  with  the  imperturbable  serenity 
of  manner  which  characterised  him« 
He  never  forgot  his  position,  or  eom- 
promised  his  dignity.  He  loved  to 
appear  on  all  public  occasions  in  the 
discharge  of  the  ceremonials  of  hit  of** 
fice,  as  if  to  throw  into  ohlivioa  hu 
real  disfavour  in  the  chateau  ;  dmd  it 
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was  bo  vm$X\  delight  to  him  to  count 
aftObg  the  persons  subordinate  to  fahn 
the  D«ike  de  Rioheiieu,  one  of  the  first 
geatlemen  of  the  chamber,  who  suc- 
ceeded him  as  President  of  the  Coun- 
olf  of  Ministers. 

When  T^lejrand  would  return  to 
ki§  hotely  from  these  state  observances^ 
be  never  failed  to  indemnify  himself 
ibr  the  self-control  he  was  compelled 
to  exert.  There  he  was  the  centre, 
remd  which  assembled  the  most  dis- 
tinguished members  of  the  constitu* 
tfonal  opposition.  He  did  not  scruple 
to  make  the  eoyernment  of  the  Resto- 
ration, of  wtiich  he  was  the  founder 
and  creator,  the  victim  of  his  most 
bitter  hon-mots.  As  a  member  of  the 
opposition,  in  the  Chamber  of  Peers, 
be  delivered  only  two  speeches,  one 
aganst  the  censorship  of  the  press,  and 
the  other  against  the  Spanish  war. 
These  produced  an  effect,  which  was  so 
much  the  greater  because  of  the  rare 
oceasiona  on  which  he  addressed  the 
Gfaamber.  Talleyrand,  however,  was 
not  a  great  parliamentary  orator.  The 
Gfaamber  was  not  the  arena  in  which 
he  shotie.  His  mot$  uttered  in  the  sa- 
lons wiU  be  repeated  when  his  most 
soooestful  efforts  in  parliament  will  be 
forgotten. 

The  revolution  of  July,  and  its  con- 
sequences, soon  recalled  Talleyrand 
from  his  retirement,  and  brought  him 
otice  more,  and  for  the  last  time,  on 
tke  great  stage  of  European  politics. 
With  his  usual  instinctive  sagacity,  he 
fartsaw  the  fall  of  the  elder  branch  of 
the  Bourbons.  When  the  events  which 
ioHuediately  preceded  that  catastrophe 
were  developing  themselves,  the  agita- 
tion on  the  Bourse  was  extreme,  and 
speeulation  assumed  vast  proportions. 
A  amp  d^etat  had  long  been  expected, 
and  financiers  left  no  effort  untried  to 
eain  the  earliest  and  most  correct  in- 
fomation  of  the  movements  of  the  Ca- 
binet and  the  Chateau.  The  emissaries 
of  the  great  bankers  besieged  all  the 
avenues  of  the  throne.  The  sacred 
faactionaries  of  the  church  were  not 
left  untried,  and  the  gold  of  commerce 
waa  directed  to  elicit  the  disclosures  of 
the  oonfessional.  Those  who  had  the 
ear  of  the  ministers  were  subsidised. 
It  has  since  became  known,  that  in  one 
iaataaee  a  great  financier,  who  had 
risen  to  wealth  under  the  Empire,  and 
under  the  Reatotation,  had  actually 
exeeuted  articlea  of  agreement  before 
a  notary,  to  p»f  fifty  thouaaud  francs 


for  the  rough  draft  of  the  intended  or- 
donnances,  provided  it  were  delivered 
to  him  before  their  publication.  The 
fifty  thousand  francs  were  actually  pud, 
and  the  speculator  played  with  his  ex- 
pected success  for  the  fall.  Rothschild, 
notwithstanding  his  influence,  and  ex- 
tensive sources  of  information,  was 
mistaken,  and  operated  for  the  rise,  at 
the  moment  when  the  country  was 
on  *the  brink  of  a  revolution.  The 
Cabinet  was,  in  realitv,  divided,  and 
Rothschild  rested  his  faith  on  the  mi- 
nority. Although  the  ministers  were 
unanimous  as  to  the  necessity  for  the 
ordonnances,  and  as  to  the  right  of  the 
crown  to  issue  them,  they  were  divided 
as  to  the  time  at  which  the  measure 
should  be  executed,  and  Rothschild 
acted  on  the  faith  of  those  who  were 
of  opinion  that  it  ought  to  be  post- 
poned for  several  weeks.  On  the  night 
of  the  25th  July,  Talleyrand  sent  for 
one  of  his  intimate  friends,  whose  for- 
tune was  largely  involved  in  the  funds, 
and  informed  him,  that  in  the  course 
of  the  day  he  had  gone  to  St.  Cloud, 
to  seek  an  audience  of  the  Ring,  to 
confer  with  him  on  the  subject  of  the 
apprehensions  entertained  by  England, 
to  which  proceeding  he  had  been, 
doubtless,  prompted  by  the  English 
embassy,  of  which,  as  well  as  the 
British  Cabinet,  he  had  the  confidence. 
He  was  not  allowed  to  see  his  Majesty, 
The  familiars  of  the  Chateau  managed 
matters  so,  that  he  was  obliged  to  re- 
turn to  Paris  without  the  audience 
which  he  sought,  and,  from  what  he 
bad  observed,  he  had  no  doubt  that 
the  crisis  was  imminent.  '' Jouez  d  la 
baisse,"  said  he  to  his  friend — **  on  le 
pent."  His  friend  did  so,  and  was  suc- 
cessful. 

It  may  easily  be  imagined  with  what 
interest  the  retired  mmister  and  di- 
plomat e,  and  the  chief  actor  in  all  the 
great  revolutions  of  the  last  half  cen- 
tury, observed  the  progress  of  the 
*'  emeutes"  which  ended  m  the  expul- 
sion of  that  dynasty,  in  the  overthrow 
of  which,  in  1790,  and  the  restoration 
of  which,  in  1814-15,  he  had  so  great 
a  share.  On  the  day  of  the  29th  July, 
after  the  troops  of  the  line  had  mani- 
fested their  indisposition  to  fire  upon 
the  people,  and  the  Swiss  mercenaries 
had  been  repulsed  in  the  courts  of  the 
Louvre  and  the  Place  du  Carousel, 
a  general  retrogade  movement,  marked 
by  much  disorder,  took  place,  and  the 
armed   force    retreated,    pell-mell. 
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through  the  garden  of  the  Tnilleries, 
the  Kue  de  KiToli,  the  Place  Louis 
XV. 9  now  called  the  Place  de  la  Con- 
corde, towards  the  Champs  Eljs^ 
and  the  Barri^re  de  I'Etoile.  Talley* 
rand>  in  his  salon,  in  which  formerlj 
sate  the  alKed  sovereigns^  listened  to 
the  confused  noise.  His  valet,  im- 
pelled by  irresistible  ouriosity,  ventured 
to  open  one  of  the  double  casements 
which  look  upon  the  Place  and  the 
garden.  "  My  God,  Monsieur  Rei- 
ser !**  exclaimed  his  more  cautious 
master,  from  the  inner  extremity  of 
the  sumptuous  apartment,  <'  what 
are  you  about  ? — are  you  going  to 
expose  the  hotel  to  be  pillaged?" — 
"Fear  nothing,"  responded  Si.  Rei- 
ser, **  the  troops  are  in  full  re- 
treat, but  are  not  pursued  by  the  po- 
pulace.*' "  Indeed  I"  observed  Talley- 
rand, with  a  contemplative  air ;  and, 
walking  slowly  to  the  magnificent  time- 
piece, which  formed  part  of  the  orna- 
ments over  the  fire-place,  he  paused, 
and  added  in  a  solemn  tone — **  Take  a 
note,  that  on  the  29th  of  July,  1630, 
at  five  minutes  past  twelve,  the  elder 
branch  of  the  Bourbons  ceased  to 
reign  in  France." 

In  the  proceedings  of  the  Three 
Days  Talleyrand  took  no  share.  It 
was  a  question  between  the  govern- 
ment and  the  people,  and  Talleyrand 
was  no  tribune*  Had  sovereigns  been 
parties  to  the  affray,  he  would  have 
been  called  to  take  a  prominent  part. 
But,  as  matters  stood,  he  was  hostile 
to  the  dynasty,  and  unsuited  to  the 
populaoe.  When,  however,  soon  after- 
wards, the  throne,  vacated  by  the  un- 
fortunate Charles  X.,  was  offered  to 
the  Duke  of  Orleans,  that  personage 
would  not  venture  to  act  in  so  impor- 
tant a  matter  without  the  counsel  of 
the  Hotel  de  St. Florentin.  On  the  31st 
July,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
a  deputation  from  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies  presented  itself  at  the  Palais 
Royal.  M.  Sebastian i,  on  its  arrival, 
entered  the  cabinet  of  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,  and  informed  him  of  its  ar- 
rival. The  moment  was  critical,  and 
even  the  prudence  and  sagacity  of 
Louis  Philippe  did  not  inspure  him 
with  sufficient  self-reliance  to  prompt 
him  to  an  independent  decision  on  the 
course  to  be  adopted.  A  crown  was 
proffered  to  him  and  his  posterity — a 
gift  not  to  be  lightly  rejected.  On  the 
other  hand,  Charles  the  Tenth,  the 
direct  descendant  and  representative 


of  a  line  of  kings — the  acknowle4ged 
and  legitimate  sovereign  of  France-.- 
was  still  within  a  few  leagues  of 
Paris,  with  an  army  of  twelve  thousand 
men,  devoted  to  his  orders.  This  so- 
vereign, the  crown  torn  from  whose 
head  was  now  offered  to  the  Duke  of 
Orleans  was,  moreover,  the  near  rela- 
tive, the  kind  friend,  and  even  the  be- 
nefactor of  the  duke.  The  duchess^ 
a  conscientious  and  amiable  lady,  re- 
coiled with  undissembled  pain  and  dis- 
gust from  what  appeared  an  act  of 
baseness  and  ingratitude ;  not  to  men- 
tion the  danger  attending  it,  in  the 
contingency  of  any  reaction  or  relaxa- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  populace,  which 
had  obtained  a  momentary  success. 
The  difficulty  of  the  duke,  amidstthese 
conflicting  considerations,  was  extreme* 
The  inconveniences  of  a  premature 
acceptance  of  the  crown  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  hazard  of  letting  it  slip 
from  his  brows  by  a  formal  refusal  on 
the  other  hand,  cruelly  embarrassed 
him.  Being,  however,  urgently  pressed 
by  the  deputation,  he  solicited  a  few 
minutes'  delay,  that  he  might  obtain 
counsel  in  so  important  an  emergency^ 
and  withdrew  with  M.  Sebastiani  to 
his  cabinet.  Shut  up  there,  the  duchess 
trembling  with  apprehension  at  hb  side, 
as  well  as  Madame  Adelaide,  his  sister^ 
who  had  already,  under  the  same  roof> 
witnessed  the  drama  of  the  great  Re- 
volution, he  decided  on  tiUcing  the 
counsel  of  the  safest  and  most  saga- 
cious living  advise^.  With  this  pur- 
pose he  despatched  M.  Sebastiani  to  the 
Rue  St.  Florentin  with  a  verbal  mission^ 
to  obtain  the  counsel  of  the  great  di- 
plomate.  When  M.  Sebastiani  arrived 
at  the  hotel,  he  was  instantly  ushered 
into  the  dressing-room  of  Talleyrand, 
who  was  then  at  his  toilet.  His  valet 
being  dismissed,  and  the  object  of  his 
visit  being  briefly  stated  by  the  envoj 
from  the  Palais  Royal,  Talleyrand 
paused  for  a  moment  with  an  air  of 
meditation — but  it  was  only  for  a  mo- 
ment—-when  he  raised  his  eye  to  the 
messenger,  with  his  usual  apathetic 
manner,  and  said — **  Qu'il  acceptb." 

Ten  minutes  after  this,  the  Duke  of 
Orleans  re-appeared  from  his  cabinet  in 
the  salon,  where  the  deputation  waited, 
and  with  promptitude  of  manner,  and 
an  air  of  decision,  signified  his  accept- 
ance of  the  sovereignty  of  France. 

The  proclamation  was  drawn  up» 
and  signed  on  the  spot,  and  on  the 
tame  day  was  published  in  Paria. 
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That  **  there  is  no  royal  road  to  learn- 
ing" 18  an  ancient  adage.  True,  as 
applied  to  the  generality  of  subjects 
within  the  range  of  the  hnman  Intel- 
lect — ^most  true  with  respect  to  Law. 
«*  Nil  magninn  est,  $ine  labore,"  was 
the  maxim  of  the  ablest  and  the  most 
aceomplished  lawyer  that  ever  sat  on 
the  woolsack.  Avowedly  and  reso- 
lutely, with  earnest  and  devoted  spirit, 
did  this  great  man  work  out  his  share 
of  our  common  destiny,  leaving  to 
those  who  follow  in  the  same  career  a 
bright  example  to  cheer  and  guide 
them  in  their  rugged  and  toilsome 
path. 

To  become  a  thorough  lawyer,  **one 
roust  live  like  a  hermit,  and  work  like 
a  horse,"  is,  we  fear,  but  too  true  a  de- 
scription of  the  difficulties  which  beset 
those  who  would  aspire  to  eminence,  in 
this*  profession,  and  the  histories  of 
these  men  who  have  attained  distinc- 
tion afford  a  convincing  proof  of  the 
justness  of  this  observation.  A  study 
confined,  for  the  most  part,  to  the  ac- 
quisition of  difficult  and  minute  details 
^requiring,  in  order  to  gain  a  tho- 
rough mastery  of  the  subject,  the  most 
incessant  and  vigorous  exercise  of  the 
intellect,  must  necessarily  be  one  of 
extreme  difficulty  ;  and  considering  all 
this,  it  is  a  somewhat  curious  fact,  that 
while  to  the  members  of  almost  every 
other  profession,  abundant  opportu- 
nities are  afforded  for  acquiring  a  pro- 
per and  scientific  knowledge  of  its  de< 
tails,  we  leave  the  young  aspirant  for 
the  honours  of  the  bar  to  flounder  al- 
most in  a  vast  wilderness — a  labyrinth, 
without  a  clue.  We  wonder  much 
what  would  our  Continental  jurists 
say  ? — The  Russian,  whose  course  of 
preliminary  studies  occupies  six  years  ; 
the  German,  who  is  under  the  neces- 
sity of  a  seven  years*  application  to  the 
learning  of  his  profession ;  the  French- 
r  man  or  the  Amerigan^  -all  of  whom 
'have  to  undergo  a  most  searching  and 
trying  ordeal — what  would  be  the 
amazement  of  these  men  could  they  be 
got  to  understand  (of  which  we  enter- 
tain some  doubt)  that  all  that  is  re- 
quired in  these  countries  to  establish 


a  man  in  a  position,  than  ^Mch,  in  the 
whole  circle  of  human  affkirs,  there  is 
none  more  arduous — where  the  life,  the 
liberty,  or  the  fortune  o^a  ftllow  Crea- 
ture may  be  committed  \o  his  hands — 
is  the  mastication  of  a  certain  number 
of  dinners  eaten  at  certain  periods, 
and  the  course  continued  for  a  definite 
number  of  years. 

**  The  science  of  jurisprudence,"  says 
Edmund  Burke,  **is  the  pride  of  the  hu- 
man intellect,  which,  with  all  its  de- 
fects, redundancies,  and  errors,  contains 
the  collected  reason  of  ages — combining 
the  principles  of  original  Justice  with 
the  infinite  variety  of  human  concerns,** 

The  paths  which  approach  this 
science  are  of  course  beset  with 
innumerable  difficulties,  and  although 
we  hold  with  Lord  Eidon,  that  they 
are  to  be  overcome  but  by  labour 
alone,  we  are  yet,  we  confess,  unable 
to  discover  any  rational  cause  why 
these  difficulties,  enormous  as  they  are, 
should  be  increased,  and  why  that  toil 
should  be  multiplied  a  hundred-fold, 
in  consequence  of  the  complete  and 
total  want  of  some  sound  svstem  of 
legal  education,  which,  without  de- 
creasing the  wholesome  amount  of  la- 
bour absolutely  essential  for  implant- 
ing in  the  mind  the  principles  and 
the  rules  of  an  abstruse  science,  would 
yet  have  th#  effect  of  making  the 
amount  of  labour  employed  go  fur- 
ther, and  be  more  profitable  in  the  ac- 
quisition of  knowledge. 

We  are  glad  to  see  that  this  subject 
has  at  last  attracted,  in  this  country, 
the  attention  of  sensible  and  compe- 
tent men.  Previous  attempts  had  been 
made,  not,  however,  calculated,  in  our 
opinion,  to  effect  the  desired  object, 
such  systems  must  carry  with  them 
the  impress  of  the  authority  of  men  of 
eminence  and  consideration  in  their 
profession,  in  order  to  possess  the  con- 
fidence of  the  public.  The  notice  of  the 
public  will  be  attached  to  the  pamphlet 
upon  legal  education,  by  Mr.  Joy,  a 
copy  of  which  is  now  before  us.  We 
know  the  writer  to  be  a  man  well 
qualified  in  every  respect  for  fulfilling 


*  **  Lettera  on  the  present  state  of  Legal  Education  in  England  and  Ireland.' 
By  H.  H.  Joy,  Esq.    Dublin :  Hodges  and  Smith.    1647. 
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the  task  he  has  undertaken.  An  ac- 
complished and  an  able  lawjer  himself, 
his  opinion^  upon  such  a  subject^is  wor- 
thy of  the  attention  of  those  whose 
duty  it  is  to  produce  a  more  healthy, 
as  well  as  a  more  elevated  tone  in  both 
branches  of  the  profession.  Nothing  can, 
in  our  opinion,  be  more  efficacious  for 
this  purpose  than  the  introduction  of  a 
sound  and  comprehensive  system  of 
legal  education. 

In  fact,  the  time  has  come  when  it 
can  no  longer  be  dispensed  with.  It 
IS  necessary  not  only  that  those  who 
are  actually  at  the  Bar,  but  that  every 
well-educated  gentleman  in  the  com- 
munity should  have  some  competent 
knowledge  of  that  particular  science 
which  more  qr  less  affects  all  his  deal- 
ings in  life.  Law  ought  no  longer  to 
be  a  mystery,  save  to  the  initiated;  and 
every  man  should  at  least  have  a  suffix 
cient  knowledge  of  its  principles  to 
guide  him  in  the  every-day  transactions 
of  Ijfe,  as  well  as  to  enable  him  to  form 
a  just  idea  of  the  qualifications  of  those 
to  whom,  at  present  often  in  utter  igno- 
rance, he  intrusts  the  conduct  of  af- 
fairs of  the  greatest  magnitude — suffer- 
ing alas !  but  too  often  by  the  careless- 
ness or  the  incompetence  of  the  prac- 
titioner he  has  selected. 

"  There  can  be  do  doubt,"  says  Lord 
Campbell,  "that  those  men  who  are 
eagerly  bent  upon  study  will  improve 
themselves  ;  they  will  be  self-taught, 
and  will  conquer  all  disadvantages  ;  bnt 
serious  inconveniences  arise  from  there 
not  being  better  instruction  provided  for 
those  who  are  to  practise  as  advocates. 
In  the  present  want  of  system,  a  great 
deid  of  time  is  wasted  by  the  student, 
from  his  being  left  entirely  without  a 
guide  to  his  own  researches,  discover- 
ies, and  exertions.  However  eminent 
men  in  all  public  departments  have  been 
already  produced  at  the  bar,  such  men 
would  have  been  equally  ereat  if  they 
had  had  a  regular  lesal  education,  and 
many  of  them  would  have  performed 
these  duties  in  a  still  more  distinguished 
and  satisfactory  manner,  while  many  of 
those  who  have  acquired  high  oflfices,  by 
their  abilities  and  their  interest — being 
deficient  in  legal  acquirements — have  not 
performed  the  duties  assigned  to  them 
at  all  in  a  manner  as  well  as  they  would 
have  done,  if  they  bad  been  more  particu^ 
larly  and  more  systematically  educated.*' 

And,  in  addition  to  this,  we  have 
the  evidence  of  Lord  Brougham,  who 
observes  :— 


<<  That  although  many  i^en  lear^law 
very  accurately,  and  even  profounar^ 
by  their  own  studies,  they  would  learnjt 
better — at  all  events  thoy  would  learn  it 
easier — and  save  themselves  a  great  deal 
of  fruitless  labour  in  acquisition — if 
thoy  had  the  benefit  of  a  learned  and 
skilful  professor,  accustomed  to  teach, 
and  who  was  versed  in  the  didactic  art^ 
which  a  person  may  be  ver^  ignorant  of, 
and  yet  be  very  well  acquainted  with  the 
subject  which  he  teaches.** 

These,  with  other  authorities  of  equal 
weight,  are  cited  by  Mr.  Joy,  in  order  to 
establish  what  no  one,  we  should  think» 
will  be  adventurous  enough  to  deny^^ 
that  a  comprehensive  system  of  legal 
education  would  be  attended  with 
many  advantages  to  the  law-student ; 
and  we  fully  agree  with  him  in  hi* 
idea  of  what  should  be  its  main  object. 
It  ought  ''  to  be  to  guide  the  young 
student  through  the  labyrinth  which 
law  presents  to  the  uninitiated,  and 
to  establish  legal  principles  83rstematt* 
cally  in  the  mind  ;  to  ground  him,  as  a 
lawyer,  in  the  knowledge  of  principles, 
as  distinguished  from  a  mere  mechani- 
cal collector  of  cases."  He  would  not 
confine  this  course  of  education  to  in- 
struction in  one  branch  of  the  profes- 
sion alone,  holding  that  this  has  a  na- 
tional tendency  to  narrow  and  coni 
tract  the  mind,  but  have  it  extended 
equally  to  common  law  and  equity. 

There  is  an  argument  which  some 
have  advanced,  to  which,  however,  in 
our  opinion,  it  is  idle  to  listen ;  that 
because  our  present  sytem  has  pro- 
duced distinguished  men  and  able  law-, 
yers,  they  see  no  reason  to  change  it. 
That  men  have  attained  to  eminence 
in  spite  of  this  system,  we  are  by  no 
means  disposed  to  deny,  but  the  argu- 
ment goes  no  farther ;  any  one  whd 
turns  over  Lord  CampbeU's  '*  Lives  of 
the  Chancellors'*  will  see  that  many  of 
those  distinguished  men  owed  much  of 
their  learning,  and  consequently  their 
advancement  to  the  system  of  readings;, 
meetings,  and  exercises,  which  were 
then  established  at  the  Inns  of  Coart* 
so  that  the  period  of  time  which  has 
produced  the  eminent  men  who  have 
sprung  from  this  latter  system,  has 
been  of  no  long  duration.  What  was 
the  practice  in  the  time  of  Sir  Edwd. 
Coke,  as  cited  from  his  third  reports, 
by  Mr.  Joy  : — 

"  Now  for  the  degrees  of  law,  aS 
there  be  in  the  universities  of  Caoi- 
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bndge  and  Oxford  divors  degrees— as 

Seneral  £o^histers,  bacbolors,  masters, 
octors — of  whom  be  chosen  men  for 
fimlnont  and  judicial  places,  both  in  the 
church  and  ecclesiastical  courts ;  so  in 
the  profession  of  the  law  there  are  most 
men,  which  are  those  that  argue  readers 
cases  in  causes  of  chancery,  both  in 
terms  and  grand  vacations.  Of  most 
men  after  eight  years'  study,  or  there- 
abouts, are  chosen  utter  barristers; 
of  these  are  chosen  readers  in  Inns  of 
Chancery ;  of  utter  barristers,  after 
Hrey  have  been  of  that  degree  twelve 
years  at  least,  are  chosen  oenohers  or 
lOicients,  of  which  one  that  is  of  the  pa* 
sine  sort  reads  yearly,  in  summer  va- 
cation, and  is  called  a  single  reader  and 
one  of  the  ancients,  that  had  formerly 
read,  reads  in  Lent  vacation,  and  is  called 
a  double  reader ;  and  commonly  it  is 
between  his  first  and  second  readings 
about  nine  or  ten  years ;  and  out  of 
tiiose  the  Kin?  makes  choice  of  his  At- 
torney and  Solicitor- General,  his  Attor- 
IM7  of  the  Court  of  Laws  and  Licences, 
and  Attorney  of  the  Duchy;  and  of 
those  readers,  are  sergeants  elected  by 
the  King,  and  are,  by  the  King's  wish, 
called  **ad  statum  et  gradum  servien- 
tis  ad  legem ;"  and  out  of  these  the 
King  electeth  one,  two,  or  three,  as 
please  him,  to  be  his  sergeants,  which 
are  called  tho  kings  sergeants  of  ser- 
geants— are  by  the  King  also  consti- 
tated  tho  honourable  and  reverend  sages 
and  judges  of  tho  law. 

"  Each  of  the  houses  of  court  consists 
of  readers — above  twenty ;  of  utter  bar- 
risters, above  thrice  so  many ;  of  young 
gentlemen — about  the  number  of  eight 
or  nine  score  who  there  spend  their  time 
in  the  study  of  law,  and  in  commendable 
exercises  fit  for  gentlemen — the  judges 
of  the  law,  and  sergeants,  being  com- 
menlv  above  the  numoer  of  twenty,  are 
equally  distinguished  into  the  higher 
aad  more  eminent  houses,  called  Ser- 
geants' Inn.  All  these  are  not  far  dis- 
tant from  one  another,  and  altogether 
do  make  the  most  famous  university  in 
profession  of  law,  only  or  for  any  one 
human  science  that  is  in  the  world ;  in 
which  houses  of  court  and  chancery,  the 
roadings  and  other  exercises  of  the  laws 
therein  cootinaally  used,  are  most  excel- 
b&t  and  behoofful  for  attaining  to  the 
kaeirledge  of  these  laws." 

,  We  are  sorry  to  confess  the  fact,  but 
iiisnotorioufi  to  the  community  at  large, 
that  tke  Irish  bar,  whether  as  regards 
the  qualification,  the  talent,  or  the  edu- 
cation of  its  practitioners,  has  greatly 
^teriorated  within  the  last  fifty  years, 
^k  ar^  dd  lawyer,  and  he  will  tell 


you  what,  with  every  allowajlce  for 
his  Nestor-like  predilectiotife,isbut  too 
true,  that  tho  bar  of  Ireland  is  not  what 
it  used  to  be,  nor  are  its  practitioners 
of  the  present  day  at  all  equal  to  the 
associates  of  his  earlier  years.  Talent 
will  always  find  its  level  in  every  pro- 
fession, and  we  should  be  most  unwill- 
ing to  shut  the  gates  of  advancement 
in  the  face  of  any  man,  however  hum- 
ble his  origin,  who  is  disposed  to  climb 
the  difficult  ladder  which  leads  to  pro- 
fessional eminence,  but  among  the 
host  of  evils  which  tends  to  lower 
the  character  of  the  profession  there 
is  a  class  of  men  thronging  at  present 
to  the  bar  of  this  country,  who  in- 
nocent of  any  desire  to  attain  pro- 
fessional distinction,  are  perfectly  sa- 
tisfied with  snatching  at,  and  doing 
in  a  slovenly  and  clumsy  manner, 
if  they  can  do  it  at  all,  the  elymo- 
synary  business  which  is  afforded  to 
them  by  their  relations.  In  fact  it  is 
notorious,  that  almost  every  solicitor 
in  any  tolerable  practice  shoves  his 
son  to  the  bar,  often  wholly  uneducat- 
ed, with  no  other  knowledge  of  his 
profession  than  the  miserable  practice 
of  his  father's  desk  can  supply.  They 
have  an  ambition  to  see  their  son  a 
counsellor,  and  a  counsellor  he  accord- 
ingly becomes,  inheriting,  by  descent, 
declarations  which  he  draws,  we  pre- 
sume, instinctively,  and  deriving  his 
daily  nutriment  from  orders  to  com- 
pute. 

In  due  process  of  time,  the  coun- 
sellor's parent  is  gathered  to  his  fa- 
thers— he  departs  to  that  realm 

^  Where  dead  attorneys  go  r 

and  another  son  reigns  in  his  stead, 
keeping  up,  at  the  same  time,  the 
business  of  the  office,  and  his  brother, 
the  counsellor,  who,  jogging  on  from 
year  to  year,  signs  his  declarations, 
and  moves  his  motions  of  course,  with- 
out a  thought,  a  wish,  or  a  capability 
for  performing  any  thing  else. 

There  is  another  class  of  men,  also, 
who  encumber  the  avenues  to  success ; 
they  begin  by  being  apprentices  to  soli- 
citors, then  they  become  solicitors  them- 
selves, and  having  acquired  a  certain 
knowledge  of  the  routine  business,  as 
well  as  an  extensive  professional  connex- 
ion,  the  grub  is  transformed  into  the 
butterfly,  and  the  attorney  is  metamor- 
phosed into  a  full-blown  baiTister. 
Now  all    these,    with   several  other 
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matters,  wbioh  are  equally  prejadiolal 
to  the  character  of  the  profession,  but 
which  want  of  space  prevents  us  from 
noticing  at  present,  have  the  unfortu- 
nate effect  of  lowering  the  character  of 
the  Irish  bar,  and  every  sober-thinking, 
educated  man,  who  knows  the  gross 
extent  of  these  evils,  as  well  as  the 
vast  amount  of  business  disposed  of 
altogether  by  patronage  such  as  we 
have  glanced  at,  must  be  well  aware 
that  a  sweeping  and  thorough  reform 
is  essential.  We  would,  therefore, 
adopt  the  most  stringent  mode,  not  of 
excluding  these  classes  from  the  pro- 
fession, but  of  compelling  them  to  un- 
dergo a  sound  system  of  legal  educa- 
tion, at  the  close  of  which  there  should 
be  a  most  searching  examination — the 
passing  of  which  should  alone  be  a 
sufficient  test  of  their  qualifications 
and  competency.  We  would  not  per- 
mit any  one  to  be  called  to  the  bar 
without  being  submitted  to  this  test. 
We  do  not,  therefore,  by  any  means 
agree  with  Mr.  Joy,  "  that  a  compul- 
sory public  examination  is  to  be  de- 
precated, as  an  essential  preliminary  to 
admission  to  the  bar."  Is  this  profes- 
sion alone  to  be  excluded  from  the 
benefit  of  a  test,  of  which  every  other 
possesses  the  advantage  ?  Is  the  ad- 
vocate to  be  the  only  man  in  the  com- 
munity of  whose  competency  to  per- 
form bis  duties  we  do  not  require  a  sa^ 
tisfactory  test — he  to  whose  cool  skill 
and  clear  intellect  are  entrusted,  in  in- 
finite variety,  every  complicated  ques- 
tion which  can  affect  the  prosperity, 
the  rights,  the  liberty,  and  the  life  of 
man?  The  omission  of  one  word  in 
a  settlement  has  been  known  to  cost 
a  family  their  estates.  A  case  came 
within  our  own  notice  lately,  which 
must,  of  course,  be  known  to  many  of 
the  profession,  where  a  property, 
amounting  to  several  thousand  a-year, 
passed  from  the  hands  of  an  amiable 
and  estimable  nobleman,  solely  because 
there  was  a  technical  informality  in  the 
instrument  which  conveyed  it. 

**  Can  Uieie  thiagt  be. 
And  OTercoroe  utlikc  o  eumrocr  clond, 
Without  onr  special  wonder  7" 

Can  these  things  be  ?  and  is  it  to  be 
tolerated  that  we  go  blundering  stu- 
pidly and  unconcernedly  onward,  with- 
out caring,  by  correcting  the  errors 
from  which  they  have  had  their  source, 
to  secure  ourselves  against  their  recur- 
rence. 


It  if  observed,  in  a  legal  periodMilf 
cited  by  Mr.  Joy— 

'*  In  the  two  numbers  of  Drury  and 
Warren's  reports,  tempore  Sagdeo, 
comprising  in  all  thirty-four  cases,  no 
less  than  nine  are  on  the  construction  of 
deeds.  In  the  third  volume  there  are 
six  cases,  and  fourteen  in  the  second. 
With  such  abundance  of  natural  talent, 
the  disadvantage  to  which  Irish  convey- 
ancing appears  liable  seems  mainly  to 
arise  from  defective  legal  education." 

Now,  it  appears  that  within  a  pe« 
riod  of  fourteen  years,  there  have  been 
upwards  of  nine  hundred  and  fifty 
students  called  to  the  Irish  bar,  and  oif 
these  there  are  at  thii  moment  seven 
hundred  practising  barristers.  There 
are  not  less,  we  are  told,  than  sixteen 
hundred  licensed  attorneys.  Surely  it 
is  high  time  that  some  step  should  be 
taken  by  the  legislature  for  the 
purpose  of  mitigating  this  hydra- 
headed — this  monstrous  evil.  What 
becomes  of  these  practitioners  ?  They 
prey  upon  each  other.  Mean  and  dis- 
reputable practices  are  resorted  to  in 
both  branches  of  the  profession  for  the 
purpose  of  procuring  business.  Soli- 
citors get  up  trumpery  or  disgrace- 
ful actions;  barristers  (we are  ashamed 
to  say  it)  take  briefs  upon  speculation 
— take  half  fees,  and  are  glad  to  get 
them — and  sometimes  work  without 
fees  at  all.  Queen's  counsel — men  of 
standing  in  their  profession,  who  ought 
to  be  men  of  character — take  guinea 
fees  upon  declarations.  We  have 
heard  of  one  practitioner  of  the  outer 
bar  who  unites  in  himself  both  branches 
of  the  profession,  performing  with 
equal  facility  the  respective  functions 
of  each.  He  receives  his  instructions 
from  the  client — he  makes  out  his  own 
brief — he  pays  himself  his.  own  fee ; 
and  all  for  the  ridiculously  small  sum 
of  a  guinea.  Are  such  practices  to  be 
tolerated  ?  The  educated  gentleman, 
a  few  rare  specimens  of  which  are  still 
to  be  seen  m  the  Hall  of  the  Four 
Courts — he  who  has  had  the  benefit  of 
an  enlightened  university  education, 
and  has  thoroughly  mastered  the  diffi- 
culties of  his  profession,  comes  now  to 
the  bar,  and  by  whom  does  he  see  him- 
self surrounded.  Too  proud,  with  too 
much  self-respect  to  stoop  to  suck 
practices,  what  chance  of  success  has 
he  against  such  competitors  as  these, 
who  work  like  moles  in  the  dark  ?  He 
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ridcens  at  the  contact — he  Is  diagiuted 
with  the  arts  which  he  sees  others  use^ 
and  at  length,  after  years  thrown 
awaj  in  pacing  the  weary  round  of 
that  hally  whose  flags  have  worn  out 
so  many  hopes,  he  who  might  have 
heen  an  ornament  to  his  profession, 
leaves  it  in  disgust. 

Such,  it  is  notorious,  we  know  it, 
are  some  among  the  many  causes  which 
at  th'is  moment  operate  prejudicially 
against  the  Irish  car,  and  lower  the 
class  of  men  who  are  competitors  for  its 
basinets  and  its  honours ;  and  although 
we  differ  from  Mr.  Joy  in  one  or  two 
points  he  has  laid  down,  and  we  do  so 
with  some  hesitation,  we  are,  never- 
theless, of  opinion  that  he  has  con- 
ferred a  great  public  benefit  by  calling 
the  attention  of  the  community  to  the 
subject  of  his  book.  Nothing  will 
have  so  salutary  an  effect  as  a  sound, 
comprehensive  system  of  education, 
which  ought,  however,  to  be  followed 
by  a  rigorous  examination,  not  a  vo- 
luntary one.  This  is  an  ordeal  through 
which  the  classes  to  which  we  have 
alluded  ought  to  be  made  pass,  and  it 
would  have  the  effect  of  sweeping  away 
the  hordes  of  political  speculators  and 
hungry  adventurers,  which  now  throng 
the  avenues  of  the  profession ;  although 
Mr.  Joy  does  not  go  so  far  as  we  do, 
he  is,  nevertheless,  in  the  right  track. 
In  his  seventh  letter  he  says  :— 

"  There  are  reasons  for  preventing  the 
indiscriminate  increase  of  the  bar  which 
do  not  apply  to  other  professions.  This 
seems  to  oe  well  understood  in  foreign 
countries.  The  only  check,  however, 
which  in  a  free  country  ought  to  prevail 
is,  the  check  of  education.  It  is  the  in- 
terest of  the  public  that  this  check 
should  exist  in  a  profession  with  such 
responsibilities,  such  influence,  so  wide 
a  command  of  public  and  official  situa- 
tions, and  to  which  property,  liberty, 
and  life  are  daily  and  hourly  intrusted, 
often  without  appeal,  whatever  errors 
or  unfaithfulness  there  may  be  in  the 
protection  of  the  rights  committed  to 
Its  members.  It  is  the  interest  of  the 
public  that  it  should  be  confined,  so  far 
as  the  moral  check  of  education  can 
confine  it,  to  its  legitimate  professors, 
as  distinguished  from  the  large  and  in- 
creasing class  that  belong  to  it  only  in 
name,  aad  which  has  incalculably  weak- 
ened its  puhlic  and  moral  influence,  and 
created  a  distrust  in  the  public  mind, 
which  it  requires  no  little  effort  to  re- 
move.'' 


Mr.  Jot  cites  one  or  two  authori- 
ties for  the  purpose  of  proving  hit 
proposition  that  voluntary  examination 
would  be  a  sufficient  test,  as  for  in- 
stance : — 

**  It  would  be  necessary  to  fix  the 
standard  of  examination  either  too  high 
or  too  low.  If  we  fix  it  at  such  a  height 
as  to  test  the  stronger  spirits  there 
destined  for  the  higher  departments  of 
business,  then  we  should  shut  out  of  the 
profession  all  those  men,  who  though 
nut  of  moderate  abilities  are  yet  quite 
sufficient  for  the  execution  of  a  large 
portion  of  what  may  be  termed  the  heavy 
routine  business  of  the  bar ;  and  again, 
voluntary  examination  will  ansiwer  all 
the  purposes  of  establishing  a  public 
distinction  between  those  who  have  made 
proof  of  their  ability,  and  those  who 
nave  shrunk  from  it,  provided  the  ex- 
amination be  made  really  a  severe  test. 
It  will  not  exclude  from  the  profession 
the  men  of  labour,  but  of  moderate  abi- 
lity, who,  as  a  working  mass,  are  most 
useful,  though  individually  not  remark- 
able; nor  will  it  oxclude  those  who 
though  possessed  of  talent  or  strength 
either  cannot  or  will  not  develop  it  in 
early  life.  It  will  supply  the  existing 
deficiency  of  a  legitimate  means  of  mak- 
ing those  known  to  the  profession  who 
do  possess  and  can  early  exert  brilliant 
abilities,  without  attempting  to  stigma- 
tize others ;  and  it  wilt  bnng  forward 
the  bold  and  ambitious  without  deterring 
the  retiring  and  over  modest,  who  may 
yet  beneath  their  crust  of  shyness  con- 
ceal abilities  of  a  high  order.*' 

Now  one  moment's  consideration 
will  show,  that  there  is  nothing  in  this 
which  would  have  the  effect  of  obvi- 
ating the  evils  of  which  we  have  just 
complained.  What  is  essentially  re- 
quisite in  this  country  is,  a  sufficient 
test  of  the  qualifications  of  the  men 
who  come  to  the  bar.  If  the  exami- 
nation were  voluntary  merely,  the 
hordes  of  incompetent  adventurers,  of 
those  depending  upon  the  support  of 
their  own  connexions,  would  be  by  no 
means  diminished,  and,  until  they  aro 
so,  we  need  never  expect  to  see  the 
Irish  bar  what  it  ought  to  be,  either 
as  regards  the  qualifications  or  the 
character  of  its  practitioners.  There 
are  some  observations  in  a  recent 
number  of  the  "Jurist,"  which  so 
fully  bear  out  the  opinion  we  have 
formed,  with  reference  to  the  neces- 
sity of  a  compulsory  examination,  as  a 
tast,  previous  to  admission  to  the  bar. 
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we  trust  we  shall  be  pardoned  if 
we  extract  them  at  length : — 

"  We  confess  that  we  have  observed 
with  regret,  the  reluctance  of  the  Ions 
of  Court  to  enforce  upon  the  candidate 
for  admission  to  the  bar,  the  acquisition 
of  some  legal  knowledge.  It  is  difficult 
to  perceive  upon  what  grounds  the  pre- 
sent practice  can  be  supported.  It  is, 
we  believe,  said,  that  the  nature  of  a 
barrister's  employment,  the  public  man- 
ner in  which  it  is  exercised,  and  the  in- 
tervention between  the  advocate  and  the 
etient,  of  a  competent  judge,  in  the  per- 
son of  the  attorney,  render  a  prelimi- 
nary test  unnecessary ;  and  without  it, 
those  only  who  are  competent,  will  be 
employed  as  advocates.  But  whv  should 
the  public,  or  rather,  the  litigatmg  por- 
tion of  them,  be  obliged  to  ascertain 
from  amongst  a  crowd  of  persons,  all 
bearing  the  same  insignia  of  learning, 
those  who  indeed  possess  it,  and  those 
who  have  only  its  semblance — what  coins 
are  of  true  metal,  and  what  of  false. 
Bather  is  it  the  duty  of  the  state,  or  in 
the  present  care  of  those  to  whom  the 
state  has  delegated  its  authority,  to 
present  to  its  subjects,  for  their  choice, 
in  matters  of  such  grave  import  as  are 
intrusted  to  an  advocate,  those  onlv 
who  must,  in  some  deeree,  be  presumed 
to  be  competent  for  the  task.  But  ad- 
mitting that  ultimately  the  character  of 
each  individual  barrister  is  fairly  and 
accurately  ascertained — and  when  we  do 
that,  we  are  granting  what  is  far  from 
the  fact,  why  should  not  this  be  facili- 
tated by  selecting  the  subjects  for  pub- 
lic experiment?  It  is  said  that  the 
attorney  will  ascertain  the  fitness  of  the 
counsel:  but  how  is  he  told  so  in  the 
first  instance?  either  he  must  person- 
ally know  the  untried  man — a  state  of 
thinfi^s,  which,  if  it  were  possible,  would 
be  &r  from  desirable,  or  he  must  run 
the  risk  of  a  mistake,  and  peril  his 
client's  interest  in  the  choice  of  the 
advocate.  Both  these  evils  may  be  al- 
most avoided  by  the  adoption,  not  of 
an  examination  merely,  through  which 
all  must  pass,  but  of  one  by  which  the 
various  degrees  of  proficiency  would  be 
made  apparent ;  the  public  would  have 
affordea  to  them  some  clue  to  guide 
their  choice,  and  the  unknown  and 
friendless  man  of  talent,  who  mav  now 
wait  hopelessly  for  an  opportunity  of 
trying  his  powers,  would  have  afforded 
to  him  one  way  at  least  of  emerging 
from  his  obscurity. 

**  From  the  ranks  of  the  bar  are  chosen 
numerous  officers,  judicial  and  other  wise ; 
so  much  so,  indeed,  that  the  phrase,  '  a 
barrister  of  seven  years'  standing,'  has 
become  proverbial.     The  confining  the 


choice  of  officers  to  any  parliilifr  iAMI. 
can  onlv  be  justified  on  the  gfomm^  ef 
its  peculiar  fitness  for  the  dkohMfe  tf 
its  duties.  How  is  this  fitness  learned? 
What  is  done  to  make  the  barrister  of 
seven  vears'  standing  more  fit  for  his 
office  than  any  other  person  ?  Nothing. 
He  may  have  observed  the  forms  re- 
quired by  the  Inns  of  Court — ^forms, 
which  have  long  ceased  to  have  any 
meaning  attached  to  them-~wltho«t 
having  ever  seriously  perused  a  single 
legal  work,  or  during  his  attendance  at 
a  pleader's  or  conveyancer's  chambers, 
extended  his  studios  beyond  the  columns 
of  a  newspaper,  donned  the  wig  and 
gown,  and  fluttered  for  a  time  about  the 
courts ;  thence  retiring  to  more  con- 
genial pursuits,  with  which  to  while 
away  tne  probationary  term;  after 
which,  if  he  chance  to  have  Ariends,  be 
ma^  obtain  one  of  those  places  for 
which  the  legislature  has  declared  them 
qualified.  Those  are  the  men  whom 
such  an  examination  would  keep  away 
from  the  bar,  or  if  they  did  come,  thej 
would  be  obliged  to  acquure  some  know- 
ledge. 

**  Wo  think  the  honour  of  the  bar  and 
the  interest  of  the  public  require  that 
some  test  of  fitness  should  be  lequired— 
in  no  other  profession,  we  believe,  is  it 
wanting." 

In  the  justness  and  truth  of  these 
observations  we  most  fully  concur ; 
and>  we  are  moreover  of  opinion^  that 
there  is  nothing  like  a  public  viva  voc0 
examination  for  sounding  the  depths 
of  a  man's  knowledge — his  answers 
will  continually  suggest  Aresh  quea- 
tions-~and  so  the  actual  amount  of  hia 
information  upon  any  given  subject 
will  most  easily  be  ascertained.  With 
reference  to  the  objection  which  haa 
been  so  strongly  urged  against  the ' 
policy  of  a  compulsory  examinatioD^ 
that  country  gentlemen  and  persons  of 
consideration  who  now  come  to  the 
bar  for  the  purpose  of  becoming  quali- 
fied to  fulfil  their  respective  duties  in 
life,  would»  by  this  means,  be  deterred 
from  doing  so,  we  have  only  to  ob- 
serve that  they  can  have  the  full 
benefit  of  the  education,  lectures,  &o.  ; 
and  if,  having  had  the  advantage  of 
these,  they  are  found  unable  to  pass 
the  ordeal,  there  is  no  great  harm 
done  after  all.  It  is  not  from  such  a 
class  that  the  ornaments  of  the  pro- 
fession have  ever  been  derived.  Thej 
have  conferred  no  lu&trc  upon  it ;  and 
if  they  seek  to  obtain  additional  posi- 
tion by  becoming  enrolled  in  its  raoka* 
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itk hmhkg tlMii they shoold sot  re- 
4|iif«  tile  distioctkm  without  havii^ 
to  work  ^  It.  There  is  al»o  a  qttiJi- 
ty  most  pre-emiiiBntly  nsefol  at  the 
bar,  which  public  examinations  would 
l»ot  onlj  deyelope  but  encourage — 
readineat  and  presence  of  mhid,  as 
well  as  A  facilitj  in  giving  utterance  to 
the  thoQghts.  Many  men  have  ex- 
^witBced  moet  painfully,  in  after*life, 
the  eoBseqoeBees  of  a  defidencyin  this 
iwrfiyiMe  qealityy  which  a  little  early 
experience  and  practice  could  scarcely 
hare  failed  to  supply. 

We  are  informed  by  the  Chief  Re- 
membrancer that  the  benchers  of  the 
King's  Inns  have  a  property,  consisting 
of  areventy-four  thousand  five  hundred 
and  ninety-niiie  pounds,  in  the  funds, 
Waides  two  thousand  odd  pounds  in 
bonk,  and  an  annual  rental  of  more 
than  two  hundred  a-year.  They  are 
the  persona  to  whom  the  state  has  de- 
legated its  authority  in  these  matters. 
They  have  an  unlimited  power  to  com- 
pel the  student  to  go  through  any  pre- 
paratory ordeal  upon  which  they  de- 
ci4e.  Into  their  hands  has  the  trust 
been  committed  of  educating  the  bar 
of  this  country.  Have  they  fulfilled, 
with  ample  and  increasing  funds  at 
tbejr  command,  that  trust  ? — have  they 
ever  done  anything  towards  improv- 
ing' the  intellectual  condition  of  that 
profession  to  which  they  belong? 
We  fear  they  have  not.  We  hope 
tbefa*  inertness  will  not  continue. 
We  warn  them  that  public  attention 
ii  awake ;  and  should  they  hesitate 
any  longer  to  i^ply  some  portion  of 
ttiose  large  revenues  at  their  command 
to  the  purposes  of  education,  the  coun- 
try will  demand  that  the  state  should 
resume  the  control  of  those  funds 
niddi  th<^  have  wilfully  neglected  to 
apply  to  their  legitimate  destination.* 

It  appears  that  while  the  expenses 
incidental  to  a  call  to  the  Bar  of 
England  amount  to  nearly  one  hun- 
dred pounds,  while  an  outlay  of  nearly 
teee  hundred  pounds  is  involved  in 
a  taXk  to  the  l^tch  Bar,  the  only 
ftes  payable  in  this  country,  exclusive 


of  stamp  duty,  are  ahont  tiiiriy^vght 
pounds  eighteen  shillings.  We  tee 
no  reason  why  this  should  be*  Mr* 
Joy  proposes  that  the  students*  fees 
should  be  increased  about  eighteen 
pounds ;  and  we  quite  agree  with  him. 
This  increase,  would,  of  course,  assist 
in  defraying  the  salaries  of  competent 

Erofessors,  none  of  whom  ought  to 
ave  less  than  three  or  four  hundred 
guineas  a^year,  which  would  make  it 
worth  the  while  of  able  and  experienced 
lavryers  to  undertake  the  duties. 

The  plan  of  education  which  Mr. 
Joy  proposes  is  in  effect  almost  similar 
to  that  which  has  been  introduced  into 
the  English  Inns  of  Court.  He  sug- 
gests, however,  in  addition,  that  the 
two  law  professorships  which  at  pre- 
sent exist  in  Trinity  College,  should 
be  made  available  for  a  course  of  lec- 
tures between  the  period  of  taking 
the  degree  of  bachelor  and  that  &[ 
master ;  one  in  general  jurisprudence^ 
the  other  in  the  law  of  real  property 
and  criminal  law.  That  a  certificate 
of  attendance  on  one  course  of  lec- 
tures in  each  of  these  subjects,  as 
well  as  examinations  in  them,  should 
be  required  by  the  benchers  previous 
to  admission  to  the  bar,  independently 
of  the  more  particular  and  praetiott 
courses  connected  with  the  Inns  of 
Court  of  England  and  Ireland. 

That  after  these  preliminary  studies 
at  the  University,  two  years  should  be 
devoted  by  students  for  the  Irish  Bar 
to  study  and  attendance  on  lectures  in 
law  and  equity,  and  examinations  in 
England ;  and  that  a  certificate  of  at- 
tendance upon  two  courses  of  lectures 
in  each  year — of  which  conveyancing 
should  be  one— should  be  essential  to 
admission  to  the  bar.  He  suggests 
that  these  two  years  of  attendance 
upon  lectures  in  the  University  should 
precede  the  course  of  education  now 
oeingr  adopted  in  England ;  and  that  the 
benchers  m  this  country  should  require 
certificates  of  the  student's  attend- 
ance upon  each  previous  to  his  being 
called  to  the  bar.  The  system  of  edu- 
cation which  has  lately  been  adopted  in 


*  The  first  move  in  the  proper  direction  we  have  heard  of  is^  the  opening  of  the 
Liw  Library  at  an  earlier  nour.  We  believe  it  is  now  open  from  8  o'clock  a.n).  un- 
til 6  p.m.  ;  and  while  we  are  upon  this  subject  we  venture  to  express  a  hope  that  they 
hare  had  the  consideration  to  make  an  increase  in  the  salary  of  the  Assistant  Libra* 
ritn,  proportionate  to  the  additional  labour  which  has  devolved  upon  him.  They 
coald  not  possibly  employ  a  portion  of  the  large  funds  at  their  command  better. 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  175.  f 
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fbe  Middle  Templej  pf omises  to  be  yery 
efFeotiye  as  fkr  as  it  goes.  A  lecturer 
has  been  appointed  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  lectures  in  jurisprudence  and 
einl  law  ;  and  two  exhibitions  have 
been  established  for  the  benefit  of  those 
students  who  shall  exhibit  the  greatest 
proficiency  in  these  studies ;  no  student 
for  the  fhtare  to  be  admitted  to  the 
bar^  who  had  not  attended  these  lee- 
turesi  which  consist  of  three  terminal 
eourseSi  and  each  of  these  courses  of 
twenty  lectures.  The  first  course  to 
take  place  between  the  first  day  of 
Hilary  term  and  the  end  of  March ; 
the  second  between  the  first  day  of 
Easter  term  and  the  1st  of  July  ; 
and  the  third  between  the  a6th  of 
October  and  the  24th  of  December  in 
each  year. 

An  annual  examination  of  students 
is  to  be  held  previous  to  their  admis- 
sion to  the  bar,  which>  however,  is 
not  to  be  compulsory,  but  for  the  pur- 
pose of  encouraging  the  attendance  of 
men,  and  of  affording  them  an  oppor- 
tunity  of  becoming  advantageously 
known>  and  acquiring  distinction,  lists 
are  to  be  published,  containing  the 
names  of  those  students  who  have  ac- 
quitted themselves  in  a  satisfactory 
manner,  as  well  as  of  those  whose  an- 
swering has  been  distinguished  by  its 
marked  superiority. 

For  the  purtK>se  of  encouraging  good 
attendance  at  the  lectures,  as  well  as 
answering  at  the  examination,  two 
prises,  of  one  hundred  guineas  each, 
are  proposed  for  the  competition  of 
those  who,  having  attended  at  least 
three  terminal  courses  of  lectures,  shall 
have  made  the  best  examination.— 
This  is  all  excellent  as  far  as  it  goes. 
The  period  during  which  the  system 
has  been  at  work  is  not,  of  course,  suf- 
ficient to  test  its  efficacy,  or  to  enable 
us  to  pronounce  any  decided  opinion 
upon  its  merits.  We  are  of  opinion 
that  these  prizes  will  be  most  effica- 
cious in  promoting  a  diligent  atten- 
dance at  the  lectures,  as  well  as  an  in- 
centive to  the  industry  of  those  who 
are  possessed  of  but  slender  means. 
We  can  discover  no  sufficient  reason 
why  a  similar  system  should  not  be 
adopted  at  the  Ring's  Inns  in  this 
country — why  prizes  should  not  be 
offered— and  why  an  attendance  at 
lectures,  both  here  and  in  London, 
should  not  be  enforced.  There  is  one 
portion  of  this  plan  which  we  consider 


most  advisable — that  having  reference 
to  the  publication  of  lists  contidning 
the  names  of  those  students  whose  an- 
swering has  been  successful,  as  well  as 
of  those  who  have  obtained  honours, 
thus  affording  to  the  student,  at  once, 
a  direct  incentive  to  industry  and  ap- 
plication, and  at  the  same  time,  a  gua- 
rantee, that  these  shall  not  have  been 
opened  In  vain,  for  the  client  will 
thereby  be  afforded  a  sure  index  to 
direct  him  to  the  advocate  to  whose 
abilities  he  may  entrust  his  cause,  and 
many  a  man  will  be  saved  from  the 
agonies  of  hope  deferred,  and  the  mi- 
serable mortification  of  wuting  through 
a  course  of  weary  years  for  business 
which  never  comes. 

The  observations  of  Mr.  Joy  upon 
this  point,  are  pregnant  with  good 
sense  and  ability  :— 

"  The  student  would  thus  enter  upon 
the  profession,  ripe  to  undertake  its 
duties,  conscientiously  and  adequately, 
and  would  be  likely,  in  a  very  short 
time,  to  meet  with  employment;  his 
usefulness  and  competency  would  imme- 
diately be  developed.  According  to  the 
present  usage,  a  lad  of  one  or  two  and 
twenty  years  is  called  to  the  bar,  and 
idles  away  term  after  term,  and  vear 
after  year,  in  the  gossip  of  the  hall,  or 
reading  at  random  in  a  law  library, 
without  assistance  or  enoouraffement. 
Such  time  as  is  not  spent  in  the  hall,  or 
in  miscellaneous  reading,  is  passed  m 
picking  up,  in  an  irksome  attendance  on 
the  courts,  detached  arguments,  or 
judgments  upon  cases,  following  one 
another  in  rapid  succession,  quite  uncon- 
nected, and  leaving  a  confused  impres- 
sion of  legal  points  and  principles,  which 
he  finds  it  impossible  to  reduce  to  anyjde- 
finite  theory,  or  to  arrange  in  his  mind 
with  reference  to  future  use.  If  some 
good-natured  client  or  favouring  at- 
torney, who  thinks  more  of  bringing  his 
young  kinsman  into  notice  than  of  con- 
sulting the  interests  of  his  client,  gives 
him  employment  in  court,  and  If  he  la 
thus  forced  prematurely  into  business, 
he  loses  the  chance  of  ever  becoming  a 
sound  lawyer.  His  previous  education 
is  but  a  skeleton— his  information  has 
been  acquired  at  random — ^he  has  no 
scientific  knowledge  of  the  principles  of 
law— his  reading  has  not  been  directed 
by  any  experienced  head — he  has  gone 
over  such  books  as  accident  suggested — 
he  has  seen  nothins^  of  practice — all  ho 
can  do  is  to  make  himself  up  for  the  case 
he  has  to  deal  with,  and  so  on  for  the 
next ;  and  thus  he  goes  on  from  case  to 
case,  congratulated  by  his  less  success- 
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fvl  jooDg  friends,  until  when  it  is  too 
Iftte  to  methodize  his  knowledge,  or  to 
master  law  as  a  science,  he  sees liis  com- 
pinions,  who  employed  their  years  of 
stadentship  under  a  learned  and  ex- 
perienced member  of  the  profession,  who 
gmded  their  reading,  and  explained 
what  they  read,  and  (&yeloped  the  rules, 
prmctples,  and  sdenoe  of  tne  law,  turn 
•at  tuperior  sebolars — more  usefbl 
iBflmbers  of  the  profession — more  stea- 
dily employed — and  more  likely  to  re- 
oeire  and  to  keep  to  their  places  as 
leaders  at  the  Bar.** 

These  are  the  obsenrationB  of  a  man 
of  sense  and  experience,  who  has  fully 
considered  the  subject  upon  which  he 
writes,  and  we  hope  that  this  pamph- 
let may  have  the  eifect  of  attracting 
the  notice  of  the  legislature,  as  well  as 
of  the  profession,  to  this  important 
sobject.*  The  character  of  tne  pro- 
fession will  be  raised  ;  the  standard  of 
ability  will  be  elevated  ;  men  will  no 
longer  seek  to  obtain  employment  by 
the  mean  and  unworthy  arts  which 
are  at  present  adopted ;  business  will 
be  distributed  through  its  legitimate 
channels  ;  men  will  no  longer  seek 
it — like  Lord  Chancellor  Jeffreys^ 
by  getting  drunk  with  attorneys ; 
and  the  Irish  bar  will  become  again 
what  it  was  once— the  resort  of  edu- 
cated gentlemen,  competent  to  dis- 
charge the  responsible  duties  of  an 
arduous  profession.  We  shall  con- 
dade  these  observations  upon  this  sub- 
ject, which  we  have  been  obliged  to 
curtail  much  more  than  we  intended, 
by  making  one  more  extract  from  Mr. 
Joy's  book,  which  breathes  a  spirit  that 
cannot  be  too  much  commended : — 

**  Amongst  the  indirect  consequences 
of  systematic  and  united  education  of 
the  bar,  particularly  in  Ireland,  extend- 
ing over  four  or  five  years — ^the  bringing 
together  and  encouraging  the  mutual 
oommunication  of  thoughts  and  feelings 
between  students  of  different  religious 
persuasions,  is  one  which  might  have  a 
most  happy  effect.  It  is  so  much  the 
habit  for  tnose  so  circumstanced  to  be 
edacated  at  separate  schools,  and  they 


mix  so  little  together,  when  they  hap- 
pen to  be  at  the  same  college,  that  thev 
come  to  the  bar  almost  strangers  to  eacn 
other.      Nothing  would  tend  more  to 
better  or  kinder  mutual  feeling  than  being 
associated  in  the  same  classes  during 
the  four  or  five  years  proposed  "to  be 
devoted  to  professional  ednoatioB,  at- 
tending the  same  lectures,  taking  part 
in  the  same  examinations,  reading  and 
conversing  together  on  the  same  books, 
and  gradually  learning  to  appreciate  in 
one  another  qualities  which  neither,  per- 
haps, gave  the  other  credit  for  possess- 
ing :  and  gradually  softening  down  the 
doubts,  distrust,  and  prejudices  formerly 
cherished,  from  mutual  unacquaintance. 
This  may  be  done  in  merely  professional 
education,  wi^out  any  compromise  of 
those  all-important  ophiions,  whether  in 
P|olitics  or  religion,  which  early  educa- 
tion minr  have  implanted.    From  igno- 
rance of  one  another,  each  is  habituated 
to  consider  the  other,  in  his  own  mind,  in 
the  false  colour  which  party  spirit  sheds 
over  every  object ;  mutual  aistrust  is 
the  consequence,  and  is  continually  un- 
dermining the  amenities  of  social  inter- 
course, and  indirectly  affecting  the  cha- 
racter, and  moral  effect,  and  combined 
action  of  professional  life.     Familiar  in- 
tercourse, at  that  period  when  life's  cup 
runs  sparklinsf  to  the  brim,  and  feelings 
are  fresh  and  unchilled  by  the  experi- 
ences  and  disappointments  of  after  years, 
is  the  first  means  of  correcting  those 
prejudices,  and  enabling  men  to  do  Jus- 
tice to  one  another.      As  intercourse 
increases,  at  a  period  when  worldly  in- 
terests and  prospects  of  rain  or  ambi- 
tion do  not  mutually  interfere,  they  learn 
that  neither  talent  nor  virtue  is  peculiar 
to  any  party,  and  that  men  may  differ  on 
many  and  most  important  questions,  and 
yet  each  be  sincere,  each  trustwofthy, 
and  each  retain  his  ovm  opinions  upon 
revealed  truth.    If  conversation  should 
occasionally  turn  upon  such  questions, 
each  will  learn  what  the  other's  views 
really  are,  and  the  grounds  of  them; 
and  thejr  will  then  have  an  opportunity 
of  knowing  them  as  they  are,  not  as  thev 
have  been  misrepresented.     They  will 
learn  the  habit  of  stating  each  other's 
opinions  fairly,  which,  even  in  profes- 
sional life,  as  it  respects  the  argument 
of  an  adversary,  gives  an  intellectual, 
no  less  than  a  monU  superiority." 


*  Since  this  paper  has  been  in  tvpe  we  are  informed  that  these  letters  have  bad 
the  eff^  wkion  we  would  naturally  have  expected.  At  a  meeting  of  the  Benchers 
H  baa  been  reeolved  that  some  prompt  measures  shall  be  taken,  and  the  introdno- 
twB  of  a  system  similar  to  that  proposed  by  Mr.  Joy  has  been  recommended. 
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We  promised,  at  the  close  of  our  last  article,  to  lay  before  the  reader,  on  the 
earliest  opportonity,  some  native  historical  poems  of  high  interest.  In  our  pre- 
sent paper  we  shall  commenoe  the  fulfilment  of  this  promise,  bj  presenting  him 
with  two  specimens  of  snch  prodactbns,  for  literal  translations  of  which  we 
are  indebted  to  the  celebrated  Irish  scholar,  Mr.  Eugene  Currj.  Of  our  own 
versions  we  shall  say  nothing,  except  that  we  believe  they  will  be  found, 
-upon  comparison  with  the  originals,  to  possess  the  merit  of  fidelity — a  merit, 
we  admit,  occasionally  of  a  very  questionable  kind  in  translations. 

Our  first  poem — ^the  following — was  originally  written  by  Donall  0*Mulconry, 
as  an  Inaug^ation  Ode  to  Torlogh,  the  son  of  Teige  O'Brien,  who  became 
the  O'Brien,  and  entered  into  possession  of  the  Lordship  of  Thomond,  in  the 
year  1468.  The  reader  will  observe  that  although  formally  addressed  to  this 
Chieftain,  it  opens  with  a  rather  long  invocation  to  the  palace  of  Kincorat  and 
elsewhere  speaks  of  the  same  palace  in  the  third  person,  while  the  O'Brien 
himself  is  not  apostrophised  until  towards  the  latter  stanzas  ;  but  these  irregu* 
larities  of  composition  are  by  no  means  of  rare  occurrence  in  our  native  poets. 

0n  tjbe  Snaajntatfon  o(  tit  ^'UvUn^  ^  9*  1469. 


Oh,  great  Kincora  1  'tis  my  grief 

To  gaze  upon  thy  crumbling  walls 
And  chambers  lone ! 
The  O'Briens  now  forget  their  Chief, 
And  dwell»  alas !  m  other  halls. 
To  him  unknown ! 


Of  yore,  at  royal  Brian's  call. 

The  hundred  kings  of  Banba's  isle 
Would  throng  thy  rooms ; 
But  now  how  strangely  changea  is  all  I— i 
Thy  glories,  O,  majestic  Pile, 

Are  turned  to  glooms  I 

III. 

House  of  the  Drinking-horns  of  old. 

Where  Chief  and  Bard  with  sword  and  lyre. 
So  often  met, 
Wonldst  thou  thus  mourn  all  unconsoled. 
Were  Morrogh  or  his  regal  sire 
But  reigning  yet  ? 

IV. 

Were  Donogh  of  the  Glossy  Hair,* 

Round  whom  the  Fergus'  warriors  thronged,t 
To-day  to  see 


*  Donogh  was,  after  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  the  second  son  of  Brian.  He  pro* 
cured  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  Tcige,  in  1022,  and,  after  the  decease  ef 
Malaohy,  assumed  the  sovereignty  of  Ireland,  but  subsequently  abdicated,  aiul 
retired.  The  place  and  period  of  his  death  aro  not  known  with  any  degree  of 
certainty. 

t  The  Dalcassians  and  others. 
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This  thy  desertion  and  despair — 

Would  be  behold  thee  robbed  and  wronged 
Thus  ruefully  ? 


0>  Rath  of  many  a  household  train. 

Once  Teige  and  Torlogh*  dwelt  in  thee, 
With  all  their  bands,— 
And  well  did  they  and  theirs  maintain 

Thy  pomp  and  power,  and  keep  thee  fre« 
From  alien  hands ! 

VI. 

But,  House  of  Brian,  Gift-bestower, 
Those  truly  noble  friends  of  thine 
Are  lying  low ; 
Thy  generous  champions  live  no  more^ 
And  thou,  alas  I  art  left  to  pine 
In  lonely  woe. 

VII. 

Great  Gioll-Barr-meidf  of  high  renown, 

Dunlaing,^  too,  of  the  Blood-red  spears. 
And  Owen  Mor, 
Were  three  who,  ere  the  sun  went  down. 
Upheld  thy  state  and  strength  for  years. 
Once  proud  Kincore  I 


VIII. 

Did  these  yet  breathe,  or  hadst  thou  even 
But  still  the  Corcobaskian  host,§ 
Thou  couldst  not  fall ; 
Thou  wouldst  not  now  droop  thus  bereaven. 
Though  all  the  Ui-Tail  chiefs  were  lost 
Beyond  recall ! 


Could  Donchuan,||  who  so  loved  thee,  see 
The  desolated  wreck  thou  art 
This  woeful  night. 
What  grief  were  hi^ — what  agony  ! 
I  doubt  me  if  his  anguished  heart 
Could  bear  the  sight ! 


•  Sons  of  Brian. 

t  A  ScbttUh  prince,  who  was  kUled  at  the  battle  of  Clontarf.  He  fought  under 
the  banner  of  Brian. 

X  Dunlaing  O'Hartigan,  a  Dalcassian  chief,  and  one  of  the  body-guards  of  Mor- 
ro|fa,  the  elikst  son  of  Brian.     Danlaing  also  fail  at  Clontarf. 

§  The  Corcobaiscinns  were  the  inhabitants  of  those  localities  now  known  as  the 
baronies  of  Moyarta,  Clonderalaw,  and  Ibrickane,  in  the  countv  of  Clare.  At  the 
period  of  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  these  territories  were  occupied  by  the  descendants 
of  Ailitt  Baskeen,  son  of  Conaire  Mor,  King  of  Ireland,  then  represented  by  the 
(yDonnell  family,  the  head  of  which,  Donall,  was  killed  in  the  engagement ;  and 
in  the  thirteenth  century  the  heritage  of  the  title  deTolvcd  on  the  Mac  Mabons, 
who  remained  in  possession  of  it  down  to  the  time  of  the  CromwoUian  wars. 

I  Brother  of  Brian,  and  ancestor  of  the  O'Kennedys.  He  was  killed  at  Clon- 
tarf. 
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Brave  Donall*  of  the  Ensangiiined  swords* 
ConaiDg>t  and  Ki-an  Mae  Mnlloy^ 
The  Valorous, — 
Three  of  thy  gallant  household  lords. 

How  would  thej  weep,  but  not  for  joy, 
ToseetheediusI 


But  what  avails  it  pow  to  dwell 

Upon  the  glories,  long  since  fled. 
Of  those  great  men  ? 
Nought  I  though  their  names  are  still  a  speU, 
And  Erin  ne'er  shall  see,  I  dread. 
Such  hosts  agen  1 

Still,  royal*  Rath,  wherein,  long  since. 

Ring  Brian  reigned,  the  conquering  son 
Of  Kennedy, 
Another  host,  another  P«noe, 

Shall  win  thee  what  may  yet  be  won. 
Shall  rescue  thee  I 


Too  long,  Rincora,  dost  thou  abide 
A  sad  sepulchral  solitudes- 
Look  cheerier  now. 
And  cast  thy  weeds  of  woe  aside ; 

Thy  glory  shall  shine  out  renewed, 
Thou  Lone  One,  thou  I 


New  guards,  new  bards,  new  clansmen  oome ; 
Oomes  hither  Torlogh,  son  of  Teague, 
To  hold  his  court : 
They  make  thy  palace-halls  their  home, 
A  brilliant  Band,  a  mighty  League, 
Oh,  once-proud  Fort  I 

XV. 

The  wide-renowned  Dalcassian  oamp 
Shall  there  assemble,  clan  by  clan, 
Ten  thousand  strong ! 
Methinks  I  hear  their  clangorous  tramp, 
As,  like  the  warriors  of  the  Tain,§ 
They  march  along  1 

*  Donall  Mao  Bivtn,  a  Scottish  prince,  of  the  clan  Leoid  of  Ara,  who  also  fell 
at  Clontarf. 

t  The  son  of  Donchuan. 

t  Prince  of  Ireagh,  in  the  county  of  Cork,  and  the  husband  of  Brian's  daughter. 
The  0*Mahonys  of  Cork  are  at  present  his  representatives. 

5  The  rain,  viz.,  the  Tain  Bo  Cuailgne,  or  Pillage  of  the  cows  of  Connaught. 
The  allusion  is  to  a  preying  which  took  place  about  the  beginning  of  the  first  cen* 
tory,  in  Caailgne,  in  Louth,  by  the  forces  of  Connaught  and  their  allies,  headed 
by  the  celebrated  Queen  Meave,  and  which  resulted  in  a  ten  years*  war. 
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And  in  the  van,  the  first,  the  best. 

The  boldest  swordsmen  Erin  boasts. 
Shall  there  be  seen. 
The  well-trained  Warriors  of  the  West, 

The  choice  and  flower  of  Thomood's  hosts^ 
Attired  in  green  1 

xvn. 

And  from  the  East,  from  Ara,  and 

From  yew?  Cliach,  with  brow  elate. 
Shall  come  to  thee 
A  second  brave  and  green-dad  Band,* 
Luxuriant  branches  of  the  great 
O'Brien  Tree  I 

xym. 

The  bright  Basgenian  legions,  too. 

In  glittering  show  and  silken  sheen. 
Shall  seek  the  van.- 
Intr^id  smiters  1 — ^fierce  though  few^ 
Our  warUke  island  hath  not  seen 
A  nobler  clan  1 

XIX. 

The  proud  and  prosperous  Clan-Cullain,t 
Who  ne'er  were  known  to  feint  or  fail 
In  Danger's  hour. 
Will  muster  there  in  strength  amain. 
Each,  panoplied  in  dark-blue  mail, 
A  human  tower  1 

XX. 

And  Corcomroe,  as  Ions  foretold 

Bj  holy  priests  and  prophet-seers. 
Shall  also  yiela. 
To  swell  thy  ranks,  a  phalanx  bold,^ 

And  armed  with  olood-bedabbled  speara,-- 
Men  for  thy  field  I 

XXI. 

Within  th^  walls  shall  soon  appear 
O'Brien  of  the  Drinldnff-homs— 
And  thou,  SQ  long 
Giren  up  to  silence  dead  and  drear. 

Shall  all  thy  nights  and  all  thy  moms 
Resound  with  song  f 

xxu. 

Why  long  we  so  for  Tara's  Hall  ? 

The  Man  from  whom  Prince  Torlogh  springs 
Esteemed  it  not  j 


*  Vis.,  the  O'Briens  of  Ara,  or  Duharrow,  in  Tipperary,  and  their  adherents. 

IVLi.,  the  Hac  Namaras,  a  powerful  and  princeiy  family  of  the  Delcassians. 
This  phalanx  was  composed  of  the  O'Oonors  of  Corcomroe,  and  the  O'Loogh- 
linA  of  Burreo. 
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By  him  whose  memory  none  recall 

Without  a  tear,  the  First  of  Kings, 
'Twas  left  forgot  1 

XXIU. 

We  make,  we  Bards,  no  slight  account 
Of  Tara's  lofty  eminence 

And  olden  worths— 
But,  loftier  is  Kinoora't  Mount- 
All  Erin's  raUying*point»  from  wJieeoe 
All  tribes  went  forth ! 

XXIV. 

Then,  wherefore,  even  ft>r  Tara's  Pride, 

Should  Torlogh  leave  the  House  he  loves  ? 
O !  in  the  dawn. 
To  hear  how  sing,  each  Summer-tide, 
The  birds  that  haunt  its  bosky  groves 
And  sun-lit  lawn  I 

XXV. 

Kincora,  Brian's  rich  domain. 

Looks  downward  on  the  dauued  vak 
And  dark  ravine ; 
Looks  forthward  also  o!er  the  pkin !-. 
Kino(H:a!— House  of  bridling  ale 
And  beaded  wine ! 

XXVI. 

The  Shannon,  King  of  Erin's  Floods, 
For  ever  tolleUi,  as  a  bell. 
Its  love  to  thee ; 
While  round  thee  bloom  those  walnut-woods. 
So  rich  In  oopse  and  bowery  dell. 
And  flowery  lea  I 

XXVII. 

A-west,  the  Maige,  now  gleaming  bright. 

Near  Mumhain's  hills<— now  dark  and  hid— 
Serenely  flows. 
O I  well  might  Finn  of  old  delight 
To  hold  his  royal  revels  'mid 
Such  scenes  as  those ! 

XX  vm* 
Who  glances  north  shall  next  deeory 

The  lands  of  Magach's*  sons — wood,  wave. 
Plain,  hill,  and  glen ; 
While  Limerick's  Harbour  greets  him  nigh. 
Famed  city !  worthiest  of  the  braye 
Momonian  men ! 

XXIX. 

AndlQokfl  Kincora  towards  the  East? 
Its  warriors  will,  I  trow,  anon  I 
The  tributes  due 


*  Magach  was  one  of  the  ancient  Queens  of  Connaught. 
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From  Leinster-men  too  long  have  ceased — 
The  South  must  raise  them  for  the  Son 
Of  King  Bom  I 

XXX. 

O,  Domicile  of  Erin's  Ejngs  I 

The  war-steeds  foam  upon  thy  heights ; 
They  foam  and  snort  I 
No  tongue^  no  harp,  no  bard  that  sings^ 
Dares  measure  Tara's  regal  rights* 
With  thine*  Great  Fort  I 

XXXI. 

To  Finn  Mac- Cool,  the  Warrior-seer, 

On  these  green  heights  was  once  revealed 
A  wondrous  tale — 
Finn,  who,  through  many  a  stormful  year. 
Stood  forward  as  the  Tower  and  Shield 
Of  InisfaUl 

xxxu. 

With  hound  and  horn  and  crimson  spear 
He  one  ^j  drave  his  prey  along 
Those  hills  and  slopes  ; 
But  still  from  noon  to  eve  the  deer 

Outstripped  his  royal  hunting  throng. 
And  mocked  his  hopes. 

xxxin. 

The  darker  hours  drew  on  apace ; 
So,  when  the  sun  declined  beneath 
The  waves  a-west, 
Finn  ceased  a  while  the  bootless  chase. 

And  stretched  him  on  the  mountun  heath. 
And  sank  to  rest. 

XXXIV. 

Then,  in  the  visions  of  the  nkht. 

To  him  was  Erin's  fate  foreshown—- 
He  dreamed  he  saw 
A  palace  on  Kincora*s  heightr— 

A  monarch,  too,  before  whose  throne 
Ail  bent  in  awe. 

xxxr. 

He  glanced  around  him.     At  a  feast 

Sate  silken  Dames  and  Chiefs  in  steel ; 
Rich  music's  mirth 
Ranff  loud:— when,  suddenly,  all  ceased. 
He  felt  the  pdace  rock  and  reel. 
Then— fall  to  earth  I 

XXXVI. 

Again  he  looked : — King,  Chiefs,  Dames,  arms. 

Were  gone ; — crushed  lay  the  golden  throne  ; 

And,  woe-the^while  I 

Strange  hosts  of  steel-frocked  knights  in  swarms 

Tore  up  the  lowest  foundation-stone 

Of  that  proud  pile  \ 
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XXXTII. 

Adod^  a  change  oame  o'er  bb  dream. 
Fierce  Battle  stalked  in  iron  might 
Throughout  the  land. 
Thick  lay  the  slain^  till  every  stream 
Ran  red  with  blood  all  day  and  night 
On  either  hand  1 

xxxvnu 

It  was  the  glowing  eventide  :— 

A  light  flashed  from  the  west  afar ; 
And  swiftly  came. 
Careering  np  the  mountain-sidcj 
A  serried  phalanx,  like  one  star 
Ofpurpleflamel 

XXXIX. 

And,  heading  this  combined  array, 

A  Chieftain  rode,  whose  headlong  course 
Nought  could  withstand. 
With  g^ant  might  he  upheld  the  iray» 
And  drove  the  invadinff  foreiga  fore* 
From  Erin's  land  I... 


XL. 

Soon  as  the  ruddy  morning  brake 

Finn  published  this  to  all  his  bands ; 
The  Fenian  Lords, 
And,  with  prophetic  power  he  spake— 
(Let  mm  who  reads  and  understands 
Weigh  well  his  words  1) 

XLI. 

**  The  mystery  of  the  dream,"  said  he, 
'*  I  thus  unveil : — in  after-time 
A  Chief  shall  rise.. 
Rmg  Briao,  son  of  Kennedy, 

A  mighty  Prmce,  of  soul  sublime. 
Great,  brave,  and  wise* 


XLII. 

**  Longprosperously  this  King  shall  reicm ; 
His  golden  throne  shall  ft«nd  in  fair 
Kinooril*«  hall  | — 
But,  woe-the-dav  I  he  shall  be  slain. 
And,  four-fold  misery  and  despair  1 
His  house  shall  fall  I 


**  And,  tenfold  woe  to  Innisfail  I 

A  people  shall  overrun  her  lands, 
Bad^  fierce,  and  strong. 
And  Fate  shall  overcome  the  Gael 
By  crafty  councils,  ruffian  hands. 
And  fraudfiil  wrong  I 
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"  And  Tara  and  Kincora  both 

Shall  lie  through  centuries  desolfite ; 
And  Force  and  Guile 
Shall  tower  to  a  gigantic  growth^ 
And  alien  l^anny  and  Hate 

Shall  rule  the  isle !".... 

Bat  Erin's  life-blood  yet  is  warm, 
Tes!  in  this  world  of  joy  and  woe 
God  wills  that  Bloom 
Should  diase  Decay,  and  Sunshine  Storm ; 
And  Freedom  s  torch  at  length  shall  glow 
Through  Erin's  gloom  1 


So,  too,  spake  Fifin :— '^  A  Chief,**  he  said, 
^  Of  Brian's  line  shall  yet  appear. 
Whose  migh^  arm 
Shall  raise  the  land  as  from  the  Dead, 
And  drive  afiir,  like  hunted  deer. 
The  Stranger-swarm  t 

XLvn. 
4t  Long  after  Brian's  day  and  sway 

A  Nut  shall  grow  of  dazzling  gold 
Upon  his  Tree  !"— 
Thus  far  the  Seer.     O,  Turlogh  I  say. 
Say,  stalwart  Chief,  do  I  behold 
That  Nut  in  thee? 

XLvm. 
Of  Raileann's  King,*  of  linei^  high. 

How  may  I  hope  that  Victory's  wreath 
Shall  deck  thy  brow? 
Lol  glancing  up,  I  still  descry 

The  Spoiler  on  the  hills  of  Meath ; 
But,  wh^e  art  ^ou? 

XLIX. 

0 1  should  we  not  remember.  We, 

Clontarf  s  great  Day  ?    If  Men  will  dare 
And  toe  are  Men! — 
They  will  be  and  they  must  be  free  I 
Can  we  not  conquer  h^e,  as  tikere, 
And  nowt  as  thai  9 


O  Prince  1  beware  the  pent-up  Wrath 

Of  long-borne  Serfdom  1    Let  its  flood 
Sweep  Battle's  plains. 
Even  as  the  Storm  sweeps  Ocean's  path  I 
I  know  that  Teige's  and  Turlogh's  blood 
Bum  in  thy  veins  1 

«  Bf«^>«»"  lay  in  the  south-west  of  Munster,  and  was  one  of  the  ancient  seats  of 
th»  monarofas  or  that  province. 
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Yield,  yield  it  vent  and  scopet  even  though 
It  bear  down  mountains  in  ita  way  1 
Should  not  the  blood 
Of  Caa  Mac  Conall*  freely  flow 
To  win  back  Erin*  in  this  day, 
Her  nationhood? 


Chief  of  the  Flowing  Locks !  thy  rights 

Are  clear  as  Noon !     Rememberest  thoa 
Sabina*  sprung 
From  King  Conn  of  the  Hundred  Fights  If 
How  would  she  blush  to  see  thee  now. 
With  heart  unstrung  1 

LIII. 

O,  Hero  of  the  Sharp  Grey  Sword, 

Where  breathes  thine  equal,  south  or  north  ? 
We  look  to  thee 
To  take  thy  place  as  Erin's  Lord, 

And  lead  the  brave  Gadelians  forth 
To  Victory ! 


Thou  art  the  King  of  Banba*s  Kings, 

For,  lo  1  her  orchards,  meads,  and  groves 
Bloom  bright  all  day,— 
And  Plenty  waves  abroad  her  wings  ; — 

Signs  these  that  bounteous  Heaven  approves 
Thy  royal  sway  I 


Warm  winds  waft  fragrance  round  our  shores  ; 

Gold  fruit,  from  boughs  o*erladen,  lies 

Among  fair  flowers ; 

Ships  crowd  our  ports  with  choicest  stores ; 

The  seas  are  calm  ;  we  have  genial  skies 

And  gentle  shdwers. 


The  grass  teeihs  under  the  bright  scythe ; 
The  hills  are  ploughed  even  to  their  tops. 
Why  should  not  we 
Rejoice,  then  ?     Why  not  sing  as  blithe 
As  the  young  throstle  in  the  copse? 
We  are  not  free  1 

LVII. 

Thou,  Turlogh,  of  a  kingly  race. 

May  est  now  retrieve,  redeem, -restore. 
This  fallen  land  I 


*  It  is  from  Cas,  the  son  of  Oonall,  that  the  Dalcassians  derive  their  origin. 
The  Earl  O'Brien,  the  hero  of  our  poem,  was  the  twenty-eighth  chieftain  in  descent 
from  this  great  prince. 

t  King  of  Ireland  from  A.  d.  125  to  142.  His  dan^hter,  Sablna,  was  the  wife 
of  OiliolTOIumy  king  of  Munster,  from  whom  the  O'Briens  derive  their  descent. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847,]       The  Panegi^c  of  Thomas  Butler^  Earl  of  Ormond,  75 

Up,  theDy  and  recognise  thy  place^ 

Aod  bare  the  AvengiDg  Sword  once  more, 
And  take  thy  stand  I 

Oar  second  poem  embodies  a  Panegyric  on  the  life  and  achieyements  of 
Thomas  Butler,  Earl  of  Ormond,  and  son  of  the  Earl  James  Butler,  who  died 
io  England,  in  1545.  Thomas  received  his  education  in  England,  but  subse- 
qoently  came  over  to  Ireland  for  the  purpose  of  taking  his  father's  place.  He 
was  the  champion  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  power  and  interests  against  all  her 
opponents  in  Ireland,  but  more  especially  against  the  great,  but  unfortunate, 
Geraldioes  of  Desmond.  He  died  in  1614,  at  a  very  advanced  age.  The  idea 
of  the  poem  would  appear,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  opening  stanzas,  to  have 
been  suggested  by  a  sight  of  the  Earl's  banner,  hung  up,  after  his  death,  in  the 
seigDorial  hall. 

WHO  DECEASED  A.  D.   1614, 


I  greet  the  EarFs  high  Flag  with  blended  feelings 
Of  pride  and  sorrow  for  the  illustrious  Dead-* 
Broad-wavine  Flag,  rich-bordered,  crimson-red. 

Which  ofl  amid  tne  battle-trumpet's  pealings 

Flashed  panic  through  the  foe. 


The  variegated  Banner,  oilen  planted. 

With  its  resplendent  Cross,  that  Shield  of  Shields ! 

The  Dragon  of  a  hundred  gory  fields. 
Far-travelled,  Talisman,  charmed  and  enchanted 
From  harm  or  overthrow  1 

HI. 

Within  thy  walls,  O  fair  and  famed  Kilkenny, 

Droops  now  The  Hatchment,  stirless,  deathlike,  lone. 
Yet,  oh,  what  life  it  witnessed  vears  agone !  ^ 

What  fierce  campaigns — ^what  marchings  long  and  many ! 
What  nights  and  days  of  blood ! 

IV. 

In  combat  after  combat  o'er  the  bland. 

How  rose  and  flamed  that  Ensign  year  by  year. 
Illuming,  meteor-like,  the  Chief's  career. 

Through  darkling  glen  and  over  purple  highland. 
And  lighting  plain  and  flood! 


And  never  through  Dishonor  or  Disaster, 

Long  as  it  fluttered  o'er  the  Lord  of  Thnrles, 

Was  that  proud  standard  lowered  1     No  hand  unfurls 

To-day  a  Banner  whose  renown  is  chaster. 
And  purer  from  all  stain  I 

VI. 

How  shall  I  chant  that  Conqueror  always  glorious  ? 
For  Thomas  Butleb  ever  scorned  to  yield, 
Though  piles  on  piles  of  Slaughtered  heaped  the  field  j 

His  burning  bravery  lx)re  him  on  victorious. 
He  could  not — He,  be  slain  I 
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And  hence  his  name  of  Dnbh* — ^to  show  that  paUor 

Ne*er  tinged  his  cheek  1    He  earned  it  well  one  day 
As  conqueror  in  an  aU  but  hopeless  fray- 
He,  Earl  of  (rowran^  earned  it  by  nis  valour. 
And  hardihood  or  soul  1 

vm. 

The  powerful  Shane  O'Neill,  even  on  his  own  lands, 
He  met  in  Battle's  shock,  and  overcatoe ; 
And  then,  alas  I  for  Kinel-Owen's  fame  I 

Drare  erery  head  of  cattle  off  all  townlands 
That  owned  O'Neill's  control ! 


In  green  Momonia,  over  hosts  uncounted, 

He  gained  the  brilliant  victory  of  Athmaine. 

There,  where  the  wan  moon  mourned  o'er  piles  of  Slain, 

He  took  the  Earl  of  Deele,  though  armed  and  mounted. 
Prisoner  upon  the  field. 


Bunratty  twice,  where  War's  tremendous  thunder 

Haa  many  a  time  been  blent  with  showers  of  blood — 
Clare  Castle  twice,  and  once,  too.  Proud  Clonrood, 

He  took  by  force  of  arms,  to  all  mens*  wonder —  ^ 

For  none  dreamed  these  would  yield. 

XI. 

But  how  recount  exploits  that  none  may  number  ? 
Where  breathes  to-day  his  peer  amons  the  Bold 
Of  Erin  ?    In  his  frame,  or  iron  mould. 

There  burned  a  soul  that  ne'er  knew  sloth  or  slumber, 
And  lived  but  'mid  alarms ! 


xn. 

Throughout  all  populous  Thomond,  nowhere  tarrying. 
He  marched,  a  Living  Wrath,  with  fire  and  sword ; 
He  spared  not  cot  or  castle,  serf  or  lord, 

Despoiling,  slau^itering,  burning,  wasting,  harrying, 
Where'er  he  turned  his  arms. 


That  ancient  castle  in  Ulidia,  Lifford, 

That  first  of  Munster's  fortresses,  Dunloe, 
Which  long  frowned  forth  defiance  on  each  foe. 

Succumbed  to  ms  arms  1  O  1  nought  withstood  him— cliff,  ford. 
Bridge,  or  embattled  wall. 


Askeaton  Castle,  which  his  troops  bombarded. 

He  took  by  assault,  but  vaunted  not  the  feat ; 
The  Limerick  men  might  die,  but  not  retreat ; 

And,  where  he  attacked,  the  fort  was  weakly  guarded, 
And  could  not  chuse  but  fall. 


Dark. 
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XV. 


The  fkr-fkmed  Carrickfoyle,  a  noble  stronghold, 
Glin  Castle,  also,  fell  befbre  the  shocks 
Of  his  artillery !     Both  seemed  firm  as  rocks, 

Bnt  no  defence,  no  fortalice  could  long  hold 
Ont  against  James's  son ! 


O,  woe  for  the  Mac  Bonnells  there  assembled ! 
Woe  for  the  warlike  son  of  Sorley !    These 
He  scattered  far,  like  leaves  before  the  breeze — 

Heroes  who  never  had  shrunk  back  or  trembled 
Where  fame  was  to  be  won  I 


What  more?  ^  Undauntedly  he  next  assaulted 
The  granite-buttressed  Castle  of  Glenarm, 
Disputying  a  heroism  that  well  might  warm 

The  coldest  breasts,  and  kindle  to  exalted 
Aspirings  even  the  Base! 

xvni. 

The  O'Neills  of  Scotland,  clans  of  lineage  olden, 
Inspired  by  God,  with  more  of  pride  than  grief, 
Vowed  ftdth  and  fealty  to  this  conauering  Chief, 

Whom  Glory  seemed  to  circle,  as  a  golden 
Halo  the  sun's  bright  face  I 

XIX. 

In  Glenkonkeen  his  troops  had  store  of  pillage ; 

In  Glenmalure  they  preyed  both  bosk  and  byre ; 

Again  thev  ravaged,  both  with  steel  and  fire, 
The  lands  of  Erris,  plain,  and  vale,  and  village. 
Sparing  no  tribe  or  clan  I 


To  devastate,  by  plundering  and  by  reaving 
The  whole  of  ulster,  bSly,  bawn,  and  Tea, 
The  Earl  took  shipping  on  the  stormy  sea  ; 

A  grand  exploit  I — worthy  a  King's  achieving — 
Worthiest  of  this  great  man  1 

XXI. 

He  wasted  all  the  townlands  of  O'Reilly, 

O'Reilly  of  the  Sharp  and  Shining  Spears. 
Alas ! — ^for  this,  the  cause  of  shrieks  and  tears 

'Neath  many  a  roof,  I  praise  not  over-highly 
Even  Thomas  Dubh  this  day  ! 

xxn. 

He  plundered  the  rich  country  of  O'Malley, 
Scattering,  as  rapidly  as  falcon  fiies. 
Woe  and  dismay,  panic  and  wild  surprise. 

Through  all  its  districts,  town,  and  vale,  and  valley. 
It  was  no  schoolboy's  play! 
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Through  Burren^  Beare,  and  Brefney  next  he  carried 
BGb  rengefal  and  aU-conquering  arms — and  those, 
Thon^  many  a  native  Chief  rose  up  to  oppose* 

Of  every  smgle  head  of  kine  he  harried. 

This  Prince  of  high  renown  I 


He  wrapped  in  flames  all  Ossory  and  Ealy. 

Woe  is  my  soul  for  both  of  them ! — and  woe, 
O,  fourfold  woe  is  me  for  Aherlow  I 

This,  too,  he  burned,  for  none  of  them  were  leally 
Affected  towards  the  Crown  1 


XXV. 

Broad  Limerick's  lands,  in  one  short  night  and  morrow^ 
This  hero  ravaged,  bearing  off  sixteen 
Great  preys,  with  scarce  a  halt  or  pause  between ! 

Cause  this  of  loud  laments  and  bitter  sorrow 
To  woman,  man,  and  child. 


XXVI. 

By  him  was  humbled,  for  the  first  and  last  time. 
The  pride  of  Kenry  and  of  Connelloe. 
Their  Lord  was  absent.    Had  he  dreamed  a  foe 

Was  playing  amons  his  lands  at  such  a  pastime, 

math  would  have  driven  him  wild  I 


xxvn. 

Eascreevey  and  the  mouth  of  the  Bann  Water, 
And  every  territory  round  the  twain. 
He  plundered  of  their  cattle,  gold,  and  grain ; 

And  fearful  and  unsparing  was  the  slaughter 
He  wrought  in  each  and  alL 

xxvni. 

Moyliny's  lands  he  pillaged  without  measure ; 

He  sacked  the  Routes  of  the  Smooth  Sandy  Shores ; 

He  rifled,  too,  the  Oriers  of  their  stores. 
And  stripped  ihe  wealthy  Ards  of  all  their  treasure- 
Cottage  and  castle-hall  1 

XXIX. 

How  shall  I  tell  what  galley-loads  of  booty, 
Enough,  in  sooth,  to  sate  a  King's  desire, 
He  carried  off*,  triumphant,  from  Kantyre, 

And  Mann,  that  Island  of  the  Streams  of  Beautv, 
Though  both  disclaimed  his  right ! 


He  overcame  and  brought  beneath  subjection 

All  Kerrjr  ;  and,  by  blows  that  none  could  strike 
Besides  himself,  anon  subdued  alike 

The  Chiefs  of  Desmond  and  their  disaffection — 
Such  was  his  matchless  might ! 
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Htf  troq)s  and  booty  oyer  Cashan  Bhrer^ 

Albeit  its  billows  foamed  in  crested  sheen. 

He  safely  bronght,  as  though  there  had  but  been 

Just  wind  enough  to  make  the  beech-reeds  quiver— 
A  skilful  Pilot  he  I 


xxxn. 

There  was  not  one  green  glen  in  all  Duhallow, 
One  wood  or  hul-side  that  he  left  unscoured ; 
And  where  the  fortresses  of  Muskery  towered 

The  trampled  fields  that  year  lay  flayed  and  fallow, 
A  rueful  sight  to  see  I 


Well  have  I  followed  James*s  son  so  far :  my 

History  next  finds  him  in  Clan  Gibbon's  land. 
But  that  shrewd  people  purchased  out  of  hand 

A  peace  irom  him  and  his  redoubted  army — 

Theirs  were,  I  trow,  the  gains  I 


Still  battling,  still  invading ;  tireless  always ; 

Dividi^  spoil  in  Ranalogh  to-day ; 

To-morrow  in  the  Decies :  then  away 
To  prey  and  devastate  amid  broad  Galway's 

Peaked  hills  and  ample  plains — 

XXXV. 

Kow  firing  wooded  Leix,  and  then  returning 

With  store  of  pillaged  riches — ^then,  perchance. 
In  Munster's  valleys,  quickening  his  advance 

Into  Iveah ;— reaving,  slaughtering,  burning, 
Destroying  tower  and  keep — 

XXXVI. 

This  day  in  Denial,  in  fair  Cloghstacken — 

The  next  in  Sligo  of  the  Pastures  Green ; 

The  third  day  at  the  Cairn  of  O'Glaiveen^^ 
So  spent  the  Earl  his  time,  and  scorned  to  slacken 
His  progress  even  for  sleep  I 

XXXVII. 

Not  one  heath-mantled  mountain  far  or  near  in 

The  island — not  a  harbour — not  a  rood 

Of  tufted  ground  in  grassy  glen  or  wood, 
Kemained  unsearched  by  bim  throughout  all  Erin, 
For  plunder  day  by  day  I 

XXXVIII. 

Nonsparing  Chief!     He  did  not  leave  unwasted 
One  aero  of  Lagenia's  fertile  plains. 
Or  Ulster's,  or  Momonia's  fair  domains ; 
With  soul  that  seemed  all  fire,  he  ever  hasted 
Onwards  to  wreck  and  prey  1 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  175.  g 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


80  Anthofogia  Eibemica. — No*  III,  [July, 


Whatpen  shall  paint  the  dreadful  devastation 

Bfe  wrought  o'er  Heath's  and  Gonnanght*s  plains  and  downs  ? 

He  scaled  their  hills,  destroyed  their  towers  and  towns. 
And  wrapt  their  woods  in  one  wide  conflagration  \ 
O  !  but  his  heart  was  wroth  ! 


XL. 

£[is  fierceness  overbore  all  opposition. 

I  know  not  if  ere  long  there  could  be  found 
A  single  Chief,  renowned  or  unrenowned. 

Who  had  not  promised  the  Great  Earl  submission. 
And  vowed  him  faith  and  troth  I 


O,  mighty  Thomas  I  terrible  and  awless! 

There  was  not  one  rude,  predatory  horde. 
Whom  he  pursued  not,  both  with  gun  and  sword. 

He  expelled  and  slaughtered  all,  to  the  last  lawless 
Marauder  south  and  north. 


Yet  scarce  had  this  triumphant  Prince  of  Nobles 
Deceased,  before  the  land  he  lefl  forlorn, 
Alas !  unhappiest  land  I  again  was  torn 

By  fierce  dissensions  and  distracting  troubles. 
That  burst  like  wildfire  forth. 


Oh !  cause  fisr  sadness  and  unceasing  sighing  1 
The  very  heart  within  my  bosom  bleeds 
To  think  that  he  whose  high  heroic  deeds 

I  have  here  but  clanced  at,  should  to-day  be  lying 
liow,  low,  among  the  Dead  I 

XLIV. 

But  glanced  at  ?    Even  so !  for,  in  truth,  I  name  not 
A  tenth  of  his  achievements !     But  what  need 
Of  more,  where  all  are  similar  to  read? 

Whose  was  the  country  that  he  overcame  not, 
Or  held  him  not  in  dread  ? 


There  was  not,  far  or  near,  one  Chieftain  hostile 

To  England's  power  on  whom  he  brought  not  woe 
And  spoliation,  ruin  and  overthrow. 

Well  might  the  Sovereign  deem  the  land  a  lost  isle 
When  Thomas  lived  no  more ! 

XLVI. 

He  was,  to  sum  up  all,  unmatched  in  power,  an 
Intrepid  wanrior  and  judious  Chief, 
Long  shall  his  foes  remember  with  fierce  grief 

That  conquering,  that  relentless  Earl  of  Gowran, 
Whose  death  I  so  deplore  I 
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Hx  who  has  descended  from  the  in- 
hospitable summits  of  the  St.  Gothard 
into  the  valley  of  the  Ticino  must  re- 
call with  pleasure  the  sensations  which 
every  one  experiences  on  beholdingi 
for  the  first  time«  the  sunny  plains 
and  the  soft  outlines  of  an  Italian  land- 
scape ;  and  when,  having  ascended  the 
road  which  leads  towards  Lugano,  he 
looks  back  upon  the  picturesque  town 
of  Bellinzona,  backed  by  the  snowy 
Alps,  the  contrast  between  the  savage 
grandeur  of  the  latter  and  the  soft 
beauty  of  the  smiling  valley,  is  even 
more  striking  than  before.  There  is 
a  repose,  a  tranquillity,  a  satisfaction, 
in  Italian  scenery  which  we  would 
Tainly  look  for  among  the  more  stu- 
pendous and  amazing  works  of  crea- 
tion. We  are  oppressed  and  awed  by 
the  former ;  our  feelings  are  those  of 
a  man  endeavouring  to  grasp  some 
grand  idea,  which  dazzles  and  over- 
powers him.  We  have  met  many  who 
nave  been  disappointed  at  the  first 
view  of  the  Alps,  of  Mont  Blanc,  and 
yet,  after  a  second  or  third  visit,  they 
have  returned  more  and  more  impress- 
ed with  these  wonders  of  God's  crea- 
tion. The  same  phenomena  will  lead 
p^  to  the  same  conclusion  in  the  ma- 
terial world  as  in  the  mental  constitu- 
tion of  man.  The  vast  works  of  crea- 
tion convey  to  us  certain  ideas  which, 
like  those  of  the  omnipotence  and  eter- 
nal existence  of  a  Creator,  are  too 
grand  to  be  comprehended  at  a  single 
glance,  until  time  and  habit  has  ma- 
tured our  conceptions,  and  taught  us 
the  true  relation  of  things.  He  who 
has  ascended  Mont  Blanc,  and  knows 
that  the  dark  spot  which  he  had  so 
often  gazed  on  from  the  valley  is  an 
enormous  rock,  has  gained  an  idea  of 
immensity  which  he  never  could  have 
acquired  without  such  research.  Yet 
there  is  something  fatiguing  in  the  con- 
templation of  this  unvarying  grandeur, 
tte  sombre  magnificence.  We  rush 
film  cloud-capped  Alps,  and  brawling 
t(kent8,  and  gloomy  pine  woods,  to 
scenes  more  soothing,  more  congenial 
to  the  mind  seeking  peace  and  tran- 


quillity, as  we  turn  from  the  loud 
soundmg  din  of  Homer's  battles,  to 
weep  with  Andromache,  or  to  wan- 
der with  the  Mantuan  bard  along  the 
banks  of  Mincius.  And  it  is  in  that 
land  of  poetry  and  love,  that  clime 
where  the  luxuriance  of  nature  is  only 
surpassed  by  the  brilliant  development 
of  genius  and  the  lofty  conceptions  of 
man,  where  nations  have  struggled  for 
sovereignty,  where  the  Carthaginian 
well  nigh  witnessed  the  death-pang 
of  his  mortal  enemy,  whence  sprung 
those  legions  who  overcame  the  world, 
there  it  is  that  we  learn  to  appreciate 
all  that  is  beautiful  and  generous 
among  mankind. 

LUGANO. 

It  was  a  beautiful  evening,  when 
having  parted  from  the  dirty  hostess 
of  Lugano,  with  many  regrets  on  her 
side,  we  embarked  on  the  lake,  in  one 
of  the  large  flat  boats  used  for  the 
conveyance  of  passengers  and  mer- 
chandize. The  sun  was  just  sinking 
below  the  hills,  having  left  a  warm 
glow  on  the  unclouded  sky,  and  the 
dark  blue  shades  of  evening  were 
stealing  softly  over  the  mountains. 
Not  a  sound  was  heard  except  the 
plash  of  the  oars,  as  we  moved 
slowly  along,  or  the  song  of  some 
fisherman,  returning  to  his  home,  be* 
neath  a  white  cliff,  which  peeped  out 
from  between  the  vines.  The  sides 
of  the  lake  were  bordered  with  pic- 
turesque villas,  campaniles,  and  white 
rocks,  all  surrounded  by  luxuriant 
foliage,  and  glistening  in  the  moon- 
light. 

COMO. 

A  pretty  walk  from  Porlezza,  along 
a  road  bordered  by  fruit-trees,  be- 
neath which  merry  groups  of  chil- 
dren were  collecting  the  produce, 
leads  to  the  sides  of  the  Lago  di  Como. 
The  diversity  of  objects  which  pre- 
sent themselves  along  the  shores  of 
this  enchanting  lake — the  magnificent 
villas  of  the  Italian  nobility — the  soft 
outline  of  the  hills,  clothed  with  olive 
myrtle  and  vines,  through  which  the 
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freqaent  chapel  rears  its  white  bell- 
tower — the  beautiful  promontory  of 
Be11agio»  crowned  with  terraces  and 
gardens,  all  form  a  scene  well  worthy 
of  the  pencil  of  Claude,  or  the  glow, 
ing  imagination  of  Manzoni.  Those 
who  have  read  that  au thorns  graphic 
descriptions,  will  derive  a  new  inte- 
rest from  scenes  which  he  has  de- 
picted with  such  truth  and  beauty, 
yet  which  defy  the  power  of  paint- 
ing or  genius,  fully  to  do  them  jus- 
tice. They  appeal  to  the  feelings, 
to  the  senses,  which  they  captivate  by 
a  power  peculiarly  their  own;  and 
the  languor  of  the  mid-day  repose, 
when  scarce  a  sound  but  the  "  tenuis 
susurrus'*  of  the  grasshopper  is  heard, 
not  a  stir  in  nature,  except  a  lizard 
glancinff  among  the  stones,  the  deep 
glow  of  an  Italian  sunset,  or  the  co- 
louring of  its  sky,  can  never  be  real- 
ized even  by  the  finest  conceptions  of 
the  artist,  or  the  most  brilliant  ima- 
gination of  the  poet. 

MILAN. 

It  was  late,  and  the  moonlight  alone 
ffuided  us,  as  we  sought  the  cathe- 
dral of  Milan,  that  famous  structure 
reared  by  the  piety  or  the  supersti- 
tion of  centuries.  There  it  stood, 
gpracefnl  and  majestic,  every  statue 
and  column  reflecting  back  the  soft 
light.  Often  had  we  viewed  it  by 
day,  and  paced  its  glorious  interior, 
while  the  sun's  setting  rays  poured  a 
yellow  light  down  the  marble  pillars, 
and  the  solemn  chant  of  the  vespers, 
mingled  with  the  swelling  tones  of 
the  organ.  There  is  something  pe- 
culiarly solemn  in  the  evening  ce- 
remonial of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  when  the  deep  monotonous 
chant  resounds  through  the  aisles  of 
some  vast  cathedral,  and  the  few 
lights  glimmering  at  the  altar,  but 
heighten  the  increasing  obscurity,  and 
impress  with  the  idea  of  unknown 
vastness.  And  when  the  night  comes 
on,  let  him  who  had  marked  the 
snn*s  last  rays  mingling  with  the  deep 
colouring  of  the  painted  windows, 
stand  beneath  the  vast  shadow  of  that 
magnificent  Duomo,  when  every  glis- 
tening spire  points  upwards  to  the 
dark  vault  of  heaven,  and  he  may 
depart,  assured  that  seldom  has  a 
more  glorious  tribute  been  offered 
by  manldnd  to  attest  a  true  and  eter- 
nal creed. 


THE   LAST   SUPPER. 

There  is  an  old,  dirty,  unpretend- 
ing building  in  Milan,  once  a  convent, 
afterwards  used  as  a  barrack  by  the 
French,  who  have  always  assimilated 
their  ideas  more  to  the  church  mili- 
tant, than  the  church  triumphant, 
and  often  shewed  their  considerate 
attentions  to  the  monastic  order,  by 
easing  them  of  any  superfluity  they 
might  possess.  Within  this  convent 
is  a  large  room  unpromising  in  appear- 
ance, which  yet  contains  one  of  those 
monuments  of  genius  or  inspiration  so 
long  appreciated  by  an  admiring 
world — the  Last  Supper  of  Leonardo 
da  Vinci.  The  colours  are  fast  fading 
from  the  wall,  and  in  a  few  years 
nothing,  perhaps,  will  remain  but  the 
remembrance  of  this  glorious  paint- 
ing. Nothing — for  although  many 
have  been  the  attempts  to  reproduce 
it,  and  thousands  of  copies  profess  to 

give  a  true  idea  of  the  original^  yet 
ke  many  other  things,  they  fall  far 
short  of  their  professions.  The 
world  will  at  length  learn  that 
there  are  a  few  things  which  cannot 
be  copied — which  defy  imitation,  being 
themselves  inimitable. 

Such  are  those  great  monuments  of 
man's  creative  power,  which,  as  they 
assimilate  the  creature  nearer  to  the 
Creator,  so  in  our  imperfect  state  are 
few  and  far  between,  as  palm  trees  in 
the  desert,  from  whence  centuries  may 
date,  and  which  successive  generations 
may  long  despair  to  equal.  The  colour- 
ing of  tnis  famous  painting  has  been 
often  renewed,which  circumstance  may 
excite  a  similar  question  to  that  concern- 
ing the  celebrated  ship  Argo,  whether 
any  portion  of  the  original  exists.  But 
the  expression  of  the  Saviour's  counte- 
nance, the  lofty  majesty  of  his  brow, 
the  melancholy  yet  commanding  look 
of  Him  who  grieved  at  the  treachery 
of  Judas,  yet  resigned  himself  to  his 
fate,  these  remain  to  attest  a  master 
hand — a  noble  spirit,  which  derived 
from  the  highest  sources  of  inspira- 
tion. It  might  seem  as  if  the  artist 
had  caught  one  gleam  from  above,  one 
heavenly  glance,  and  fixed  it  there, 
the  material  realization  of  his  own  in- 
spired thoughts.  Such  is  genius,  true 
and  immortal.  It  seeks  no  meretri- 
cious greatness,  no  satisfaction  except 
that  of  having  accomplished  its  task, 
fulfilled  its  mission.  Regardless  of 
interest,  forgetful  of  the  world,  it  aska 
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not,  but  commands  the  homage  of  an 
admiring  universe. 

THE   BRERA. 

It  was  the  season  for  the  exhibition 
of  modern  paintings  when  we  visited 
the  Brera^  and  the  more  sober  pro- 
ductions of  antiquity  were  thrust  into 
the  shade  beside  the  gaudy  creations 
of  the  present  schools  of  painting.    We 
Are  not  of  those  who  have  no  eyes  or 
ears  for   any  thing  which  does  not 
smell    of  the  antique,  although   we 
have  our  doubts  whether  the  world  is 
ever  likely  to  see  surpassed  the  paintings 
of  Raphael  or  the  poetry  of  Homer 
and  Milton.     We  can  discover  some 
trace  of  genius  in  the  creations  of 
Dannecker,  or  even  of  our  own  Land- 
seer  and  Burton  ;  and  yet  the  humi- 
liating fact  is  evident  to  even  a  super- 
ficial   observer,  that    few    works   of 
modern  art  can  bear  a  comparison, 
either  in  purity  of  ideas  or  style,  with 
those  of  a  less  civilized  but  less  mate- 
rial age.     The  reason  is  plain.     The 
instruments  are  the  same,  the  oppor- 
tunities even  greater,  but  the  spirit  is 
wanting.     The  generality  of  modern 
artists  work  to  gain  worldly  wealth  or 
applause.     Like  ^the  orators  of  Juve- 
nal, they  are  content  if  they  fill  their 
pockets,  or  shake  the  benches  with  ac- 
clamations.    Such  is  not  the  spirit 
from  which  gpreat  and  glorious  works 
emanate.     Those  who  still  command 
the  admiration  of  each  succeeding  age, 
were  men  whom  no  inferior  motives 
actuated — who,  absorbed,  possessed  as 
it  were,  by  one  grand  idea,  toiled  until 
they  had    brought  it  to  perfection. 
They  felt  that  sooner  or  later  an  ad- 
mirii^  world  would  do  them  justice. 
Enslaved  by  no  servile  imitation,  they 
(ought  no  (borrowed  eleam  of  light, 
but  dared,  like  Prometheus,  to  snatch 
the  flame  from  heaven.     Such  were 
Dante  and  Raphael,  our  own  Shak- 
speare  and  Milton.      The  same  age 
produced  the  same  spirit,  and  that 
spirit  reared  those  magnificent  struc- 
tores,  and  brought  forth  those  glo- 
mus monuments  of  genius,  the  ^oals 
and  boundaries  of  European  civiliza- 
tion. 

THE  LAZZARETTO. 

He  who  would  realize  to  himself  a 
tale  of  sufifering  such  as  the  annals  of 
Instory  have  seldom  paralleled,  should 
read  that  fearful  description  of  the 
flagne  at  Milan^  given  by  Manzoni, 


and    then   visit  the   Lazzaretto,  the 
scene  of  so  many  tragedies  of  that 
eventful  time.     Outside  the  gate  of 
the  city  is  a  low  range  of  buildings, 
surrounded  by  a  stagnant  ditch,  and 
enclosing  a  small  square  where  the 
rank  grass  grows,  the  picture  of  mi- 
sery and  desolation.     A  small  chapel 
rises  in  the  midst,  where  those  who 
had    survived    that    awful    visitation 
might  return  thanks  for  their  deliver- 
ance.     A  few  of  the  buildings  are 
tenanted  by  some  miserable  poor,  and 
around  the  pillars  which  support  the 
porticos  some  parasitical  plants  have 
twined,  as  if  to  mock  by  their  presence 
the  general    decay.     Scarcely  could 
five  hundred  persons  be  accommodated 
there  with  comfort,  yet  during  the 
famine  which  preceded  the    plague, 
twelve    thousand    destitute    beggars 
were  cooped  up  in  that  narrow  spac?, 
until  they  had  bred  the  seeds  of  infec- 
tion which,  when  released,  they  dis- 
persed all  through  the  city.     At  no 
period  of  history,  not  even  during  the 
plague  at  Athens,  when  famine  and 
war,  added  to  the  calamity,  has  such  a 
picture  of  suffering  mingled  with  heart- 
less recklessness  and  degrading  super- 
stition been  presented  to  the  world. 
The    rapid  spread  of  the  infection, 
after  the  procession  of  the  relics  of 
Saint  Borromeo,  might  have  taught 
them  to  look  to  a  higher  power  for 
support  in  their  calamity.      Yet  the 
senseless  persecution  of  the  Pointers 
showed  that  a  dreadful  scourge  was 
yet  needed  to  convict  them  of  their 
errors.  And  dreadful  was  that  scourge. 
The  sun  glared  upon  the  devoted  city 
with  withering  and  baneful  heat,  the 
breath  of  the  pestilence  alone  fanned 
their  burning  brows,  the  cloud  hung 
above  their  heads ;  but  no  refreshing 
shower  descended  from  its  bosom, — 
their  ground  was  iron,  and  their  sky 
brass.     At  length  the  cloud  burst,  the 
waters    poured     down    in    welcome 
streams,  the  sun  shone  with  a  genial 
light ;  but  those  waters  rushed  through 
deserted  streets  ;  the  light  streamed 
through  palaces  now  only  tenanted  by 
the  dead.     Famine  and  pestilence  had 
done  their  work,  and  the  prince  and 
peasant  lay  side  by  side  in  the  grave- 
that  great  leveller  of  mortality. 

The  phenomena  of  the  plague  have 
been  in  general  very  similar,  as  if  to 
mark  it  peculiarly  as  God's  scourge 
upon  an  offending  nation.     There  is 
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one  remarkable  coincidence,  however, 
which  proves,  in  one  instance  at  least, 
the  similarity  of  the  symptomi  in  dif- 
ferent countries.  We  allude  to  the 
custom  which  still  exists  in  Italy  of 
saying  ** salute"  and  in  Ireland *« Ood 
bless  youy*  when  any  person  has  sneez- 
ed. In  Hibemia,  where  Paddy  must 
have  a  reason,  right  or  wrong,  for 
what  he  does,  this  expression  is  merely 
considered  as  a  pious  invocation  against 
the  fairies.  But  in  Italy,  and  espe- 
cially in  Milan,  which  may  be  called, 
**  par  excellence,**  the  City  of  the 
Plague,  that  custom  has  been  handed 
down  as  a  tradition  of  that  fearful  vi- 
sitation. Sneezing,  as  mentioned 
also  by  Thucydides,  rr*^*;,  has  al- 
ways been  a  premonitory  symptom  of 
the  plague,  and  thus  the  graphic  des- 
cription of  the  Athenian  historian  finds 
a  witness  yet  to  attest  the  truth  of  his 
narrative  among  the  streets  of  Milan 
and  the  wilds  of  Ireland. 

MANTUA   AND   CRElfONA. 

It  is  seldom  that  the  reality  sur- 
passes those  glowing  images  which  the 
imagination  is  ever  ready  to  supply, 
especially  among  scenes  long  present 
to  the  mind.  Those  who  read  with 
delight  the  beautiful  rural  descriptions 
of  the  Mantuan  bard,  might  well  sup- 
pose that  his  childhood  was  nurtured 
amidst  all  that  is  picturesque  or  strik- 
ing in  nature,  such  scenes  as  might 
fill  the  fancy  and  awaken  the  enthu- 
siasm of  the  vouthful  poet.  And  yet  the 
place  of  his  birth  is  destitute  of  any  of 
those  features  which  constitute  either 
grand  or  picturesque  scenery.  But 
Virgil  was  not  alone  the  poet  of  Mantua, 
but  of  Italy,  of  the  world,  and  of  Rome, 
the  world's  mistress.  And  those  who 
have  visited  that  enchanting  clime 
must  be  more  impressed  with  the 
fact,  that  the  Italy  of  the  present 
day  is  still  the  land  of  which  the  Ro- 
man sang.  Here  the  vine-dresser  yet 
prunes  his  vines,  and  plants  the  alter- 
nate rows.  Here,  beneath  the  same 
cloudless  and  genial  sky,  the  weary 
peasant  seeks  shelter  from  the  noon- 
tide heat  under  the  spreading  beech 
or  widowed  elm ;  and  some  Arcadian 
beauties  may  yet  be  realized,  not  in 
that  form  in  which  they  have  been  tra- 
vestied by  the  imagination  of  our  ances- 
tors, when  interesting  shepherdesses  in 
silks  and  brocades  were  pursued  by  love- 
sick shepherds,  through  clipped  par- 


terres and  formal  avenues.  We  can  still 
imagine  the  dulcet  sounds  of  the  lute, 
the  flocks  collected  from  the  summer 
heat,  sub  pendente  rupe,  while  the  hum 
of  bees  and  the  chirp  of  grasshop- 
pers, rumpunt  arbusta  cicadx,  alone 
break  the  complete  stillness  and  re- 
pose of  an  Italian  noontide.  It  is  the 
burlesque  of  nature,  not  nature  herself, 
which  is  ridiculous,  and  excites  the 
laughter  of  mankind.  Whatever  vi- 
cissitudes and  changes  a  country  may 
undergo,  although  many  and  different 
may  be  her  masters,  yet  the  bulk  of 
her  population,  her  peasantry,  seldom 
change,  but  preserve  the  same  cha- 
racteristics from  age  to  age.  They 
are  the  children  of  the  soil ;  all  their 
sentiments  and  ideas  partake  of  the 
scenes  amidst  which  they  live,  and 
the  air  which  they  breathe.  The 
English  peasant  of  the  present  day  is 
the  true  descendant  of  the  Saxon  who 
fought  at  Hastings ;  the  Greek  who 
disdained  the  Turkish  yoke  is  not 
unworthy  of  his  fathers  who  bled  at 
Marathon ;  the  Swiss  dreams  yet  of 
Sempach  and  Morgarten ;  and  the 
Italian,  quick,  fiery,  and  intelligent, 
might  yet,  beneath  the  eagles  of  ano- 
ther Csesar,  avenge  the  injuries  of  hit 
fallen  race. 

VfiaOKA. 

The  road  from  Milan  to  Verona 
passes  by  the  Lago  di  Garda,  a  fine  ex- 
panse of  water,  the  roar  of  whose  waves 
giving  it  the  character  of  an  inland  sea, 
mark  it  as  the  "  Benacus**  of  Virgil, 
Fluctibus  acfremitu  assurgens  marina. 
We  found  accommodation  in  a  large 
hotel,  formerly  a  palace  belonging  to 
some  proud  signior  of  Verona,  and 
gloomy  enough,  although  spacious. 
However,  we  had  reason  to  be  thank- 
ful that  our  lodging  was  not  in  an 
ancient  building,  now  a  pothouse,  but 
said  to  have  belonged  to  the  Captdets. 
It  does  not  at  all  agree  with  our  ideas 
of  a  signorial  residence,  and  unfor- 
tunately for  the  story,  the  only  bal- 
cony where  Juliet  could  have  stood 
(if  she  ever  stood  there  at  all)  looks 
into  a  narrow,  dirty  street,  which  en- 
tirely destroys  the  romance.  Indeed 
both  this  house  and  the  tomb  of  Juliet 
(which  bears  a  striking  resemblance  to 
a  horse  trough  with  a  lid  upon  it) 
seems  to  have  been  invented  for  the 
peculiar  benefit  of  the  valets  de  place, 
a  lively  and  inventive  race,  who  d«. 
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sttve  to  be  supported  fbr  their  inge- 
nuitjr  in  being  able  to  give  a  different 
Tersion,  and  to  assign  different  locali- 
ties to  the  same  story.  However^ 
the  stone  trough  answers  all  the  pur- 
poses of  romance,  and  sundry  chips  of 
it  are  deposited  annually,  by  sentimen*- 
tal  travellers,  in  their  cabinet  of  cu- 
riosities. Consequently,  it  matters 
little  whether  a  wall  round  the  gar- 
den which  contains  this  interesting 
relic  is  the  very  oae  which  Romeo 
leaped  over,  according  to  some  vera- 
cious guides,  or  whether  he  scaled 
another  somewhere  else,  it  being  per- 
fectly optional,  as  the  showman  libe- 
rally remarked,  for  those  to  choose 
who  have  paid  their  money,  with  this 
slight  difference,  that  whichever  they 
shall  select  is  sure  to  be  the  wrong 


THE  ROHAN  AMPHITHEATRE. 

Whence  comes  this  dark  and  gloomy 
structure,  the  relic  of  days  gone  by, 
of  generations  long  passed  away. 
Blackened  by  age,  its  vast  propor- 
tions seemed  piled  by  Titan  hands. 
Like  the  scathed  and  blasted  trunk 
of  some  mighty  oak  in  the  forest,  it 
stands  forth  alone,  claiming  no  kin- 
dred with  the  scenes  around,  in  so- 
lemn solitude,  the  witness  of  a  long 
extinct,  though  not  forgotten  race. 
There  is  something  peculiarly  strange 
and  mysterious  about  these  ancient 
structures  which  Rome  has  bequeathed 
to  the  world,  the  monuments  of  her 
power.  Never  have  we  been  so  im- 
pressed with  the  consciousness  of  her 
might,  as  when  standing  beneath  the 
dark  shadow  of  this  shattered  and 
ruined  memorial.  It  might  seem  that 
the  mighty  genius  of  the  empire  still 
brooded  over,  and  shadowed  it  by  his 
vast  wings.  We  feel  ourselves  awed  as 
if  by  the  presence  of  her,  the  tutelary 
guardian  of  the  seven  hills,  whose 
mysteries  were  inscrutable,  whose 
name  never  was  uttered  by  lips  pro- 
fane. The  form  of  this  majestic  ruin 
u  still  perfect,  the  stone  seats  remain, 
but  much  has  yielded  to  time  and  de- 
cay. Some  of  those  who  seek  a  sub- 
astence  by  selling  relics  and  prints, 
have  established  themselves  in  the 
*'¥omitoria"  beneath,  like  rats  in  a 
deserted  barn.  Thus  generations  have 
Kved  and  died  beside  these  mighty  re- 
Uttof  a  conquering  race,  scarcely  con- 


scious of  their  presence,  with  little 
sympathy  for  their  fate;  yet  where 
shall  we  find  a  grander  realization 
of  the  vast  conceptions  of  that  in- 
domitable will  whicn  once  subdued  the 
world,  than  among  those  ruined  me- 
morials, the  last  legacy  of  Imperial 
Rome. 


The  road  from  Milan  to  Pavia  is 
uninteresting,   passing  through    low 
marshy  grounds.    A  detour  should  be 
made  to  visit  the  Certosa,  a  magnifi- 
cent ecclesiastical  structure,  rich  in 
tombs  and  offerings,  the  fruits  of  the 
piety  of  the  middle  ages,  when  men 
compounded  with  heaven  by  giving 
up  what  they  could  no  longer  enjoy. 
The  fagade  is  composed  of  alternate 
squares   of  black  and   white  marble, 
like  a  chess-board,  and  presents  rather 
an  Oriental  appearance.     As  appro- 
priate ornaments  of  a  Christian  church, 
they  have  inserted  heads  of  Alexander 
the  Great  and  some  Roman  Empe- 
rors,   better  suited   to   a  temple  of 
Bacchus.     The  interior  is  very  gor- 
geous,  containing  two  richly-carved 
tombs,  one  of  Galeazzo  Yisconti,  who 
certainly  deserved  to  be  well  buried, 
as  the  people  had  been  made  so  happy 
by  his  death.     The  side  chapels  con- 
tain some  rich  marbles  brought  from 
Asia  and  the  Levant,  and  the  interior 
of  the  roof  is  of  a  beautiful  aqua-ma- 
rine colour.     There  is  little  interest- 
ing in  Pavia  except  the  tomb  of  St. 
Augustine  in    the   cathedral.      The 
town  has  quite  a  deserted  appearance, 
realising  little  that  importance  which 
it  once  possessed,  when  Francis  fought 
the  memorable  battle  beneath  its  walls. 
There  is  small  interest  in  viewing  the 
battle-field   of  an  age  when  tactics 
were  little  known,  and  a  charge  of 
chivalry  decided  the  day.     It  was  not, 
perhaps,  from  mere  motives  of  ambi- 
tion that  the  monarchs  of  France  so 
often  asserted  their  right  of  conquest 
in  Italy.     Their    policy  was   proba- 
bly  deeper  than  that  which  proceed- 
ed from  the  desire  of  fruitless  aggran- 
disement ;  but  it  was  in  Italy  the  con- 
test should  be  decided.     There  was 
the  battle-field — the  struggle  for  the 
balance  ofpower,  a  principle  which,  if 
not  fully  understood  in   theory,  was 
yet  often  the  secret  motive  for  expe- 
ditions apparently   rash  and  unpro- 
ductive. 
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VENICE. 

We  remember  a  long  time  ago,  when 
in  our  childhood  every  plantation  was 
deemed  a  forest,  every  stream  a  river, 
before  railways  and  engineers,  and 
Commissioners  of  the  Board  of  Works, 
had  marred  the  beauties  of  the  wood- 
land, and  driven  away  the  **  genii 
loci,**  the  tutelary  nymphs  of  grot  and 
fountain,  we  remember  having  listened 
with  delight  to  tales  of  fairy  rings  and 
dances,  of  enchanted  lakes,  whence 
rose  by  magic  power,  glistening  pin- 
nacles, and  splendid  towers,  adorned 
with  all  the  creations  of  a  glowing 
imagination.  Long  had  we  deemed 
that  such  glories  existed  only  in  the 
fancy  of  the  aged  peasant,  and  never 
had  we  expected  to  see  them  realized, 
until  one  evening,  when  the  setting 
sun  was  spreading  its  last  rays  through 
a  veil  of  mist,  rising 'from  the  waters, 
we  saw  through  that  vapoury  medium 
the  very  material  realization  of  our 
childish  dreams.  There  were  domes 
and  pinnacles,  lofty  ''campaniles,"  and 
marble  palaces,  glistening  through  the 
mysterious  veil  of  golden  mist,  and 
built  apparently  on  the  shifting  foun- 
dation of  the  waters;  and  scarce  a 
sound  was  heard  as  we  glided  noise- 
lessly along  beneath  the  shadow  of  the 
palaces,  through  dark  canals,  where 
the  moon  in  vain  endeavoured  to  pene- 
trate, until  we  emerged  at  length  into 
the  broad  bosom  of  the  ''  Canal 
Grande,"  the  principal  thoroughfare 
of  Venice. 

THE  *'  PIAZZA  DI  BAN  MAECO." 

We  must  apologize  to  our  readers 
for  the  small  amount  of  that  informa- 
tion, which  (as  tourists)  we  feel  our- 
selves bound  to  give  the  public,  con- 
cerning the  various  accidents  and  hair- 
breadth escapes  which  we  encountered 

on  our  road,   how  dear  M was 

detained  with  a  cold,  and  F near- 
ly broke  hb  neck  in  a  ditch;  these, 
and  other  remarkable  occurrences, 
such  as  our  interview  with  the  Prince 
of  N  y,  and  our  interesting  debate 
upon  the  Com  Laws  with  the  Count 

of  P ski,  who  apparently  knew 

as  much  about  the  subject  as  most 
Irishmen  know  about  the  Repeal  of 
the  Union,  we  shall  leave  to  those  fa- 
voured individuals  who  shall  under- 
take (according  to  the  present  fashion) 
to  publish  our  memoirs  and  corres- 


pondence. But  following  our  ork^- 
nal  intention  of  harrying  our  rea&r 
at  once  'Mn  medias  res,'*  we  shall 
enter  the  **  Piaaza  di  San  Marco,'*  and 
place  ourselves  opposite  to  the  Church. 
It  is  early,  yet  the  rays  of  an  Italian 
sun  are  darting  down  an  intolerable 
heat ;  every  one  looks  wearied,  and 
on  all  sides  is  heard  the  incessant  cry 
of  "  acqua,*'  accompanied  by  the  tink- 
ling of  the  apparatus  of  the  water- 
sellers.  The  goadoliers  lie  stretched 
asleep  in  their  boats,  and  the  only  in- 
dividuals who  preserve  the  semblance 
of  activity  are  the  waiters  of  the 
•*  cafes,  who  hurry  continually  to  and 
fro  to  supply  the  wants  of  their  various 
customers.  There  is  a  peculiar  charm 
about  Venice,  arising  from  the  varied 
scenes  which  it  presents  to  the  stran- 
ger. There  the  Greek,  and  Turk, 
the  Jew,  and  Frank,  the  sturdy  boat- 
men of  the  Adriatic,  and  the  wander- 
ing minstrel  of  Lombardy,  meet  be- 
neath the  colonnades ;  then  above  all 
is  the  Church  of  St.  Mark,  with  its 
Eastern  domes  and  marble  columns* 
for  which  every  clime  has  been  ran- 
sacked. There  is  the  Doge*s  palace, 
the  slender  columns  and  rounded  arch 
bespeaking  a  Saracenic  origin,  while  its 
massive  solidity,  and  the  gigantic  "  cam- 
panile" frowning  above  it,  recall  the 
thoughts  to  the  dark  materialism  of  the 
West.  Let  us  enter  the  gorgeous  porti- 
co beneath  the  celebrated  horses  of  St* 
Mark,  and  having  trod  upon  the  stone 
which  marks  where  an  Emperor  knelt, 
let  us  survey  the  interior  of  the  Church, 
redolent  with  eastern  perfume.  A 
dim  light  is  shed  around  by  the  few 
lamps  at  the  altar,  where  the  priests 
are  officiating,  and  the  smoke  is  rising 
from  the  censers.  A  religious  gloom 
pervades  the  whole,  but  it  lacks  the 
majestic  simplicity  of  the  Duomo  at 
Milan,  the  severe  grandeur  of  our  own 
St.  Paul's.  There  is  magnificence; 
but  it  is  that  of  the  Indian  pagoda* 
glittering  with  marble  and  gems— not 
such  as  calls  forth  the  spontaneous 
tribute  of  admiring  devotion.  We 
are  dazzled,  but  not  impressed ;  and 
it  is  a  relief  to  the  aching  sight  to  ex- 
change the  solemn  gloom  for  the  broad 
light  of  day.  Many  a  recollection  is 
renewed  by  the  sight  of  that  piazza. 
Many)  a  scene  recurs  to  the  memory* 
fraught  with  the  triumphs  and  dis- 
grace of  the  Queen  of  the  Adriatic. 
Again,  we  seem  to  behold  the  crowd 
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of  merchants — of  traders  from  the 
distant  East — of  those  who  had  wel- 
comed her  palmy  days,  when  the 
wealth  of  India  poured  into  her  ports. 
From  so  many  recollections  which 
throng  upon  the  mind,  let  us  select 
two  scenes  (it  is  enough)  of  her 
triumph  and  her  disgrace : 

"  It  is  a  glorious  afternoon,  and  all 
Venice  is  poured  forth  beside  her  quays, 
where  resounds  the  busy  hum  of  mer- 
chandize, and  upon  her  canals,  alive 
with  a  thousand  gondolas.  And  now  a 
crowd  has  collected  to  view  a  stranger 
bark,  whence  descend  three  knights,  the 
flower  of  the  western  chivalry.  The 
cross  embroidered  on  their  mantles  de- 
notes the  object  of  their  mission — ^it  is 
to  seek  the  aid  of  the  republic  against 
the  Saracen.  A  few  days  have  passed 
away,  and  the  people  are  assembled  in 
the  piazza,  and  again  those  knights  are 
before  them,  beneath  the  shadow  of  the 
winged  lion ;  and  their  heads  are  bare, 
and  beside  them  stands  the  blind  old 
chieftain,  bearing  the  banner  of  the 
republic ;  and  a  few  words  are  uttered, 
of  entreaty  and  supplication,  to  the  so- 
▼oreign  multitude,  and  then  the  sounds 
of  approbation  are  heard — the  voice  of 
thousands  shakes  the  drooping  banners 
—their  arms  are  grasped — their  ^^alleys 
are  manned,  and  the  fiat  of  Venice  de- 
cides the  doom  of  Constantinople.'' 

These  were  glorious  times — the  age 
of  Italian  freedom.  Now  let  us  re- 
verse the  picture. 

Once  more  the  piazza  is  filled  by  an 
anxious  crowd ;  but  the  triumph  of 
power,  the  joy  of  success  is  no  longer 
there.  The  fire  of  enthusiasm — of 
patriotic  zeal — no  longer  animates 
their  expressive  countenances ;  their 
faces  are  bent  downwards ;  they  wait 
in  mournful  expectancy  of  some  me- 
lancholy pageant,  prepared  by  violence 
and  oppression ;  and  high  above  their 
heads  noats  the  banner  of  the  House 
of  Hapsburgh — high  on  those  masts, 
once  the  pride,  but  now  the  monu- 
ments of  the  disgrace  of  a  nation. 
And  a  proclamation  is  read,  which 
asserts  the  stranger's  claim  to  those 
gorgeous  palaces,  and  the  thunder  of 
artulery  mingles  with  the  acclamations 
of  a  few  hirelings,  and  Venice  has 
fallen — a  base  compromise  of  French 
expediency  with  Austrian  ambition. 

There  are  those  who  deem  railways, 
and  pensions,  and  patched-up  palaces, 
a  sufficient  compensation  for  the  loss 
Of  Hberty^-who  affect  to  praise  the 


paternal  administration  of  Austria, 
and  extol  the  present  tranquillity  of  a 
people  when  compared  with  the  stormy 
scenes  of  national  freedom.  Such 
political  theorists  consider  the  feelings 
and  motives  which  actuate  mankind 
as  of  no  value  in  their  material  calcu- 
lations. But  there  is  that  which 
treasures  can  never  buy,  the  loss  of 
which  no  benefits  can  compensate. 
It  is  the  spirit  of  a  free-born  nation 
— the  consciousness  of  independence 
—which  elevates  and  sublimes  the 
man  ;  it  is  the  fire  of  patriotism, 
from  whence  spring  (as  the  mystic 
lacchus  amidst  the  raging  flame)  that 
soul  which  animated  the  strains  of  Pe- 
trarch, Dante,  and  Tasso.  Italy  may 
yet  boast  her  railroads,  her  harvests 
and  luxurious  clime,  but  never  shall 
those  strains  recall  aught  but  ruin  and 
disgrace — never  shall  the  light  of  native 
genius  beam  on  her  land,  until  her  sons 
have  learned,  by  bitter  experience, 
that  freedom  is  their  last  and  noblest 
blessing — until  the  spirit  of  liberty 
again  descends  to  raise  their  hearts  to 
high  and  glorious  deeds. 

THE   doge's   palace. 

Beside  the  Church  of  St.  Mark,  ex- 
tending to  the  water-side,  is  the  mag- 
nificent palace  of  the  Doge.  After 
ascending  a  splendid  marble  staircase, 
down  which  rolled  the  head  of  the  ill- 
fated  Marino  Faliero,  the  stranger  is 
conducted  through  a  spacious  hall 
hung  with  portraits  of  the  doges,  and 
paintings  illustrative  of  their  deeds, 
among  which  those  of  Dandolo  are 
justly  conspicuous.  Here  are  many 
bronze  statues,  and  other  trophies, 
brought  to  Venice  after  the  siege  of 
Constantinople.  The  historian  and 
artist  have  reason  to  be  thankful  that 
the  previous  capture  of  that  city  by  a 
Christian  host  diffused  the  monuments 
of  learning  and  art  over  Europe,  be- 
fore the  barbarity  of  the  Turk  had 
completed  the  work  of  desolation. 
After  having  visited  the  hall  of  the 
Council  of  Ten,  and  looked  down  the 
chink  where  was  once  the  famous  lion*s 
mouth,  an  aged  "  cicerone"  conducted 
us  to  the  dungeons.  Some  of  them 
were  beneath  the  level  of  the  canal ; 
and  very  moist,  slimy,  unpleasant 
places  they  are,  admirably  calculated 
as  the  winter  residence  of  a  toad,  but 
not  agreeahle  quarters  for  a  prisoner. 
Many  a  tragedy,  we  have  no  doubt. 
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was  consummated  in  the  dark  waters 
of  the  narrow  canal,  which  flows  be- 
neath the  Bridge  of  Sighs,  and  be- 
tween the  palace  and  the  prison. 
There  is  one  step  in  a  passage  leading 
to  a  part  of  the  prison,  where  the 
words  of  Dante,  **  Lasciate  ogni  spo- 
ranza,*'  might  well  be  applied,  as  those 
who  passed  that  fatal  bound  never  re« 
turned.  The  Bridge  of  Sighs  spans 
the  narrow  canal,  which,  as  it  has  been 
sighed  and  sung  about  by  so  many 
poets,  both  fledged  and  unfledged,  since 
the  time  of  Byron,  we  shall  dismiss  for 
the  present  with  the  single  remark, 
that  the  proximity  of  the  prison  and 
palace  is  more  the  characteristic  of 
Oriental  despotism  than  of  the  free 
institutions  of  Europe.  This  is  one 
among  the  many  similarities  which 
may  be  traced  in  comparing  the  Vene- 
tian government,  its  spirit  and  institu- 
tions, with  the  unchanging  dogmas  and 
tyranny  of  the  East. 

"MARINO    FALIEKO." 

In  the  hall  of  the  Doge's  palace^ 
among  the  portraits  of  the  chief  ma- 
gistrates of  the  republic,  is  a  frame 
covered  by  a  black  veil,  beneath  which 
is  inscribed  the  name  of  the  ill-fated 
Marino  Faliero.  Independent  of  the 
charm  which  genius  has  thrown  over 
bis  history,  there  is  a  mystery  attached 
to  his  fate  which  might  well  arrest  the 
attention  of  the  historian.  Was  he, 
indeed,  worthy  of  the  infamv  entailed 
on  the  name  of  a  traitor  to  his  coun- 
try ?  Or  did  he  fall  a  victim  to  the 
jealousy  of  that  secret  tribunal  who 
dreaded  any  invasion  of  their  privi- 
leges ?  Was  it  because  he  dared  to  as- 
sert more  liberal  principles  than  those 
consistent  with  the  safety  of  an  oligarchy 
— ^because  he  dreamed  of  a  power  (Qund- 
ed  on  the  love  of  the  people,  that  he  fell 
a  sacrifice  to  a  conspiracy,  the  nature 
of  which  resembled  those  hatched  in 
the  seraglio  of  an  eastern  despot. 
These  are  questions  difficult  to  decide ; 
yet,  we  may  find  a  history  somewhat 
parallel  to  that  of  Marino  Faliero  in 
the  annals  of  Sparta.  The  constitu- 
tion of  that  celebrated  republic  resem- 
bled, in  many  respects,  the  oligarchy 
of  Venice.  In  both  there  was  the 
larger  and  smaller  council ;  the  head 
magistrate,  with  limited  power,  chosen 
from  and  jealously  watched  by  a  small 
body  of  the  nobles.  Hence  arises  the 
simUiarity  between  the  fate  of  Marino 


Faliero  and  of  Pausanias,  the  celebrat- 
ed leader  at  Platsea,  who  was  after- 
wards  accused  of  treachery,  and  pun- 
ished with  death,  by  a  conspiracy  of 
the  nobles.  Both  had  endeavoured  to 
engage  the  affections  of  the  multitude 
by  the  offer  of  a  more  liberal  form  of 
government ;  both  were  betrayed,  and 
became  the  victims  of  a  party  whom 
they  could  not  subdue.  The  guilt  of 
Pausanias  was  probably  better  esta- 
blished than  that  of  Marino  Faliero, 
but  the  similar  fate  of  both  may  prove 
the  .  remarkable  coincidence  between 
some  of  the  principal  institutions  of 
Venice  and  the  republic  of  Lycurgua, 

THE    LIDO. 

There  is  a  long  narrow  strip  of  land 
forming  a  kind  of  natural  breakwater, 
which  protects  Venice  from  the  Adri- 
atic. It  might  seem  to  a  spectator, 
when  beholding  the  city  beneath  from 
the  summit  or  the  campanile  in  the 
Piazza,  that  were  it  not  for  this  little 
promontory,  a  violent  tempest  might 
bury  palaces  and  churches  beneath 
the  waves.  It  is  a  desolate  spot, 
destitute  of  vegetation  and  partly 
covered  with  the  sand  borne  by 
the  sea-breeze.  There  are  a  few 
tombs  scattered  about,  marked  with 
Hebrew  characters,  denoting  that 
they  belong  to  that  race  long  pro- 
scribed in  Europe,  the  children  of 
Israel.  But,  after  the  confinement  of 
a  Venetian  life,  it  is  pleasant  to  find  a 
small  strip  of  ground,  by  which  you 
may  ascertain  the  utility  of  those 
members  called  legs,  with  which  man 
has  been  endowed,  the  advantages  of 
which  an  inhabitant  of  Venice  might 
be  inclined  to  call  in  question.  In 
fact,  although  it  is  possible  to  walk 
through  the  whole  city,  by  taking  cir- 
cuitous routes,  passing  bridges  like 
staircases,  &c.,  yet  it  is  infinitely  more 
tigreeable  and  convenient  to  take  a 
gondola,  especially  as  the  gondolier 
may  sometimes  act  as  your  "cicerone," 
and  enable  you  thus  to  dispense  with  a 
"valet  de  place,"  a  tiresome  kind  of 
animal,  who  talks  of  nothing  in  Venioe 
but  of  Tintoretto  and  Paul  Veronese. 
There  is  another  sight,  however,  to 
be  seen  at  the  Lido,  which  should  not 
be  omitted  in  the  catalogue  of  its 
attractions.  It  is  the  sunset,  when 
the  luminary  descends  like  a  ball  of 
fire  into  the  Adriatic.  We  might  al- 
most  imagine  that  the  waten  bisaed 
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when  it  apparently  touched  their 
Terge.  There  is  nothing  to  interrupt 
the  Tiew,  sea  and  sky  are  suffused 
vith  a  brilliant  crimson  glow,  and  the 
son  descends  (in  classical  phrase)  into 
the  bosom  of  Oceanus,  or  to  use  the 
words  of  our  own  poet^ 

**  Cm  nndooded  bUse  of  living  light." 

Bybon. 

VENICE   Br    MOONLIGHT. 

Would  you  wish  to  realize  to  your- 
self the  glories  of  an  age  long  gone 
by,  to  eroke  the  memories  of  the  past, 
and  summon  the  mighty  dead  to  peo- 
ple a  scene  of  ancient  days — look  not 
to  revive  those  recollections  beneath 
the  broad  and  garish  light  of  day, 
when  the  hurry  of  business  of  man's 
material  pursuits,  interrupt  and  chase 
away  the  laboured  thought  But  when 
the  vulgar — the  **  it  «-«u.«,"  the  "  ig- 
nobile  vulgus,"  who  turn  into  bed  to 
sleep  away  their  supper,  have  disap- 
peared— when  the  full  moon  looks 
down  over  dome  and  tower,  and  all 
that  shocks  the  imagination  by  day,  all 
the  contrast  of  splendour  and  wretch- 
edness, of  former  grandeur  and  splen- 
did misery,  is  thrown  into  the  shade ; 
when  nothing  is  abroad  to  disturb  the 
meditations  of  him  who,  reckless  of 
colds  and  night  air,  ventures  forth  to 
enjoy  the  evening  breeze  ;  then  it  is 
that  the  spirit  shakes  off  its  earthly 
trammels,  and  soars  far  into  the  regions 
of  thought.  It  was  our  last  evening 
in  Venice,  when,  having  escaped  the 
crowd  still  lingering  on  the  Piazza, 
we  took  our  gondola,  and  passed  along 
by  the  broad  stream  of  the  **  Canal 
Grande."  The  light  gleaming  in  the 
pure  vault  of  heaven,  was  reflected 
back  from  magnificent  churches  and 
palaces,  many  retaining  but  a  sem- 
blance of  their  pristine  splendour. 
Not  a  sound  was  heard,  but 
the  buzz  of  the  musquito,  or 
the  gurgle  of  the  water  beneath 
the  oar  of  the  gondolier,  and  the 
man;  boats  which  passed  us,  dark  and 
noiseless,  added  more  to  the  mysterious 
character  of  the  scene.  Away  with 
those  who  would  banish  romance  and 
entbasiasm  from  this  world  of  ours — 
who  would  reduce  everything  to  their 
dull  material  notions,  their  day-books 
and  ledgers — who  mix  up  Shakspeare 
and  cabbages,  a  reminiscence  from 
Daate  and  a  cure  for  corns.     With 


such  there  is  but  one  step  from  the 
sublime  to  the  ridiculous.     There  are 
many  of  this  description  to  be  met 
with — of  those  who  could  not  stop  to 
behold  a  splendid  sunset,  because  din- 
ner was  waiting,  and  the  soup  would 
be  cold,  and  who  are  afraid  to  venture 
out  in  the   evening  lest  they  might 
catch  rheumatic  gout.     The  question 
naturally  arises,  why  did  they  under- 
take such  a  perilous  exploit  as  leaving 
their  fireside,  and  well-aired  sheets,  to 
encounter  damp,  and  indigestion,  and 
cold  on  the  continent.     Let  us  leave 
them  to  their  unenvied  ease,  and  glide 
slowly  beneath   the   shadow    of   the 
Doge's  Palace,  and  view  the  domes  of 
St.  Mark  glistening  beneath  the  vault 
of  night.     How  often,  in  her  palmy 
days,  have  the  throngs  of  giddy  re- 
vellers    paused,    enchanted    by     the 
beauty  of  the  spot,  while  the  thousand 
gondolas  glanced  by,  filled  with  the 
votaries  of  pleasure,  and  echoing  with 
the  strains  of  Tassol      These  were 
times  when  Venice  was  indeed  Queen 
of  the  Adriatic,  enthroned  upon  her 
isles,  rising  like  the  Cyprian  goddess 
from  the  waters.      How  changed  is 
the  scene  I    how  gone    the    beauty! 
Her  merchants  are  beggars,  pensioned 
by  the  charity  of  Austria — her  sons 
the  subjects  of  a  stranger — her  com- 
merce  decayed — ^her    spirit    broken. 
How  different  from   the  time  when 
she   dared    to    stand    almost  single- 
handed  against  the  banded  powers  of 
Europe  1     The  Bucentaur  lies  rotting 
in  the  deserted  docks,  once  filled  with 
shipping,  the  admiration  of  Europe. 
Her  palaces  are  falling  to   decay — 
many  a   broken    column   and   fallen 
capital  attests  the  perishable   nature 
of  human  greatness.     A  stranger  in- 
habits her  halls,  and  insults  her  fallen 
majesty.     But  away  with  these  gloomy 
reflections,  they  suit  not  such  a  scene 
as  this — the  beauty  of  the  midnight 
hour.     Let  us  summon  the  recollec- 
tions of  chivalry  and  romance  to  our 
aid — let  us  people  the  solitude,  and 
wake    its    pristine     life     within    the 
withered  frame.     It  is  not  the  thought 
of  what  she  is,  but  of  what  she  has 
been,    which    should     influence    our 
spirit,  when  passing  by  so  many  scenes 
of  ancient  glory.      Not  thus  did  the 
Roman  muse,  when  he  paused  amidst 
the  ruins  of  fallen    Carthage.      He 
sat,  indeed,  upon  a  broken  column,  his 
eye  rested  on  the  ruined  temple,  the 
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fallen  arch;  but  he  regarded  them 
not,  his  thoughts  were  tar  away — he 
held  ooxnmunion  with  those  of  aDcient 
tiniey  the  spirits  of  the  mighty  dead. 
He  thought  of  when  the  Carthaginian 
shook  in  his  iron  grasp  the  gates  of 
the  seven-hilled  city — when  the  legions 
were  mowed  down  by  the  African 
8word>  and  Rome  trembled  for  her 
empire.  He  thought  of  the  last 
struggle  of  expiring  patriotism*  when 
women  and  children  rushed  to  the 
fight,  and  the  astonished  foe  quailed 
before  the  determination  of  despair. 
Had  Venice  perished  like  Car- 
thage, her  beauty  might  indeed  have 
been  more  defacf^d,  her  buildings  less 
worthy  of  the  admiration  of  the 
stranger ;  but  her  name  should  have 
been  a  watchword  of  freedom  to  re- 
motest ages,  her  death -knell  had 
waked  a  chord  of  sympathy  in  every 
patriot's  heart.  Again,  we  see  the 
triumphant  march  of  the  Crusaders, 
the  gonfalon  of  the  republic,  waving 
on  the  towers  of  Zara  and  Constan- 
tinople— the  return  of  her  victorious 
fleets,  when  the  setting  sun  had  wit- 
nessed the  defeat  and  shame  of  Genoa. 
These  are  memories  which  incite  to 
great  and  glorious  deeds ;  would  that 
they  had  availed  her  to  add  one  more 
laurel  to  her  unpolluted  brow,  would 
that  she  had  known,  when  hope  was 


gone,  to  descend  i^n  into  the  waters 
ftom  which  she  rose,  her  flag  un- 
struck,  her  honour  unsullied. 

Venice,  farewell  !  long  would  we 
linger  beside  thy  waters,  charmed  by 
the  spell  attached  to  the  memory  of  an 
age  coeval  with  the  brightest  scenes  of 
Italian  glory,  the  age  of  Raphael  and 
Michael  Angelo,  of  Dante  and  Tasso. 
Thine  has  been  a  mysterious  career  ; 
thou  hast  been  the  witness  alike  of  a 
falling  and  a  rising  empire.  As  the 
prophet  of  old,  thou  hast  stood  be- 
tween the  dead  and  the  living— a 
connecting  link  in  the  chain  of  cen- 
turies, between  tottering  Rome  and 
the  vigorous  growth  of  modern  Europe^ 
between  the  Hun  and  the  Franks 
Attila  and  Napoleon.  Thy  architec- 
ture, thy  institutions^  the  spirit  and 
manners  of  thy  people,  all  attest  the 
two-fold  nature  of  thy  destiny,  as  placed 
between  the  old  and  new  civilization^ 
sharing  in  the  characteristics  of  both, 
uniting  the  immutable  dogmas,  the 
despotism  of  Oriental  unity  with  the 
changes  and  revolutions  of  the  West. 
We  leave  thee  with  regret ;  for  never 
shall  we  look  on  a  fairer  scene— a 
scene  so  full  of  teeming  recollections, 
so  pregnant  with  the  memory  of 
bright  and  varied  fortune,  as  that 
which  we  now  gaze  upon,  beneath  the 
brilliant  moonlight  of  an  Italian  sky. 
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The  greater  the  circumference  of  man's 
mental  achievements,  the  more  vast  he 
finds  the  inner  boundary  of  what  he  has 
not  achieved.  We  know  it  is  a  favourite 
argument  with  those  of  our  own  time 
who  would  excuse  the  characteristio 
lack  of  great  and  original  works  in  ima- 
ginative literature,  that  genius  is  at  a 
disadvantage — that  its  efforts  are  anti- 
cipated by  earlier  efforts — tluU  it  has 
come  too  late.  But  this  is  only  an  excuse. 
It  may  salve  the  vanity  of  one  or  another 
disappointed  aspirant  to  think  so,  but 
will  never  hold  with  the  broad  and 
liberal  speculator  on  man's  intellectual 
nature.  Vast  tracts  of  thought  have, 
it  is  true,  been  landed  upon,  seized, 
reclaimed,  and  become  for  ever  the 
possession  of  others.  But  the  conti- 
nent is  as  boundless  as  ever  ;  and  it  is 
only  to  plunge  into  the  forest  with  half 
the  energy  of  original  enterprize,  to 
find  the  plains,  and  the  waters,  and 
the  mountains  of  vaster  regions  spread 
before  us  in  their  unexplored  solitude 
and  sublimity. 

No  doubt,  genius  must  now  be  in- 
structed. To  dare  is  not  enough. 
To  know  all  that  may  be  known,  must 
precede  the  plunge  into  the  imknown. 
The  territory  wrested  from  nature  by 
man  must  be  traversed,  and  the  ex- 
perience of  its  population  mastered, 
before  the  desert  can  be  made  produc- 
tive by  human  labour.  Nay,  more — 
the  information  thus  acquired  must 
form  the  groundwork  and  sugfgest  the 
direction  of  further  enterprise.  It 
most  be  predetermined  what  to  aim 
at,  and  what  to  avoid ;  how  to  grapple 
with  difficulties — how  to  improve  ad- 
vantages. The  chivalrous  adventurer 
of  bvgone  ages,  with  whom  the  only  im- 
pellmg  motive  was  the  vague  restless- 
ness of  his  own  spirit,  and  the  only 
guide  the  stars  of  heaven,  must  now  be 
succeeded  by  those  who,  fired  by  the 
same  energy  of  purpose,  and  confiding 
with  the  same  implicit  reliance  on  the 
same  exalted  influences,  own  a  great 
and  intelligible  object,  and  possess  an 
elaborate  tmd  accurate  chart. 


Hence  the  avenues  to  success  are 
perhaps  less  direct  than  they  originally 
were.  Spirits  which  might  have  ar- 
rived at  its  shrine  when  it  was  ap- 
proached by  a  single  step,  may  flag  in 
the  toilsome  march  of  preliminary  pre- 
paration; but  Genius,  that  annihilator 
of  difficulties,  will  only  gain  strength 
by  opposing  obstacles,  rejoicing  when 
it  finds  itself  alone  at  the  confines 
of  that  great  tract,  to'reach  which  has 
been  too  much  for  minor  celebrities^ 
and  within  whose  depths  the  footsteps 
of  human  imagination  are  still  as  un- 
traceable as  ever. 

In  thb  view  we  are  aware  we  differ 
from  some  able  critics,  Jeffrey  in  par- 
ticular, who  deem  it  impossible — or  so 
improbable  as  to  amount  to  a  practical 
impossibility — that  any  future  genius 
will  be  found  sufficiently  vast  to  create, 
that  is,  to  originate  poetry,  or  poieiis, 
with  the  full  grandeur  and  effect  of  those 
old  masters  of  sacred  and  profane  inspi- 
ration who  found  the  tracts  of  human 
thought  a  solitude,  and  the  waters  of 
the  great  deep  of  the  imagination  moved 
over  by  the  sole  pinion  of  the  Spirit 
of  God.  That  man  can  make  a  Gar- 
den of  Eden  of  the  scored  surface  of 
arable  land,  or  find  the  majesty  of  the 
**  much-crowded  main"  in  the  crowd- 
ed channel  across  which  commerce 
ploughs  its  smoky  way,  from  a  brick- 
and-mortar  wharf  on  one  shore  to  a 
fishing-quay  on  another,  is  not  to  be 
reasonably  expected.  But  these  en- 
thusiasts for  the  past  forget,  that 
poetry  does  not  deal  with  limitable 
materials— that  the  sides  of  Parnassus 
are  only  cultivated  to  a  certain  eleva- 
tion— that  its  steeps  and  its  pinnacles 
are  yet  unreclaimed  for  the  appropria- 
tion of  genius,  and  that  if  it  only  com- 
mence the  work  from  the  superior  li- 
mits of  man's  present  domun,  it  will  find 
the  soil  as  virgin  as  at  first,  and  each 
terrace  reclaimed  more  sublime  even 
than  those  appropriated  by  the  energy 
of  antiquity. 

To  assert  that  originality— that  high 
characteristic  of  genius — is  displayed 
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in  the  general  conception  and  design 
of  the  remarkable  poem  before  us,  were 
to  imply  that  there  is  any  intelligible 
design  whatever  perceptible  throughout 
it^whichwould  be  a  mistake.  Asawhole> 
Festus  is  to  the  general  reader  as  com- 
plete an  enigma  as   Hamlet  is  to  an 
unpoetical  mind*  or  Faust  to  an  un- 
metaphysical  one.     And  the  difference 
appears  to  be  this :  that  whereas  the 
English  and  the  German  poet  sought 
each  to  convey  to  less  imaginative  or 
less  philosophical  temperaments  some- 
thing which  was  clear  to  his  own  su- 
perior intellect — each  partially  failing 
and  partially  succeeding  in  his  object 
—the  author  of  Festus  has  included 
the  mystical  in  his  original  plan>  and 
admitted  from  the  first    an  esoteric 
meaning,  which  he  is  hopeless — or  re- 
gardless— of  rendering  intelligible  to 
others.     This  appears  to  us  to  be  the 
clue  equally  to  his  beauties  and  his 
defects^  as  far  as  the  general  design  is 
concerned.    Where  mysticism — might 
we  not  call  it   mystification  ?  —  en- 
hances the  force  of  certain  conceptions, 
and  is  the  natural  concomitant  of  cer- 
tain lofty  inspirations,  there  the  poet 
has  his  triumphs:  just  as  the  judi- 
cious painter  will  wrap  a  cloud  around 
the  summit  of  a  mountain,  leaving  it 
to  the  imagination  to  give  it  what  al- 
titude it  pleases,  and  which  is  generally 
the  rnajor  imago  of  the  true.  But  where 
strong  and  foreground  effects  are  to  be 

Produced — where  human  action  and 
uman  passion  have  to  be  depicted,  and 
the  mind  or  heart  smitten  with  a  palpa- 
ble stroke  of  nature,  there  the  genius 
of  Mr.  Bailey  is  found  wanting.  We 
are  put  off  with  a  hipt,  a  glance,  a 
whisper,  an  echo,  a  dream.  Fanciful 
^^  obscurity  is  substituted  for  energetic, 
earnest  life.  Panting  to  place  one 
foor^on  the  solid  ground,  we  graze 
the  shore,  to  be  floated  off  again  on 
heaven-reflecting  but  fleeting  and, un- 
substantial waters. 

Mr.  Bailey  has  therefore  failed  in 
producing  a  work  which  can  ever  inte- 
rest the  public  mind.  No  grand  out- 
lines mark  it  out  for  notice  at  a  dis- 
tance ;  no  earnest  and  specific  purpose 
explains  the  elaboration  of  the  details, 
or  the  vastness  of  the  scale.  It  is  a 
pyramid  of  mental  labour,  great  in 
itself,  and  suggestive  of  greatness  in 
the  builder,  but  uncommensurate  with 
any  discoverable  exigency,  imd  there- 
fore, incapable  of  converting  our  won- 
der into  interest  and  admiration. 


Let  us  give  Mr.  Bailey  the  benefit 
of  his  own  statement.  In  the  course 
of  the  poem  he  puts  into  the  month 
of  his  hero  an  account  of  its  object, 
nature,  and  pretensions.     He  says : 

'*  It  has  a  plan  but  no  plot." 

And  adds,  as  his  reason  :— 

"  Life  hath  none." 

But  the  intelligent  reader  will  not  be 
slow  to  see  that  the  admission  con- 
demns him,  whilst  its  grounds  are  any- 
thing but  a  justification.  Life  in  the 
abstract,  indeed,  has  "  no  plot  ;*'  but 
every  individual  life,  in  retrospect,  and 
historically,  has.  A  single  actual  bio- 
graphy is  a  drama,  on  the  model  of 
which  all  constructed  ones  are  framed. 
And  it  is  the  consciousness  of  this  dra- 
matic truth  of  nature  in  the  breasts  of 
us  all,  that  enables  us  to  go  along 
,  with  the  creations  of  the  poet  who  is 
faithful  to  her,  and  allow  fiction  to 
usurp  the  interest,  and  engross  the 
sympathies  of  reality. 

Air.  Bailey's  **  plan"  consists  solely 
in  the  design  of  aiming  at  The  Good, 
and  evincing  the  power  of  virtue  over 
evil,  and  truth  over  fabehood.  Within 
these  extreme  limits  he  wanders  with- 
out aim  or  restraint;  beating  up,  as 
it  were,  against  the  wind,  and  keeping 
to  no  particular  point  of  the  compass, 
content  if  after  each  tack  he  be  found 
to  have  gained  somewhat  in  his  course 
towards  "  the  final  consummation  of 
all  things." 

The  considerations  offered  above 
will  sufficiently  explain  the  history  of 
the  poem — its  flattering  reception  by 
the  most  highly-gifted  and  competent 
judges,  coupled  with  the  almost  com- 
plete  indifference  of  the  public.  And 
it  is  additionally  proper  that  we  should 
exhibit  this;  for  in  making  our  ex- 
tracts we  cannot  avoid  presenting  such 
beauties  to  the  reader  as  ^without 
some  explanation  would  render  the 
present  position  of  the  poet  and  his 
work  altogether  unaccountable. 

Even  to  say  what  the  "poem"  of 
Festus  is,  is  difficult.  It  is  dramatic 
in  its  form,  consisting  of  scenes,  though 
undivided  into  acts  or  other  greater 
divisions.  Its  length  is  inordi- 
nate, extending  to  upwards  of  thirteen 
thousand  lines.  The  scenes  wander 
from  heaven  to  earth — from  earth  on 
"  the  surface,"  to  earth  in  its  centre^ 
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thence  to  a  Platonio  sphere  of  purified 
existence — thence  to  "helll**  One  scene 
is  designated  as  "space"  —  another, 
'^anywhere*' — another,  "elsewhere I" — 
the  final  theatre  of  action  being  the 
"  heaven  of  heavens  l"  The  personages 
introduced  are  in  keeping  with  these 
scenes ;  they  consist  of  every  class  of 
being — from  the  Father  omnipotent, 
the  Trinity,  the  archangels,  angels,  and 
other  superior  intelligences— man,  and 
woman,  in  all  their  classes,  grades,  and 
varieties, — ^to  depraved  and  inferior 
orders,  the  infernal  spirits,  their  ru- 
lers, and  finally  to  the  master  spirit  of 
evil!  This,  it  will  be  allowed,  is  range 
enough  in  time,  space,  and  degree ! 

Festus,  the  hero,  is  a  pure  abstrac- 
tion. True,  he  is  in  every  part  bor- 
rowed, even  to  the  very  name,  from  the 
Faustus  of  the  German  poet.  But  in 
evwy  part — including  the  name — only 
half  borrowed.  The  characters  are 
to  each  other  in  fact,  (to  borrow  a 
technical  phrase)  as  the  names.  But, 
unfortunately,  the  parts  left  behind  in 
the  appropriation  are  those  which  were, 
perhaps,  the  most  essential  to  ^e  re- 
tained. The  link  which  hold-  tne  -ab- 
straction of  Goethe  to  human  nature, 
and  consequently  to  human  hearts,  is 
precisely  ^at  dropped  by  Mr.  Bailey. 
He  has  grasped  at  the  shadow,  and 
lost  the  substance. 

To  aiustrate  this  negative  proposi- 
tion is  beyond  our  power.  It  could 
not  be  done  otherwise  than  by  pre- 
senting the  poem  at  full  length.  But 
no  one  can  rise  from  its  perusal  with- 
out admitting  its  truth.  The  body 
is  wanting  to  the  spirit.  Festus  is 
formless  and  featureless  as  a  cloud, 
eten  in  his  grandeur  and  beauty.  He 
is  the  projection  of  an  unseen  reality 
on  amagic  screen. 

The  Lucifer,  too,  who  is  a  blended 
image  of  the  Mephistopheles  in  "Faust" 
and  the  Tempter  in  Byron's  "  Cain," 
wants  the  characteristio  fiendship  of 
both  one  and  the  other  of  these  evil 
creations  of  the  poets.  The  Lucifer 
of  Mr.  Bailey  appears,  as  in  Job,  and 
as  in  "  Cain,"  before  the  throne  of 
the  Almighty,  with  a  like  request — 

•*  God. 

What  wouldst  thou,  Lucifer  ? 

Lucifer.  There  is  a  vouth 

Among  the  sons  of  men  I  fain  would  have 
Giyen  up  wholly  to  me. 


God. 

He  is  thine, 
To  tempt. 
Lucifer.     I  thank  Thee,  Lord  1" 

He  accordingly  proceeds,  in  pursu- 
ance of  the  divme  permission,  to  play 
his  part,  and  work  upon  the  mind  of  the 
mortal  student.  He  finds  Festus  full 
of  unearthly  longings ;  sighing  for  the 
embraces  of  spirits,  and  the  communion 
with  things  of  other  worlds,  or  the  in- 
animate existences  of  this;  full,  too, 
of  mingled  cavils  and  credulities ;  of 
vague  scepticism  and  objectless  wor- 
ship. Festus  calls  upon  the  elements 
in  succession  to  respond  to  his  aspira- 
tions ;  but  in  vain.  Much  beauty 
enters  into  these  his  invocations.  The 
following  passage  is  contained  in  the 
address  to  the  air ;  describing,  with 
grace  and  power,  the  effects  of  that 
element : — 

"  Now, 
So  li^ht  as  not   to  wake  the  snowiest 

down 
Upon  the  dove's  breast,  winning  her 

bright  way 
Calm  and  sublime  as  Grace  unto  the 

soul. 
Towards  her  far  native  grove;  now, 

stern  and  strong 
As    ordnance,    overturning    tree    and 

tower ; 
Cooling  the  white  brows  of  the  peaks  of 

fire, — 
Taming  the  sea*s  broad  furrows  like  a 

plough.— 
Fanning  the  fraitening  plains,  breathing 

the  sweets 
Of  meadows,  wandering  o'er  blinding 

snows. 
And  sands  like  sea-beds  and  the  'streets 

of  cities, 
Where  men  as  garnered  grain  lie  heaped 

together ; 
Freshening  the  cheeks,  and  mingling  oft 

the  locks 
Of  youth  and  beauty  *neath  star-speak- 
ing eve ; 
Swelling  the  pride  of  canvas,   or,   in 

wrath. 
Scattering  the  fleets  of  nations  like  dead 

leaves ; 
In  all,  the  same  o'ermastering  sightless 

force, 
Bowing  the  highest  things  of  earth  to 

heaven. 
And  lifting  up  the  dnst  unto  the  stars  ; 
Fatelike,  confounding  reason,  and  like 

God's 
Spirit,  conferring  life  upon  the  world, — 
Midst  all  corruption  incorruptible ; 
Monarch  of  all  the  elements  !" 
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The  followiog  words  of  Lucifer  are 
a  key  to  the  muo  incidents  of  the 
poem : — 

*'  Lucifer.  Peace,  peace ! 

All  nature  knows  that  I  am  with  thee 

here. 
And  that  thou  need'st  no  minor  minister. 
To  thee  I   personate   the    world — its 

Sowers, 
iefs,  and  doubts,  and  practices. 
Festus.  Are  all 

Mine  inyocations  fruitless,  then  ? 

LudFEB.  Thoy  are. 

Let  us  enjoy  the  world  I" 

Then  it  is  that  the  mortal  and  im- 
mortal spirits  mix  with  men  and  women. 
Characters  come  aad  go  before  this 
binary  system  of  morid  being,  much 
in  the  manner  of  their  presentation  to 
Goethe's  linked  intelligences.  It  is 
superfluous  to  criticise  a  plot  so  pal- 
pably appropriated  from  another ; 
out  the  reader^  must  bear  in  mind 
what  we  have  already  intimated,  that 
whereas  the  German  has  brought  his 
metaphysical  hero  in  contact  with, 
and  to  be  an  actor  in,  one  intelligible 
and  pathetic  fable,  Mr.  Bailey  throws 
before  his  a  succession  of  disconnected 
and  shadowy  images,  committing  the 
fatal  error  of  clothing  the  earthly  or 
real  personages  he  introduces,  in  that 
mystic  garment  which  should  have 
been  worn  as  a  contrast^  and  exclu- 
sively, by  those  intended  to  adumbrate 
metaphysical  existences. 

Clara  loves  Festus.  She  is  the  em- 
bodiment of  woman.  All  the  re-en- 
trant angles  of  the  feminine  soul  are 
described  to  a  degree.  Festus  loves 
Cla#a  ;  saliently,  as  a  mau.  But  he 
is  hurried  off  to  other  contemplations. 
He  must  know  the  world.  He  meets 
a  student,  and  discusses  with  him  the 
internal  constitution  of  humanity : — 

"Festus.    The  heart  is  formed  as 

earth  was — its  first  asre 
Formless  and  void,  and  fit  but  for  itself; 
Then  feelings  half  alive,  just  organized. 
Come  next, — ^then  creeping  sports  and 

purposes, — 
Then    animal    desires,    delights,    and 

loves — 
For  love  is  the  first  and  granite-like 

eflFect 
Of  things — the  longest  and  the  highest : 

next 
The  wild  and  winged  desires,  youth's 

saurian  schemes, 
Which  creep  and  fly  by  turns ;  which 

kill,  and  cat, 


And  do  disgorge  each  other :  oomes  at 
length 

The  mould  of  perfect  matchless  man- 
hood— ^then 

Woman  divides  the  heart,  and  multi- 
plies it. 

The  insipidity  of  innocence 

Palls :  it  is  g^uilty,  happy,  and  undone. 

A  death  is  laid  upon  it,  and  it  eoes — 

Quits  its  green  Eden  for  the  sandy  world. 

Where  it  works  out  its  nature,  as  it  may. 

In  sweat,  smiles,  blood,  tears,  cursings, 
and  what  not. 

And  eiant  sins  possess  it ;  and  it  wor- 
ships 

Works  of  the  hand,  head,  heart — ^its  own 
or  others — 

A  creature  worship,  which  exclodeth 
God's: 

The  less  thrusts  out  the  greater.  Warn- 
ing comes, 

But  the  heart  fears  not — feels  not ;  till 
at  last 

Down  comes  the  flood  from  Hearen ; 
and  that  heart. 

Broken  inwards,  earthKke,  to  its  cen- 
tral hell : 

Or  like  the  bright  and  burning  eye  we 
see 

Inly,  when  pressed  hard  backwards  on 
the  bram. 

Ends  and  begms  again — destroyed,  is 
saved. 

Everv  roan  is  the  first  man  to  himself. 

And  Eves  are  just  as  plentiful  as  apples ; 

Nor  do  we  fall,  nor  are  we  saved  by 
proxy. 

The  JBden  we  live  in  is  our  own  heart ; 

And  the  first  thing  we  do,  of  our  free 
choice^ 

Is  sure  and  necessary  to  be  sin." 

Lucifer  urges  these  reflections  to 
their  infidel  limits.  But  Festus  reasons 
in  bis  own  way,  and  arrives  at  the  con- 
clusion that  the  sooner  we  are  fit  to 
be  aU  mind,  the  better.  "  Blest,*'  he 
says — 

"  Is  he  whose  heart  is  the  home  of  the 

great  dead. 
And  their  great  thoughts.     Who  can 

mistake  great  thoughts  ? 
They  seize  upon  the  mmd — arrest,  and 

search. 
And  shake  it — ^bow  the  tall  soul  as  by 

wind — 
Rush  over  it  like  rivers  over  reeds. 
Which  quaver  in  the  current — turn  us 

cold. 
And  pale,  and  voiceless ;  leaving  in  the 

brain 
A  rocking  and  a  ringing,—  glorious. 
But  momentary,  madness  might  it  last. 
And  close  the  soul  with  Heaven  as  with 

a  seal !" 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Bailey's  Festua, 


96 


But  the  Tempter  most  shew  his  patient 
things  beneath  the  surface  of  things. 
Accordingly  he  takes  him  to  the 
centre,  to  "the  fire-crypts  of  the 
world."  Thence  the  pair  make  a  visit 
to  an  earthly  metropolis ;  and  thence 
again  are  borne  together  to  "another 
and  abetter  world,"  where  the  Muse  of 
Poetry  is  met  and  accosts  them.  The 
reply  of  Festus  to  the  celestial  person- 
age is  certainly  eminently  beautiful. 
We  cannot  bring  ourselves  to  muti- 
late it  :.^ 


"  Festus.    Poets  are  all  who  love— 
who  foel  great  troths 
And  tell  them ;  and  the  truth  of  truths 

is  love. 
There  was  a  time — oh,  I  remember  well  I 
When,  like  a  sea-shell  with  its  sea-bom 

strain, 
Mj  soul  aye  rang  with  music  of  the 

lyre; 
And  my  heart  shed  its  lore  as  leaves 

their  dew — 
A  honey  dew,  and  throve  on  what  it 

shed. 
All  things  I  loved ;  but  song  I  loved  in 

chief. 
Imagination  is  the  air  of  mind ; 
Jodgmcnit  its  earth,  and  memory  its 

mam ; 
Passion  its  fire.      I  was  at  home  in 

Heaven ; 
Swiftlike  I  lived  above ;  once  touching 

earth. 
The  meanest  thing  might  master  me: 

lon^  wings 
But  baffled.     Still  and  still  I  harped  on 

song. 
Oh !  to  create  within  the  mind  is  bliss ; 
And,  shaping  forth  the  lofty  thought, 

or  lovely. 
We  seek  not,  need  not  Heaven:  and 

when  the  thought — 
Cloudy  and  shapeless, first  forms  on  the 

nund. 
Slow  darkening  into  some  gigantic  make. 
How  the  heart  shakes  with  pride  and 

fear,  as  heaven 
Quakes  under  its  own  thunder ;  or  as 

might. 
Of  old,  the  mortal  mother  of  a  god. 
When  first  she  saw  him  lessening  up  the 

skies. 
And  I  began  the  toil  divine  of  verse. 
Which,  like  a  burning  bush,  doth  guest 

a  god. 
But  this  was  only  wing-flapping — not 

flight; 
The  pawing  of  the  courser  ere  he  win  ; 
Till,  by  degrees,  from  wrestling  with 

my  soul, 
I  gathered  strength  to  keep  the  fleet 
thoughts  fast, 
VOL.XXX.— No.  175. 


And  made  them  bless  me.    Yes,  there 

was  a  time 
When  tomes  of  ancient  song  held  eye 

and  heart — 
Were  the  sole  lore  I  recked  of:  the  great 

bards 
Of  Greece,  of  Rome,  and  mine  own  mas- 
ter land, 
And  they  who  in  the  holy  book  are 

deathless, — 
Men  who  have  vulgarized  sublimity. 
And  bought  up  truth  for  the  nations^ 

parted  it, 
As  soldiers  lotted  once  the  garb  of  God; 
Men  who  have  forged  gods — ^uttered — 

made  them  pass : 
In  whose  words,  to  be  read  with  many 

a  heaving 
Of  the  heart,  is  a^w'r  like  wind  in 

rain — 
Sons  of  the  sons  of  God,  who,  in  olden 

days. 
Did  leave  their  passionless  Heaven  for 

earth  and  woman. 
Brought  an  immortal  to  a  mortal  breast; 
And,  like  a  rainbow  clasping  the  sweet 

earth. 
And  melting  in  the  covenant  of  love. 
Left  here  a  bright  precipitate  of  soul. 
Which  lives  for  ever  through  the  lives 

of  men. 
Flashing,  by  fits,  like    fire  from    an 

enemy's  front — 
Whose  thoughts,  like  bars  of  sunshine 

in  shut  rooms. 
Mid  gloom,  all  glory,  win  the  world  to 

light— 
Who  make  their  very  follies  like  their 

souls ; 
And  like  the  young  moon  with  a  ragged 


Still,  in  their  imperfection,  beautiful — 
Whose  weaknesses  are  lovely  as  their 

strengths, 
.  Like  the  white  nebulous  nuktter  between 

stars, 
Which,  if  not  light,  at  least  is  likest 

light.- 
Men  whom  we  build  our  love  round  like 

an  arch 
Of  triumph,  as  they  pass  us  on  their 

way 
To  glory  and  to  immortality : 
Men  whose  great  thoughts  possess  us 

like  a  passion 
Through  every   limb  and    the    whole 

heart ;  whose  words 
Haunt  us  as  eagles  haunt  the  mountain 

air; 
Thoufi^hts  which  command  all  coming 

times  and  mindi. 
As  from  a  tower  a  warden, — fix  them- 
selves. 
Deep  in  the  hoart  as  meteor  stones  in 

earth, 
Dropped  from  somo  higher  sphere ;  the 

words  of  gods, 

H 
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And  fragments  of  the  undeemed  tongues 

of  Heaven. 
Men  who  walk  up  to  fame  as  to  a  friend 
Or  their  own  house,  which  from  the 

wrongful  heir 
They  have  wrested,  from  the  world's 

hard  hand  and  gripe, — 
Men  who,  like  Death,  all  bone,  but  all 

unarmed, 
Have  ta'en  the  giant  world  by  the  throat, 

and  thrown  him ; 
And  made  him  swear  to  maintain  their 

name  and  fame 
At  peril  of  his  life— who  shed  groat 

thoughts 
As  easily  as  an  oak  looseneth  its  golden 

leaves 
In  a  kindly  largess  to  the  soil  it  grow 

on —  * 

Whose  rich  dark  ivy  thoughts,  sunned 

o'er  with  love. 
Flourish  around  the  deathless  stems  of 

their  names — 
Whose  names  are  ever  on  the  world's 

broad  tongue. 
Like  sound  upon  the  falling  of  a  force— 
Whose  words,  if  winged,  are  with  an- 
gels' wings — 
Who  play  upon  the  heart  as  on  a  harp, 
And  make  our  eyes  bright  as  we  speak 

of  them — 
Whose  hearts  have  a  look  southwards, 

and  are  open 
To  the  whole  noon  of  nature — ^these  I 

have  waked 
And  wept  o'er,  night  by  night ;  oft  pon- 

dermg  thus : 
Homer  is  gone ;  and  where  is  Jove  ?" 

Fresh  interests  are  now  introduced. 
At  a  festive  entertainment  ye  meet 
a  new  character — Helen — loving  Fes- 
tus,  and  loved,  though  less  ardently, 
by  him.  He  sweetly  sings  the  reason 
of  hb  less-absorbing  worship: — 

"  Febtus.  I  cannot  love  as  1  have 
loved. 
And  yet  I  know  not  why  ; 
It  is  the  one  great  woe  of  life 
To  feel  all  feeling  die  : 
And  one  by  one  the  heartstrings  snap. 
As  age  comes  on  so  chill ; 
And  hope  seems  left  that  hope  may  cease. 
And  all  will  soon  be  still. 
And  the  strong  passions,  like  to  storms. 
Soon  rage  themselves  to  rest. 
Or  leave  a  desolated  calm — 
A  worn  and  wasted  breast ; 
A  heart  that  like  the  Geyser  spring. 
Amidst  its  bosomed  snows, 
May   shrink,  not  rest — ^but    with  its 

blood 
Boils  even  in  repose. 
And  yet  the  things  one  might  have  loved 
Remain  as  they  nave  been, — 
Truth  over  lovely,  and  one  heart, 


Still  sacred  and  serene- 
But  lower,  less,  and  grosser  things 
Eclipse  the  world-like  mind. 
And  leave  their  cold  dark  shadow  where 
Most  to  the  light  inclined. 
And  then  it  ends  as  it  began, 
The  orbit  of  our  race. 
In  pains  and  tears,  and  fears  of  life, 
And  the  new  dwelline-place. 
Prom  life  to  death — ^^om  death  to  life 
We  hurry  round  to  God, 
And  leave  behind  us  nothing  but 
The  path  that  we  have  trod." 

Festus  is  again  rapt  to  a  **  world  of 
spurits.'*  He  visits  Helen  on  hb  re* 
tum>  and  she  questions  him  :— 

*  •  Helen.  Where  hast  been  ? 

Festus.     Say,  am  I  altered? 

Helen.  Nowise. 

Festus.  It  is  welL 

Then  in  the  resurruction  we  may  know 
Each  other.     I  have  been  among  tho 

worlds. 
Angels  and  spirits  bodiless." 

Her  curiosity  is  only  stimulated ;  and 
Festus  begins  to  recount  some  of  the 
wonders  he  has  seen.  The  nervous 
sensibility  of  the  female  is  alarmed 
lest  he  should  have  gained  such  privi- 
leges through  forbidden  means : — 

"  Was  it  with  wand  and  circle,  book 
and  skull. 

With  rites  forbid  and  backward-jabber- 
ed prayers. 

In  cross-roads  or  in  churchyard,  at  full 
moon. 

And  by  instruction  of  the  ghostly  dead. 

That  thou  hast  wrought  these  wonders, 
and  attained 

Such  high  transcendent  powers  and 
secrets  ?" 

The  reply  of  Festus  allays,  though  it 
does  not  completely  remove,  her  appre- 
hensions. He  tells  of  the  wonders  he 
has  witnessed,  and  the  momentous 
truths  he  has  heard.  The  spirits,  too* 
of  good  and  evil,  are  pourtrayed  with 
a  vigour  and  a  grace  which  makes  us 
regret  our  limited  space  for  extract. 
Helen  and  the  student  question  him 
farther  of  his  own  experiences,  his  lilb 
and  pursuits.  He  says  he  met  a  poet 
once  : — 

**  He  was  a  friend  of  mine ; 
I  knew  him  well ;  his  mind,  habits,  and 

works. 
Taste,  temper,  temperament,  and  every 

thing ; 
Yet  with  as  kind  a  heart  as  ever  beat. 
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He  was  no  sooner  made  than  marred. 

Though  ^oung. 
He  wrote  amid  the  ruins  of  his  heart ; 
They  were  his  throne  and  theme  : — like 

some  lone  king. 
Who  tells  the  story  of  the  land  he  lost. 
And  how  he  lost  it. 
Studknt.  Tell  us  more  of  him. 

Helen,  Nay,  bat  it  saddens  thee. 
Festus.  'Tb  like  enough : 

We  slip  away  like  shadows  into  shade ; 
We  end,  and  make  no   mark  we  had 

begun; 
We  come  to  nothing,  like  a  pure  intent. 
When  we  have  hoped,  sought,  striyen, 

and  lost  our  aim. 
Then  the  truth  fronts  us,  beaming  out 

of  darkness, 
Like  a  white  brow,  through  its  over- 
shadowing hair — 
As  though  the  day  were  overcast,  my 

Helen  1 
But  I  was  speaking  of  my  friend.    He 

was 
Quick,  generous,  simple,  obstinate  in 

end, 
Bigh-hearted  from  his  youth  ;  his  spiiit 

rose. 
In  many  a  glittering  fold  and  gleamj 

crest, 
Hydra*]ike  to  its  hindrance ;  mastering 

all. 
Save  one   thing — ^love,  and  that  out- 
hearted  him. 
Hor  did  he  think  enough,  till  it  was 

over. 
How  bright  a  thing  he  was  breaking,  or 

he  would 
Surely  have  shunned  it,   nor  have  let 

Ids  life 
Be  pulled  to  pieces  like  a  rose  by  a  child ; 
Ana  his  heart's  passions  made  him  oft 

do  that 
Which  made  him  writhe  to  think  on 

what  he  had  done. 
And  thin  his  blood  by  weeping  at  a 
I  ni^ht. 

i'        If  oaadness  wrought  the  sin,  the  sin 

wrought  madness, 
And  made  a  round  of  ruin.    It  is  sad 
To  see  the  light  of  beauty  wane  away. 
Know  eyes  are  dimming,  bosom  shrivel- 
ling, feet 
Losing  their  spring,  and  limbs  their  lily 

roundness ; 
But  it  is  worse  to  feel  our  heart-spring 

gone. 
To  lose  hope,  care  not  for  the  coming 

thing. 
And  feel  all  things  go  to  decay  with  us. 
As  'twere  our  life's  eleventh  month :  and 

Yet 
AJl  this  he  went  through  young." 

Tliat  poet  loved.     Here  is  the  beauti- 
ful d^cription  of  the  beloved  one : — 

«*  Her  heart  was  all  humanity. 
Her  8oal  all  God's ;  in  spirit  and  in  form. 


like  fair.  Her  cheek  had  the  pale  pearly 

pink 
Of  seashells,  the  world^s  sweetest  tint, 

as  though 
She  lived,  one  half  might  deem,  on  roses 

sopped 
In  silver  dew;  she  spake  as  with  the 

voice 
Of  spheral  harmony  which  greets  the 

soul 
When  at  the  hour  of  death  the  saved 

one  knows 
His  sister  angels  near;  her  eye  was  as 
The  golden  pane  the  setting  sun  doth 

just 
Imblazc,  which  shews,  till  Heaven  comes 

down  again, 
All  other  lights  but^  grades  of  gloom: 

her  dark. 
Long  rolling  locks  were  as  a  stream  the 

slave 
Might  search  for  gold,  and  searching 

find. 

The  poet's  mind  is  next  painted  :— 

**  Festds.  All  things  were  inspira- 
tion unto  him : 

Wood,  wold,  hill,  field,  sea,  city,  soli- 
tude. 

And  crowds  and  streets,  and  man 
where'er  ho  was ; 

And  the  blue  eye  of  God  which  is  above 
us; 

Brook-bounded  pine  spinnies  where  spi- 
rits flit ; 

And  haunted  pits  the  rustic  hurries  by. 

Where  cold  wet  ghosts  sit  ringing  jing- 
ling bells ; 

Old  orchards'  leaf-roofed  aisles,  and  red- 
cheeked  load ; 

And  the  blood- coloured  tears  which  yew 
trees  weep 

O'er  churchyard  graves,  like  murderers 
remorseful. 

The  dark  green  rings  where  fairies  sit 
and  sup. 

Crushing  tne  violet  dew  in  the  acorn 
cup, 

Where  by  his  new-made  bride  the  bride- 
groom sips, — 

The  white  moon  shimmering  on  their 
longing  lips ; 

The  large  o'erloaded  wealthy -looking 
wains 

Quietly  swaggering  home  through  leafy 
lanes. 

Leaving  on  all  low  branches  as  they 
come, 

Straws  for  the  birds,  ears  of  the  harvest 
home. 

Summer's  warm  soil  or  winter's  cruel 
sky, 

Clear,cold  and  icy-blue  like  a  sea-eagle's 
eye; 

All  things  to  Him  bnre  tbowghts  of 
minstrelsy." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


98 


Bailey's  Festus. 


The  student  seeks  to  know  what  the 
poet  did : —  * 

"  Festus.     Ho  wrote  a  poem. 
Stitdent.        What  was  said  of  it  ? 
'    Festus.     Oh,  much  was  said — much 

more  than  understood ; 
One  said,  that  he  was  mad;  another, 

wise; 
Another,    wisely  mad.    The   book    is 

there. 
Judge  thou  amonc^  them. 
Student.    Well,  but,  who  said  what  ? 
Festus.      Some  said  that  he  blas- 
phemed ;  and  these  men  lied 
To  ful  eternity,  unless  such  men 
Be  saved,  when  God  shall  rase  that  lie 

from  life. 
And  from  His  own  eternal  memory  : 
But  still  the  word  is  lied ;  though  it  were 

writ 
In  honeydew  upon  a  lily  leaf, 
With  quill  of  nightingale,  like  love-let- 
ters 
From  Oberon  sent  to  the  bright  Titania, 
Fairest  of  all  the  fays — ^for  that  he  used 
The  name  of  God    as    spirits  use  it, 

barely. 
Yet  surely  more  sublime  in  nakedness. 
Statuelike,  than   in  a  whole  tongue  of 

dress. 
Thou  knowest,  God !  that  to  the  full  of 

worship 
All  things  are  worship-full;  and  Thy 

ffreat  name. 
In  all  its  awful  brevity,  hath  noueht 
Unholy  breeding  in  it,  but  doth  bless 
Bather  the  tongue  that  utters  it ;  for 

me, 
I  ask  no  higher  office  than  to  fling 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  cry   Thy 

name 
God !  through  eternity.     The  man  who 

sees 
Irreverence  in  that  name,  must  hare 

been  used 
To  take  that  name  in  vain,  and  the  same 

man 
Would    see    obscenity  in  pure  white 

statues." 

The  student  asks  advice  as  to  the  cul- 
tivation of  his  own  talents.  It  is 
given  with  the  grace  and  tact  of  a 
Hamlet : — 


"Festus.  Many  make  books,  few 
poems,  which  mav  do 

Well  for  their  gains,  but  they  do  nought 
for  truth, 

Nor  man,  true  bard^s  main  aim.  Perish 
the  books. 

But  the  creations  live.  Some  steal  a 
thought. 

And  clip  it  round  the  edge,  and  chal- 
lenge him 
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Whose  'twas  to  swear  to  it.    To  serve 

things  thus 
Is  as  foul  witches  to  cut  up  old  moons 
Into  now  stars.     Some  never  rise  above 
A  pretty  fault,  like  faulty  dahlias ; 
And  of  whose  best  things  it  is  kindly 

said, 
The  thought  is  fair ;  but,  to  be  perfect, 

wants 
A  little  heightening,  like  a  pretty  face 
With  a  low  forehead.     Do  thou  more 

than  such. 
Or  else  do  nothing." 

And  he  is  instructed  that  the  poet 
must  judge  of  himself  by  a  high 
standard :— 

" he  must  weigh  himself  as  he 

Will  be  weighed  after  by  posterity  ; 
After  us  all  are  critics,  to  a  man. 
Write  to  the  mind  and  heart,  and  let 

the  ear 
Glean  after  what  it  can.     The  voice  of 

great 
Or  graceful  thoughts  is  sweeter  far  than 

all 
Word-music ;  and  great  thoughts,  like 

great  deeds,  need 
No  trumpet.      Never  be  in  haste   in 

writing. 
Let  that  tnou  utterest  be  of  nature^ 

flow. 
Not  art's ;  a  fountain*s,  not  a  pump's. 

But  once 
Begun,  work  thou  all  things  into  thy 

work  ; 
And  set  th vself  about  it,  as  the  sea 
About  earth,  lashing  at  it  day  and  night. 
And  leave  the  stamp  of  thine  own  soul 

in  it 
As  thorough  as  the  fossil  flower  in  clav. 
The  theme  shall  start  and  struggle  m 

thy  breast. 
Like  to  a  spirit  in  its  tomb  at  rising. 
Rending  the  stones,  and  crying.  Resur- 
rection I" 

At  length  the  truth  is  divulged : — 

•'  Student.  Say,  did  thy  friend 

Write  aught  beside  the  work  thou  teU*st 

of? 

Festus.  ,        Nothmg. 

After  that,  like  the  burning  peak,  be 

fell 
Into  himself,  and  was  missing  ever  after. 
Student.  If  not  a  secret  pray  who 

was  he? 
Festus.  L" 

We  cannot  follow  our  author  much 
farther  at  the  length  we  have  done. 
And  indeed,  the  scenes  which  succeed 
are  so  mystically  extravagant,  that  it 
would  be  no  easy  task  either  to  con 
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dense  or  explain  them.     Lucifer  him- 
self, ttseemsy  follows  the  example  of 
the  "  sons  of  God"  in  the  antediluvian 
chroDiclet  and  becomes  enamoured  of 
a  daughter  of  earth — Elissa.  A  period 
of  unknown  duration  passes  over:  with- 
in this  period  the  tempted  is  first  borne 
by  the  tempter  into  infinite  8pace>  then 
down  to  the  regions  of  the  damned  ; 
and  appears  once  more  on  earth,  to 
describe  to  Clara,  his  first  love,  with 
a  somewhat    prolix    tediousness    of 
iteration,  the  details  of  his  supernal 
and  infernal  expeditions.      Dramati- 
cally considered,   there   can    be  but 
one  opinion    as    to     the    nature   of 
these  repetitions;  but  it  is  necessary 
to  remember   that  the   metaphysical 
and  moral  "design"  is  carried  for- 
ward throughout.    There  is  a  forward 
march   of  the   mind  in  the  circling 
uniformity  of  the  plot,   just  as  the 
vast  progression  of  our  planetary  sys- 
tem co-exists  with  the  monotony  of 
the  orbital  motion   of  the  bodies   it 
consists  of.     And  hence  an  additional 
proof  of  the  justness  of  our  preli- 
minary remark,  that  a  poem,  assuming, 
however  vaguely,  the  dramatic  form, 
must  conform  to  dramatic  proprieties, 
in  order  to  avoid  offending  the  reader 
at  every  deviation  from  them. 

We  scarcely  care  nakedly  to  state 
the  sequel  of  Elissa's  history.  When 
we  next  find  her,  she  seems  to  have 
forgotten  the  existence  of  the  being  to 
whom  she  had  vowed  eternal  fidelity, 
and  to  be  wholly  and  devotedly  en- 
amoured of — Festus  himself  I  who,  on 
his  side,  as  completely  and  madly  re- 
turns her  passion  1  At  the  end  of  a 
glowing  love-scene,  Lucifer  enters — is 
repudiated  with  horror  by  Elissa — de- 
nounced by  Festus ;  and  then,  with  a 
single  breath,  Lucifer  lays  the  maiden 
a  lifeless  corpse  at  her  lover*s  feet  I 
Yet  in  the  very  next  scene  Festus  ap- 
pears calm,  and  argues  with  the  fiend 
m  a  strain  which  certainly  discloses  no 
outward  symptoms  of  passion,  rage,  or 
vengeance  I 

The  end  approaches.  Festus  sits, 
a  king,  throned  above  all  nations*  The 
lovers  and  friends  of  his  earlier  days 
throng  to  his  footstool  and  to  his  arms. 
Lacifer  is  there,  and  urges  his  temp- 
tations. The  summit  of  earthly  am- 
bition is  attained ;  and  yet  Festus  is 
found  overwhelmed  with  doubt,  horror, 
and  dread—longing,  yet  fearing,  to 
die.      The  scene    changes.     Lucifer 


appears  once  more  before  the  Almighty 
to  signify  his  triumph ;  but  is  dis- 
missed to  Hades,  to  wait  the  divine 
will  during  the  earth's  sabbath.  Into 
that  millenial  sabbath  we  are  also  con- 
ducted, and  there  we  find  (it  were  hard 
to  say  with  what  colour  of  justice)  the 
now  purified  Festus  present.  Heisborne 
by  an  archangel  to  Hades,  there  to  be 
shewn  the  humiliated  spirit  of  tempta- 
tion grovelling  as  low  as  before  he  had 
insolently  towered.  Of  the  new  earth 
Festus  is  once  more  an  inhabitant-^ 
one  of  the  quick  at  the  final  judgment. 
His  place  is  assigned  him  (unaccount- 
ably again)  among  the  saved; — and  the 
poem  closes  with  a  revelation  of  the 
"  Heaven  of  heavens,**  in  which  the 
glorified  Festus  joins  for  ever  in  the 
great  Hallelujah  chorus  of  praise  to 
the  God  and  Father  of  the  universe. 

Whether  one  whose  last  words  in 
the  *'  unrenewed  "  earth  were  of  blas- 
phemy almost — at  least  of  doubt  and 
despair  ;  whose  abhorrence  of  himself 
was  coupled  with  no  confident  trust  in 
the  merits  of  the  Saviour  of  sinners;— 
whose  experience  of  life  had  only 
seemed  to  show  him  the  power  of 
death,  and  the  impotence  of  good,  as 
far  as  regarded  himself;  whether  one, 
we  say,  thus  "  unredeemed "  in  the 
scriptural  sense  of  the  term,  could 
lustly  be  finally  floated,  as  it  were, 
by  some  influence  outside  himself  into 
a  blessedness  such  as  is  reserved  for 
the  saints  of  God  alone, — is  a  ques- 
tion which  the  poet  must  settle  with 
the  Universalists.  We  seek  not  to 
raise  a  discussion  here,  our  business 
being  with  the  poet  as  a  poet  and  a 
dramatist.  In  the  latter  capacity  it 
will  be  conceded  that  he  is  unsuccess- 
ful ;  he  has  not  only  aspired  too  high, 
and  attempted  too  much,  but  he  has 
been  unskilful  and  incompetent  within 
the  usual  range ;  and  would  probably 
as  signally  fail  in  a  five-act  play  of  ordi- 
nary length,  and  on  an  ordinary  sub- 
ject, as  he  has  in  his  present  monster- 
drama  of  "Life,  Death,  and  Immor- 
tality.** 

But,  as  a  Poet,  we  think  we  have 
shown  with  equal  clearness  of  proof, 
that  Mr.  Bailey  has  achieved  a  success 
— a  success  of  no  ordinary  magnitude.  / 
In  richness  of  imagery  and  aptness  of  / 
illustration,  we  venture  to  affirm  that 
he  has  no  competitor  in  modern  times. 
His  learning  is  profound  and  various, 
and  lies  beneath  many  an  expression 
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carelessly  thrown  over  it^  and  needing 
the  raising  of  the  hand  to  exhibit  it 
fully.  Of  the  poetical  spirit  he  is  full  to 
overflowine.  The  beauties  of  nature^ 
art,  and  3)aracter«  clasp  him  with 
mingled  radiance  like  a  rainbow  ;  and 
the  influence  of  an  exalted  morali^ 
touches  and  tinges  every  thing  which 
passes  before  him,  till  the  scenery  he 
pdnts  glows  with  the  heavenly  warmth 
of  an  Italian  sunset.  Can  we  deny 
to  emanations  such  as  these  the  de- 
signation of  poETBT  ?  To  do  so.  Were 
to  decide  the  question  as  to  the  final 
departure  of  the  muse  to  heaven  ;  for 
Genius  itself  may  despiur,  if  Mr.  Bailey 
be  refused  his  title  to  a  place  in  its  temple. 
We  confine  ourselves,  it  will  be  seen, 
to  the  general  question  of  the  author's 
ability.  The  right  is  reserved  to  us 
of  malting  our  comments  and  cavils 
freely,  ft  would  not  be  worth  while 
to  go  into  particulars,  were  the  merits 
not  so  dazzling  as  to  throw  the  defects 
into  strong  relief.  The  greatest  and 
most  pervading  of  these  is  prolixity ; 
and,  perhaps,  of  all  the  mistakes  into 
which  a  poet — especially  a  dramatist 
— can  fall,  this  is  the  most  fatal  to 
popularity.  Sublimity  may  be  too  as- 
tronomical in  its  times  and  distances. 
The  sun  itself  fatigues  the  eye  in  cli- 
mates where  the  day  is  six  months 
long.  Festus  is,  according  to  the  cal- 
culations of  ordinary  human  patience, 
interminable.  It  would  cut  up  into  a 
dozen  readable  poems.  Nay,  more, 
the  dose  of  prolixity  is  in  too  many 
instances  administered  in  the  least 
palatable  way — by  repetition.  We 
should  be  glad  to  have  it  ascertained 
by  any  one  who  would  undertake  the 
Herculean  task,  how  often  *\  the  stars*' 
are  introduced  as  an  image.  We  stop- 
ped after  counting^^  hundred;  and  a 
large  section  of  the  poem  was  to  come. 
Toung  himself,  moving  amongst  them 
as  his  acknowledged  theme,  was  more 
judicious.  He  occasionally  drew  a 
kindly  veil  over  their  glories,  and  let 
us  feel  their  absence,  in  order  to  ren- 
der their  re-appearance  more  welcome. 
The  Great  Constructor  of  the  universe 
himself  has  made  allowance  for  the 
monotony  of  brilliancy;  and  with- 
draws his  fires  periodically  from  the 
vision  of  mortals.  But  Mr.  Bailey 
keeps  up  his  "  starlight  *'  unwinkingly 
from  first  to  last,  and  spares  us  not  a 
nebula  in  a  single  sentence  or  scene 
throughout. 


If  we  were  inclined  to  follow  the 
example  of  the  wits,  with  Pop6  and 
Swift  at  their  head,  who  fell  tbul  of 
poor  Blackmore,  and  paraded  his 
"  Bathos"  catalogically,  we  might 
make  an  amusing  list  of  objects  to 
which  the  heavenly  bodies  are  likened; 
but  such  studied  ridicule  is  beside  our 
purpose.  Our  um  is  to  point  out 
faults,  not  to  expose  the  delinquent. 

There  are  striking  instances,  too, 
strange  to  say,  of  a  bad  and  even  vul- 
gar taste,  sparingly  scattered,  it  is 
true,  but  visible  to  the  minute  obser- 
ver. Will  the  reader  believe  that  a 
man  is  made  to  say  to  Lucifer,  when 
he  has  avowed  himself  the  devil — 

"  I  think  you  are. 
You  look  oM  if  you   lived  on  buttered 
thunder  r 

Yet,  alas  I  it  is  a  true  bill.  And 
even  his  hero  is  found  uttering  the 
following  atrocious  **  conceits :" — 

*'  Festus.  Love  is  the  art  of  hearts 
and  heart  of  arts. 
Coigunotive    looks    and    interjectional 

sighs 
Are  its  vocabulary's  greater  half !" 

Young  had  the  fault  of  hugging  an 
image  tm  he  squeezed  it  into  the  ludi- 
crous. Every  one  remembers  John- 
son's attack  upon  him  for  his  compa- 
rison of  the  collection  of  souls  to  judg- 
ment at  the  sound  of  the  trumpet,  with 
the  gathering  of  bees  into  a  hive  to 
the  music  of  pots  and  kettles.  Scarcely 
less  objectionable,  though  not  quite 
so  unprecedented,  is  the  fbUowing 
image: — 

**  High  o'er  all  height,  God  gat  upon  His 

throne. 
Downward  he  bent :  and  as  a  grain  of 

sand 
He  lifted  up  our  globe.    Then  from  His 

hand. 
As  'twere  in  pity,  bowled  the  ingrate 

sphere. 
Which  rushed  like  ruin  down  its  dark 

career." 

Some  mistakes  (and  these  are  rarest 
of  all)  exhibit  inattention  to,  or  \gno» 
ranoe  of,  soripturiJ  facts.  Lucifer 
speaks  of 

*'  Eden,  where  life  was  toilUae,  and  gave 
man 
All  thuigs  to  live  with,  nothing  to  live 
for. 
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The  truth  being,  that  God  placed  man 
in  the  garden  expressly  **  to  keep  it 
and  to  dress  it;**  exhibiting  thereby 
the  necessity,  even  in  Paradise,  of  an 
olject  and  an  occupation  to  the  com- 
pleteness of  human  felicity. 

There  is  a  good  deal  of  haopj  word- 
coinage  issued  by  Mr.  Bailey.  He 
sometimee,  however,  passes  a  piece 
which  we  hesitate  to  admit  as  cur- 
rent. Festus,  in  an  amorous  mood, 
speaks  of  the  gifts  of  nature  as  con- 
ferred for  a  sole  purpose — that  of  ad- 
mimstering  to  sensual  gratification. 
« These  ears,"  he  says,  were  given 
me  *<to  list  my  loved  one's  voice ;" 

"  These  lips  to  be  divinized  by  her  kiss.** 

The  ear  of  taste  revolts  from  the 
discordant  novelty. 

We  shall  end  our  short  catalogue 
of  objections  with  pointing  to  a  metri- 
cal improprietv^-for  it  can  scarcely 
be  called  a  solecism — which  modem 
Eng^sh  writers  are  found  very  com- 
monly to  commit;  we  mean  wat  of 
separating  the  ^llables  in  which  the 
two  vowels  t  and  o  follow  each  other. 
Tennyson  has  frequently  done  it,  at 
least  in  his  earlier  poems;  and  the 
practice  is  common  in  the  **  Cockney" 
as  well  as  the  **  Yankee"  school.  It 
is  wrong.  No  eminent  or  correct 
writer  has  ever  countenanced  it.  We 
shall  adduce  two  instances  from  the 
same  page ;  and  frequent  examples 
occur:— 

•'  'Tis  enough 
That  I  believe  thee  always ;— but  would 

know. 
If  not  in  me  too  curious  to  ask, 
How  came  about  these  miracles  ?** 

And  a  little  fiarther  on — 

**  This  mastery 
Bfeans  but  communion^  the  power  to  quit 
Life*8  little  globule  here,  and  coalesoe 
With  the  great  mass  about  us.** 


Enough,  however,  of  this   minute 
criticism.     It  is,  after  all,  but  analyz- 
ing the  very  small  residuum  left  after 
the  process  of  sublimation.  The  gene- 
ral thoughts^  sentiments,  and  diction 
of  the  poets  come  off  pure  even  after 
such  tests,  and  flow  into  our  hearts 
in  their  full  refinement  and  strength. 
Admitting  that  some  of  the  brightest 
of  them  (to  use  another  of  the  author's 
own  favourite  images),  are  somewhat 
nebidouSf  and   present  no  disk,  still 
criticism  itself  must  feel  the  power  of 
the  **  starlight*'  it  stands  beneath,  and 
in  many  instances  acknowledge  that  the 
faintness    or  confusion  arises  rather 
from  its  own  limited  powers  of  vision, 
than  from  the  want  of  grandeur  and 
beauty  above  him.     It  should  be  borne 
in  mind  that  our  quotations  have  been 
made   throughout  rather  to  explain 
the  story  than  illustrate  its  beauties ; 
and  no  attempt  has    been  made   to 
marshal  the  array,  so  as  to  give  an 
undue  estimate  of  the  general  merits 
of  the   poem.      Mr  Bailey  must  be 
held  the  first  of  our  living  poets,  as 
far  as  imagination  is  concerned.     The 
same  causes,  it  is  true,  which,  at  a 
period  more  favourable  to  the  repu- 
tation of  a  bard,  precluded  Shelley 
from  popularity,  have  operated,  and 
will  operate,  in  the  case  of  this  author. 
The  very  richness  of  the  imagery  has 
concealed  the  presence  of  those  great 
landmarks  of  human  interest  which 
are  known  and  recognized  by  every 
one.     The  heart  cannot  force  its  way 
through  so  rank  a  vegetation  of  beauty. 
It  becomes  entangled ;  then  fatigued ; 
and   ends  by   refusing  its  sympathy 
where  it  admits  its  homage  to  be  due. 
Hence,  we  repeat,  Mr.  Bailey  (at  least 
as  he  stands  connected  with  Festus), 
will  never  be  popular;   but  he  wUl 
always  command  the  respect  of  the 
educated  and  refined  scholar,  and  claim 
the  admiration  of  those  hearts  which 
are  strung  to  respond  to  the  higher 
harmonies  of  the  poetic  nature. 
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THE  80M0  or  THS  FAMINE. 

Wantl  wanti  want! 

Under  the  harvest  moon ; 
Wantl  want!  want! 

Thro'  dark  Decemher's  gloom ; 
To  face  the  fasting  dar 

Upon  the  frozen  flag ! 
And  fasting  turn  away 

To  cower  beneaui  a  rag. 

Food!  food!  food! 

Beware  before  you  spurn, 
£re  the  cravings  of  the  famishing 

To  loathing  madness  torn ; 
For  hunger  is  a  fearful  spell. 

And  fearful  work  has  done. 
Where  the  key  to  manj  a  reeking  crime 

If  the  curse  of  livrag  on  1 

For  horrid  instincts  cleave 

Unto  the  starving  life. 
And  the  crumbs  they  grudge  from  plenty's  feast 

But  leng^en  out  the  strife— 
But  lengthen  out  the  ^t 

Upon  the  fostid  aur. 
Alike  within  the  country  hut 

And  the  city's  crowded  lair. 

Home!  Home!  Home! 

A  dreary,  fireless  hole*- 
A  miry  floor  and  a  dripping  roof. 

And  a  little  straw — its  whole. 
Only  the  ashes  that  smoulder  not. 

Their  blaze  was  long  ago. 
And  the  empty  space  for  kettle  and  pot. 

Where  once  they  stood  in  a  row  I 

Only  the  naked  coffin  of  deal. 

And  the  little  body  withm. 
It  cannot  shut  it  out  from  my  sight, 

So  hunger-bitten  and  thm  ;— 
I  hear  the  small  weak  moan— 

The  stare.of  the  hungry  eye, 
ThoiW[h  my  heart  was  full  of  a  strange,  strange  joy 

The  moment  I  saw  it  die. 

I  had  food  for  it  e'er  yesterday. 

But  the  hard  crust  came  too  late- 
It  lay  dry  between  the  dying  lips. 

And  I  loathed  it— yet  I  eat. 
Three  children  lie  by  a  cold  stark  corpse 

In  the  room  that's  over  head— 
They  have  not  strength  to  earn  a  meid. 

Or  sense  to  bury  the  dead! 
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And  ohl  but  hunger's  a  orael  hearty 

I  shudder  at  my  own^ 
As  I  wake  mj  child  at  a  tearless  wake^ 

All  lighUess  and  alone  I 
I  thmk  of  the  graye  that  waits 

And  waits  but  the  dawn  of  daj. 
And  a  wish  is  rife  in  my  weary  heart-* 
I  strive  and  strive^  but  it  won't  depart— 

I  cannot  put  it  away. 

Foodl  foodl  foodl 

For  the  hopeless  days  begun ; 
Thank  God  there's  one  the  less  to  feel  1 

I  thank  God  it  is  my  son ! 
And  oh !  the  dainty  winding-sheet^ 

And  oh  I  the  shallow  grave! 
Yet  your  mother  envies  you  the  same 

Of  all  the  alms  they  gave ! 

Death  I  deathl  death  I 

In  lane,  and  aUey»  and  street^ 
Each  hand  is  skinny  that  holds  the  bier» 

And  totters  each  bearer's  feet ; 
The  livid  faces  mock  their  woe^ 

And  the  eyes  refuse  a  tear ; 
For  Famine's  gnawing  at  every  heart. 

And  tramples  on  love  and  fear  I 

Cold!  cold!  cold! 

In  the  snow,  and  frost»  and  sleet. 
Cowering  over  a  fireless  hearth^ 

Or  perishing  in  the  street. 
Under  the  country  hedge. 

On  the  cabin's  miry  floor. 
In  hunger,  sickness,  and  nakedness. 

It's  oh!  God  help  the  poor. 

If  8  oh !  if  the  wealthy  knew 

A  tithe  of  the  bitter  dole 
That  coils  and  coik  round  the  bursting  heart 

Like  a  flend,  to  tempt  the  soul  1 
Hunger,  and  thirst,  and  nakedness. 

Sorrow,  and  sickness,  and  cold. 
It's  hard  to  bear  when  the  blood  is  young. 

And  hard  when  the  blood  is  old. 

Deathl  deathl  deathl 

Inside  of  the  work-house  bound. 
Where  maybe  a  bed  to  die  upon. 

And  a  winding-sheet  is  found* 
For  many  a  corpse  lies  stiff  and  stark-.- 

The  living  not  far  away — 
Without  strong^  to  scare  .the  hateful  things 

That  batten  upon  their  prey. 

Sick!  sickl  sick  I 

With  an  aching^  swimming  brain. 
And  the  fierceness  of  the  fever-thirst. 

And  Uie  maddening  famine  pun. 
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On  many  a  happy  face 

To  gaze  as  it  passes  by^— 
To  tarn  from  hard  and  pitiless  hearts* 

And  look  up  for  leave  to  die. 

Foodl  food!  food! 

Through  splendid  street  and  square* 
Food!  food!  foodl 

Where  is  enough  and  to  spare ; 
And  ever  so  meagre  the  dole  that  ^eills* 

AVhat  trembling  fingers  start* 
The  strongest  snatch  it  away  from  the  weak* 
For  hunger  through  walls  of  stone  would  break — 

It*8  a  devil  in  the  heart  ! 

Like  an  evil  spirit*  it  haunts  my  dreams* 

Through  the  silent*  fearfiii  night* 
Till  I  start  awake  from  the  hideous  scenes 

I  cannot  shut  from  my  sight ; 
They  glare  on  my  burning  lids* 

And  thought*  like  a  sleepless  goul* 
Rides  wild  on  my  famine-fevered  brain— 
Food  I  ere  at  last  it  come  in  vaun 

For  the  body  and  the  soul  I 
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Resources  of  the  kisffdom?  What 
are  they  ?  Wherein  do  they  consist  ? 
How  far  have  they  been  efficiently  de- 
Teloped?  How  far  have  they  heen 
squandered?  To  what  extent  can 
they  supply  the  thirty  millions  of  hu- 
man heings  who  are  dependant  on 
them,  with  the  necessaries  and  com- 
forts, and  luxuries  of  life,  with  all 
that  the  ordinance  of  God,  or  the  ca- 

Srice  of  man  has  pronounced  to  be  in- 
ispensable  ?  What  and  how  great  is 
their  capability  of  further  develop- 
ment, and  what  is  the  likelihood  of 
their  outstripping  or  keeping  pace 
with,  or  falling  short  of,  the  wants 
and  necessities  which  they  are  given 
to  supply?  These  are  at  all  times 
considerations  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance ;  but  at  the  present  season,  when 
the  condition  of  the  country,  its  hopes, 
its  prospects,  its  sufferings,  is  the  all- 
engrossing  subject  of  every  human 
heart,  these  considerations  are  pressed 
upon  us  with  peculiar  force.  Not  that 
we  at  all  purpose  now  to  re-enter  upon 
the  subiect  of  the  dread  infliction  with 
which  it  has  pleased  the  Almighty  to 
visit  this  land :  in  a  recent  number 
we  expressed  at  great  length,  and  with 
much  consideration,  our  views  as  to 
the  extent  of  the  calamity,  the  means 
for  alleviating  its  pressure,  and  the 
duties  and  responsibilities  of  the  state. 
Having  thus  done  so,  having  so  far 
discharged  our  duty,  we  can  have  no 
inducement  to  recur  to  it  again.  The 
subject  is  a  painful,  an  intensely  pain- 
ful one,  it  is  one  upon  which  men 
must  feel  too  deeply  to  write  or  to 
talk  unnecessarily.  But  the  occasion 
may  be  a  fitting  one  for  calling 
the  attention  of  our  readers  to  the 
general  and  ordinary  resources  of  the 
kingdom,  to  the  means  which  the  in- 


habitants of  these  countries  have  here- 
tofore possessed,  and  (after  the  present 
visitation  shall  have  passed  away)  will,we 
trust,  henceforth  possess,  for  satisfying 
their  most  urgent  wants  and  desires ; 
and  for  this  purpose  we  have  selected 
from  the  multitude  of  publications 
with  which  our  table  is  crowded  (in- 
creased ten-fold  by  the  present  emer- 
gency) two  statistical  works  which 
have  been  published  in  the  ordinary 
course,  and  have  no  special  reference 
to  the  peculiar,  and,  we  trust,  tempo- 
rary exigencies  of  our  present  condi- 
tion. 

Mr.  M'Culloch  is  now  long  and 
favourably  known  to  the  British  pub- 
lic as  a  statistical  writer ;  but  un- 
happily for  his  own  reputation,  and 
for  the  cause  of  learning,  he  has  be- 
come equally  notorious  as  a  pretender 
in  the  science  of  political  economy.  We 
would  be  at  a  loss  to  say  whether  he 
has  done  more  of  harm  or  of  good  in 
his  generation— it  would  be  as  mr  from 
our  power  as  from  our  inclination  to 
deny  that  he  has  exhibited  an  unrival- 
led facility  in  bringing  together,  and 
in  arranging,  a  countless  multitude  of 
statistical  facts  bearing  on,  or  connect- 
ed with,  all  the  ereat  interests  of  trade, 
commerce,  navigation,  finance,  &c., 
in  which  these  countries  are  so  vitally  in- 
terested. Witness  the  number  of  editions 
through  which  his  admirable  commer- 
cial dictionary  (a  book  which  should 
be  in  every  onVs  possession)  has  al- 
ready passed;  witness  the  excellent 
publication  now  before  us — his  "Ac- 
count of  the  British  Empire" — which 
has  already  reached  its  third  edition  ; 
and  we  are  bound  further  to  add,  that 
the  ease  and  brevity  of  his  style,  so  ad- 
mirably suited  to  the  subjects  with 
which  he  is  dealing,  is  no  whit  inferior 


•^  *  A  Descriptive  and  Statistical  Account  of  the  British  Empire,  exhibiting  its 
Extent,  Physical  Capacities,  Population,  Industry,  and  Civil  and  Religious  Sisti- 
tntions.  By  J.  B.  M*Culloch,  Member  of  the  Institute  of  France.  Thurd  Edition, 
corrected,  enlarged  and  improved.  2  vols.  8vo.  London :  Longman,  Brown, 
Oreen,  and  Longmans. 

I  Thorn's  Irish  Almanac  and  Official  Directory,  for  the  year  1847.  Dublin:  Alex- 
ander Thom.  London :  Longman,  Brown,  Green,  ana  Longmans.  Edinburgh : 
Adam  and  Charles  Black. 
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to  the  iDdiutry  with  which  he  has  col- 
lected the  materials  of  his  volumesy  and 
tiie  clearness  with  which  he  has  ar- 
ranged them.  On  the  other  hand,  we 
cannot  but  feel  that  much  of  the  oblo- 
quy which  has  attached  to  a  most  va- 
luable study-^that  of  political  eco- 
nomy-—is  attributable  to  the  wrong- 
headness  which  Mr.  M'Culloch  has 
uniformly  and  invariably  displayed  in 
every  one  of  his  conclusions  on  this 
science^  and  to  the  perverse  stolidity 
with  which  he  persists  in  not  seeing,  or 
not  acknowledging  his  errors,  when 
refuted  and  exposed ;  it  surely  is 
altogether  too  ridiculous  for  Mr. 
M'Cnlloch,  in  this,  the  third  edi- 
tion of  his  *'  British  Ertipire,"  to 
go  out  of  his  way  to  reiterate  the 
absurdities  that  he  gave  to  the  world 
some  twenty  years  ago — ^that  absentee- 
ism is  perfectly  innoxious  to  Ireland 
—that  taxation  is  eminently  beneficial, 
irrespective  of  the  objects  on  which  it 
is  expended,  and  such  like. 

The  other  volume  which  is  before 
us  — ''Thom*s  Irish  Almanac*'  —  is 
unquestionably  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable publications  of  the  day.  It 
has  now  reached  the  fourth  year  of 
its  exbtence,  and  is,  beyond  all  ques- 
tion, the  very  best  almanac  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  and  we  con- 
fess that  we  are  wholly  unable  to  sug- 
gest any  improvement  that  it  admits 
of.  As  all  our  metropolitan  readers  are 
perfectly  familiar  with  the  work,  any 
description  of  it  would  be  to  them 
wholly  useless  ;  and  indeed  to  describe 
the  contents  of  an  almanac  would  be 
little  short  of  giving  a  transcript  of  the 
whole  book;  but  for  the  information  of 
such  of  OUT  friends  abroad  as  may  not 
yet  have  fallen  in  with  it,  and  for  the 
credit  of  our  city  in  the  sister  king- 
doms (all  the  great  conmiercial  cities 
of  which  are,  by  the  way,  most  miser- 
ably deficient  in  this  particular — ^9 
London  Directory  was  recently  a  sub- 
ject of  complaint  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons), we  may  as  well  mention  some  of 
the  partictdars  which  are  contained  in 
this  volume,  which  has  been  justly 
pronounced  by  the  Quarterly  Review^ 
^<to  contain  more  information  about 
Ireland  than  has  been  collected  in 
one  volume  in  any  country."  This 
work  contains,  then,  besides  the  ca- 
lendar, parliamentary,  postage,  con- 
veyance, banking,  and  Dublin  di- 
rectory, the  medical,  educational,  agri- 


cultural, literary,  and  scientific  in- 
stitutions, all  of  which  are  most 
complete,  and  admirably  arranged, 
with  every  facility  of  reference;  a 
complete  navy  and  army,  and  Irish 
militia  list;  the  Irbh  peerage  and 
baronetage;  the  onlv  complete  eccle- 
siastical directory  which  is  to  be  had 
for  dl  the  religious  establishments  in 
Ireland,  containing  lists  of  the  clergy 
of  every  denomination,  and  their  ap- 
pointments in  Ireland — Protestant,  Ro- 
man Catholic,  Presbyterian,  Metho- 
dist, and  other  denominations.  In 
that  part  of  the  work  which  is  called 
the  County  Directory,  it  contains  not 
only  the  names  and  addresses  of  the 
lieutenants,  deputy-lieutenants,  ma- 
gistrates, and  public  functionaries,  but 
a  complete  though  succinct  account 
of  the  county  itself— its  history,  soil, 
geology,  public  institutigns,  value  of 
properties,  population,  division  of 
farms,  stock  of  cattle,  parliamentary 
representation,  and  every  description 
of  statistical  information  which  could 
be  possibly  required  for  a  complete 
knowledge  of  the  resources  and  cir- 
cumstances of  the  county.  We  have, 
besides,  nearly  a  hundred  pages  de- 
voted to  the  more  general  statistics  of 
Ireland — its  revenue  and  expenditure^ 
trade  and  commerce,  crime,  poor  laws, 
fisheries,  &c. ;  a  history  of  the  failure 
of  the  potato  crop  in  1845  and  1846 ; 
an  estimate  of  the  quantity,  and  value 
of  the  loss ;  of  the  value  of  Indian  com 
required  to  supply  the  deficiency,  and 
of  the  measures  which  were  adopted 
by  government  to  meet  the  emer- 
gency ;  lists  of  patents  for  inventions; 
statistics  of  poor  law  unions,  and  an 
index  to  the  statutes  passed  in  last 
session  of  parliament,  with  an  analysis 
of  the  provisions  of  such  as  afifect  Ire- 
land. As  to  the  accuracv  of  the  work, 
we  have  the  authority  of  Mr.  M'Cul- 
loch  himself  in  the  volumes  now  be- 
fore us ;  for  on  the  subject  of  lunacy 
in  Ireland,  and  also  on  the  subject  of 
medical  charities,  we  find  him  re- 
ferring for  hb  information  to  **  Thorn's 
Dublin  Almanac." 

We  do  not,  of  course,  pretend  to 
say  that  the  statistical  informatioB 
contained  in  the  volumes  now  before 
us  is  exempt  from  error.  It  was  Mr. 
Canning,  we  believe,  who  said  that 
there  was  nothing  more  fallacious  than 
figures  except  facts,  and  unquestioni^ 
biy  there  was  but  too  much  truth  in 
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the  obserration.  The  Bcience  of  sta- 
tUtics  is  comparatively  youDg  amongst 
usy  and  mistakes  mast  he  expected,  not 
merely  in  the  figures  and  facts  that 
are  collected,  but  still  more  so  in  the 
general  deductions  that  are  drawn  from 
tbem.  The  spirit  of  our  people — that 
of  the  English  more  particularly — fits 
ns  less  than  perhaps  any  nation  in  the 
world  to  be  the  subject  of  accurate 
statistical  investigation  ;  the  eminently 
commercial  character  of  the  sister 
kingdoms  makes  every  inquiry  into  the 
condition  and  circumstances  of  indi- 
▼iduab  peculiarly  odious,  and,  conse- 
quently»  in  very  many  cases  difficult  of 
attainment ;  but  loath  as  the  English- 
man is*  on  grounds  of  policy,  to  dis- 
close the  state  of  his  circumstances, 
he  is  still  more  indisposed  to  do  so 
from  the  native  bias  and  constitution 
of  his  nature;  shy,  reserved,  do- 
mestic, retiring — shall  we  say  sullen — 
the  Englishman  feels  any  inquiry  into 
his  condition  as  an  invasion  of  his 
privacy — an  infringement  of  the  first 
lesson  he  has  learnt — ^that  his  house  is  his 
castle-^that  as  no  rude  hands  dare 
enter  that  sanctuary,  so  neither  should 
any  prying  eyes ;  and  he  reluctantly 
hearkens  to  those  reasons  of  public 
policy  by  which  he  is  induced  to  sub- 
mit to  having  his  private  concerns 
chronicled.  This  disposition  per- 
vading the  entire  people,  makes  the 
attainment  of  sound  statistical  infor- 
mation a  matter  of  peculiar  difficulty 
in  this  country.  Other  nations  have 
had  no  such  difficulty  to  encounter. 
We  know,  for  example,  that  in  ancient 
Rome,  every  ^ye  years,  each  Roman 
citizen  gave  in  to  the  Censor  an  accu- 
rate account  of  his  fortune  and  his 
family,  with  their  ages  and  occupations ; 
that  this  return  was  made  on  oath,  and 
that  the  penalty  of  a  false  return  was 
the  forfeiture  of  the  offender's  entire 
property.  The  same  return  was  made 
throughout  the  provinces  before  the 
provincial  governors ;  but  this  publi- 
city has  ever  been  hostile  to  the  tem- 
perament of  a  commercial  state. 
Adam  Smith  tells  us  of  the  citizens  of 
ELamburgh  in  his  day,  who,  being  as- 
sessed by  an  income  tax,  deposited, 
eaoh  of  them  in  the  treasury,  the 
amount  of  his  tax,  but  calculated 
by  himself;  and  adds,  that  there 
never  was  occasion  to  suspect  that 
any  man  abused  the  trust  which  was 
reposed  in  him  ;  the  tax  was  fully  and 


freely  paid,  but  the  publicity  would  have 
been  odious.  Where  interest,  then, 
combines  with  the  strong  impulses  of 
natural  disposition  to  withhold  the  ex- 
posure of  men's  private  concerns,  it 
is  little  to  be  wondered  at  that  statis- 
tical science  has  been  of  slow  growth  ; 
and  OS  statisticians,  to  rank  as  such  at 
at  all,  must  have  some  theories  to 
broach,  some  doctrines  to  startle  us 
with,  it  is  but  little  extraordinary  on 
what  a  very  meagre  foundation  of 
facts  they  will  rear  the  most  wonder- 
ful conclusions :  thus  Sir  Francis 
D'lvernois  tells  us,  that  if  we  had  a 
column  giving  the  relative  ages  at 
which  children  die  in  different  coun- 
tries, it  would  indicate  the  compara- 
tive happiness  of  the  subjects,  and 
consequently  the  relative  merits  of 
the  governments ;  and  Mr.  Watt,  in  his 
'<  Vital  Statistics  of  Glasgow,"  published 
some  few  years  ago,  tells  us,  that  he 
has  found  out  that  the  prosperity  of 
the  laboring  classes  is  infallibly  indica- 
ted by  the  numbers  of  births  of  twins, 
a  conclusion  in  which  he  deems  him- 
self to  be  triumphantly  confirmed,  by 
finding  that  in  one  year  of  great  pros- 
perity, there  were  in  Glasgow  actually 
two  cases  of  twins :  we  are  confident 
that  very  many  of  the  opinions  which 
are  to  be  met  with,  not  only  in  the 
writings  of  professed  statisticians,  but 
in  general  circulation  in  society,  though 
not  so  comical  as  this  doctrine  of  Mr. 
Watt's,  have  fully  as  little  foundation  in 
fact.  There  is  one  very  general  source 
of  error — namely,  the  habit  of  arriving 
at  general  conclusions  with  regard  to 
the  condition  of  the  country  at  large, 
and  the  relative  position  of  its  several 
classes  by  reference  to  the  money  prices 
of  commodities,  or  the  money  value  of 
their  income,  instead  of  considering 
the  quantity  and  quality  of  the  com- 
modities themselves,  which  enter  into 
consumption,  and '  estimating  the  in- 
come of  the  several  members  of  the 
community,  in  the  command  which 
they  have  over  such  commodities.  To 
estimate  the  advancing  or  declining 
condition  of  our  foreign  trade  by  re- 
ference to  the  value,  the  mere  money 
value,  of  our  exports  and  imports, 
would  be  a  most  fallacious  test.  And 
so  of  the  produce  of  the  soil,  or  of  the 
factory ;  so  of  the  wages  of  the  laborer 
or  the  rental  of  the  landlord.  The 
true  object  to  be  considered — the  real 
end  of  all  economical  exertion — is  the 
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ioorease  of  the  quantity  of  the  varioas 
articles  which  minister  to  our  happi- 
nessy  and  the  value  of  commodities 
give  us  no  notion  whatsoerer  of  this 
amount.  There  is  no  proportion 
whatsoever  between  the  differences  in 
the  value  of  any  given  article  at  diffe- 
rent times,  and  the  differences  in  its 
supply.  We  open,  for  example,  any 
of  the  list  of  prices  which  Mr.  M'Cul- 
looh*s  book  supplies  us  with — say  that 
of  wheat — and  we  find  that  in  1817 
the  price  was  97s.  the  qu::**/ter ;  in 
1827,  58s.  6d.  the  quarter ;  and  in 
1S35,  39s.  4d.  the  quarter ;  but  we 
would  be  greatly  in  error  if  we  were 
to  infer  that  there  was  not  half  the 
supply  of  wheat  in  1817  that  there 
was  in  1835,  because  the  price  was 
more  than  twice  as  high,  or  that  it 
was  in  1 827  one-fourth  short  of  what 
it  was  in  1835.  We  are  not,  of  course* 
about  to  embarrass  our  readers  with 
any  considerations  of  the  currency,  or 
of  the  other  manifold  and  various 
agencies  by  which  value  and  price  are 
affected.  There  is,  however,  one  ex- 
ceedingly simple  principle,  the  truth 
of  which  will  be  at  once  acknowledged, 
and  which  will  convince  any  one  at  a 

glance  how  hopeless  must  be  the  en- 
eavour  to  form  any  conclusion  what- 
soever as  to  the  relative  abundance  of 
a  commodity  at  different  times  from 
any  differences  in  its  price :  it  is  this — 
that  in  all  wealthy  countries,  such  as 
Great  Britain,  the  rise  in  price  of  any 
necessary  or  essential  comfort  of  life, 
which  a  deficiency  in  the  supply  occa- 
sions, must  always  be  in  a  greater  pro- 
portion than  the  supply  is  deficient — 
if  the  bread  of  the  country  was  di- 
minished by  one-half,  the  price  would 
infinitely  more  than  double.  Now  it 
has  been  attempted  by  many  persons 
to  lay  down  a  general  rule,  a  gradu- 
ated scale,  which  should  express  the 
degree  in  which  any  given  deficiency 
of  supply  will  raise  the  price,  but  such 
attempts  roust  be  always  ineffectual. 
If  there  was  but  one  article  of  human 
consumption,  and  the  demand  for  it 
was  constant  and  unvarying — in  such 
case,  indeed,  the  price  must  vary  ex- 
actly in  the  inverse  ratio  of  the  supply ; 
but  where  there  exists  a  countless  va- 
riety of  objects  of  human  desire, 
each  of  them  engrossing,  in  ordinary 
seasons,  a  certain  amount  of  the  pur- 
chasing power  of  the  country,  the 
effect  of  the  supply  of  any  one  im- 


portant commodity  being  deficient,  is 
that  all  the  wealth  which,  but  for  this 
deficiencv,  would  have  been  applied  to 
the  purchase  of  articles  of  lesser  neces- 
sity, is  now  appropriated  to  the  pur- 
chase  of  thb  important  commodity 
which  is  scarce^ — articles  of  mere  lux- 
ury or  taste  are  given  up,  or  the  con- 
sumption of  them  diminished,  in  the  en- 
deavour which  every  man  makes  to  com- 
mand his  former  supply  of  the  necessa- 
ries of  life ;  andall  the  wealth  which  was 
formerly  applied  to  what  were  com- 
paratively superfluities,  is  now  applied 
to  the  pmchase  of  the  substantial 
comfort,  which  is  limited  in  its  supply. 
Each  man  retrenches  in  the  use  of 
that  which  he  can  most  readily  give 
up,  and  brings  the  amount  which  he 
has  thus  saved  from  one  portion  of  his 
expenditure,  to  compete  with  his  neigh- 
bour in  the  market  in  the  purchase  of 
that  which  all  find  to  be  indispensable. 
Thus  it  is  that  the  rise  in  price  of  any 
article  is  proportioned  not  only  to  the 
deficiency  in  its  supply,  but  further,  to 
the  degree  in  which  it  is  a  necessary  of 
life,  and  also  to  the  habitual  expendi-* 
ture  of  the  community  upon  articles  of 
less  importance.  An  article  of  prime 
necessity,  as  food,  may,  if  the  supply 
be  reduced  enough,  engross  the  whole 
wealth  of  the  country ;  while  the  same 
reducdon  in  the  supply  of  any  mere 
superfluity  will  hardly  affect  its  price 
at  all ;  rather  than  pay  at  a  highw 
rate  for  it,  men  will  give  up  the  use  of 
it  altogether.  As  then  it  would  be  per- 
fectly impossible  to  estimate,  or  to  ex- 
press the  various  degrees  in  which  dif- 
ferent articles  are  desired  by  mankind, 
or  to  form  any  opinion  whatsoever  as  to 
the  proportions  in  which  the  gener^ 
income  of  the  country  is  at  different 
times  applied  to  the  purchase  of  the 
several  articles  of  consumption,  so  it 
must  be  manifestly  impossible  to  form 
any  judgment  as  to  the  fluctuations  in 
the  supply  of  any  article  from  the  mere 
fluctuations  in  its  price  ;  and  any  infe- 
rence respecting  the  absolute  eonditioa 
of  the  people,  or  the  substantial  re- 
sources of  the  kingdom,  based  upon 
considerations  of  mere  vahMt  must  ever 
be  fallacious. 

It  is  obvious,  upon  these  principles 
(and  it  is  a  truth  which  should  not  be 
lost  sight  of  at  the  present  time), 
that  the  argument  which  is  urged 
against  an  interference  with  the  price 
of  provisions,  founded  upon  the  identity 
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of  interest  between  the  seller  and  the 
parchaser>  is  obviously  nnsonnd. 

But  to  proceed  to  our  immediate 
object.  The  population  of  the  United 
Kingdom,  including  the  contiguous 
islands  in  the  British  seas,  we  may 
take  to  be  about  twenty-eight  millions 
and  a-half.  The  only  mode,  of  course, 
in  which  the  amount  can  be  ascertained 
(with  any  pretension  to  certainty)  is 
by  a  general  census,  and  it  will  be  in 
the  recollection  of  our  readers,  that  in 
the  year  1841,  such  an  enumeration  of 
the  people  was  taken,  and  the  precise 
return  then  made  represented  the  total 
population  of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
the  adjacent  islands  as  amounting  to 
27,019,558.  This  was  made  on  the 
6th  June,  1841,  and  Mr.  M'Culloch, 
having  ascertained  the  rate  of  increase 
in  the  years  previous  to  1841,  calcu- 
lates the  sum  which  this  would  amount 
to  in  the  five  years  subsequent,  and 
addiiu^  it  to  the  numbers  then  ascer- 
taineo,  comes  very  near  the  truth,  we 
make  no  doubt,  in  estimating  the  po- 

Julation  of  the  United  Kingdom  in 
une,  1846,  at  26,470,558,  or,  in 
round  numbers,  at  twenty-eight  mil- 
lions and  arhalf.  We  thus  take  rank, 
in  point  of  ntunbers,  as  the  fourth  of 
the  European  powers — Russia,  Aus- 
tria, and  France  beinff  before  us.  We 
have  increased  to  this  great  amount 
from  being  about  sixteen  millions  in 
1801,  the  first  time  that  any  general 
census  was  taken;  and  (if  we  can  trust 
the  enumeration  made  at  the  period), 
we  are  now  become  four  times  as  po- 
pulous as  we  were  at  the  beginning  of 
the  eighteenth  century.  How,  tnen, 
are  we  to  get  food  for  this  vast  multi- 
tude ?  What,  above  all,  are  our  in- 
tomal  resources  in  this  particular? 
What  breadth  of  land  have  we  avail- 
able for  the  sustenance  of  our  people  ? 
The  area  of  England  and  Wales,  like 
everything  else  connected  with  the 
statistics  of  the  country,  has  been  a 
subject  on  which  great  diversity  of 
opinion  has  existed,  it  having  been  va- 
riously estimated  at  from  twenty-nine 
to  forty-seven  millions  of  acres  ;  that 
which  was  given  by  Mr.  Young,  and 
adopted  by  Mr.  Pitt  in  his  estimate  as 
to  the  produce  of  the  income  tax, 
was  46,916,000  acres.  According  to 
the  statement  in  an  appendix  to  the 
Irish  Poor  Inquiry  Commission,  the 
area  of  England  and  Wales  would  be 
about  thirty-seven  millions  of  acres. 


and  the  table  which  is  given  by  Mr. 
M'Culloch,  which  represents  in  one 
column  the  statute  acres  by  actual 
measurement  of  each  county,  and  in  a 
parallel  column  the  statute  acres  ac- 
cording to  the  details  of  parishes  and 
hundreds,  as  given  in  population  re- 
turns of  1831,  shews  a  variance  of 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  acres 
between  the  two  results ;  the  totaJ, 
according  to  the  aggregate  measure- 
ment of  me  counties,  is  thirty-two  mil- 
lions and  a  quarter.  Mr.  M'Culloch, 
however  (p.  226),  seems  to  think  that 
the  extent  of  England  and  Wales  should 
be  taken  at  thirty-seven  millions  of  acres, 
a  result  which  we  presume  that  he  ar- 
rives at  from  a  correction  of  Dr. 
Beeke's  calculation,  in  his  tract  on 
the  income  tax  (page  5).  As  this  es- 
timate agrees  with  the  statement  in  the 
Appendix  to  the  Irish  Poor  Inquiry 
Commission,  it  is  that  whichy  in  this 
conflict  of  opinion  we  may,  perhaps^ 
most  safely  assume  to  be  correct,  llie 
variance  which  encounters  us  here  at 
the  very  outset,  on  a  subject  apparently 
admitting  of  such  ready  determination, 
when  the  wealth  and  machinery  of  a 
great  government,  and  all  the  mathe- 
matical and  engineering  skill  of  the 
present  age  mi^ht  be  brought  to  bear 
upon  it,  will  illustrate  the  extreme 
danger  of  reposing  too  readily,  as  most 
persons  are  wont  to  do.  in  results  which 
are  based^  or  professed  to  be  based,  on 
statbtical  calculations ;  in  very  many 
cases  the  utmost  that  we  can  hope  to 
arrive  at  is  an  approximation  to  the 
truth. 

In  Ireland  we  have  been  much  more 
fortunate  in  respect  to  the  admeasure^ 
ment  of  the  country,  for,  so  far  back 
as  the  time  of  Cromwell,  we  had  a  sur- 
vey made  by  Sir  William  Petty  of  the 
lands  which  were  forfeited  in  the  re- 
bellion of  1641,  which  is  known  as  the 
Down  Survey.  This  is  a  work  of  ex- 
treme accuracy,  and  has  long  been  al- 
lowed as  an  authority  in  our  courts  of 
law ;  it,  however,  was  but  partial  in 
its  character,  as  it  hardly  included  any 
portion  of  the  province  of  Connaught.  - 
Mr.  M<Cullocn  fives  us  a  curious 
incident  connected  with  those  maps: 
that  Sir  William  Petty,  having  made 
copies  of  them  for  his  own  use, 
and  shipped  them  to  Ei^land,  the 
vessel  was  captured  by  a  French  pri- 
vateer and  brought  to  France,  where 
they  now  are,  lodged  in  the  Royal  Li- 
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brary  of  Paris.  A  great  pumber  of 
the  originals  which  remained  in  Ire- 
landy  were  much  injured  or  totally  con- 
sumed by  fire.  We  now,  however, 
bayo  still  more  authentic  data,  as  to 
the  extent  of  the  country,  furnished  to 
us  by  the  Ordnance  Survey,  and  from 
it  we  learn  that  the  total  area  of  Ire- 
land amounts  to  20,808,271  acres. 

As  to  Scotland,  we  are  even  more  at  a 
loss  to  form  anything  approaching  to  a 
correct  estimate  of  its  extent  than  we 
were  with  regard  to  England.  There 
is  no  authentic  survey  whatsoever,  and 
the  extreme  irr^^larity  of  its  surface 
and  outline  baffles  every  effort  at  mere 
conjecture ;  the  calculations,  which 
are  founded  upon  Arrowsmith*s  map, 
and  given  by  Mr.  M'Culloch  from  the 
General  Report  of  Scotland,  give  the 
total  extent  at  about  nineteen  millions 
of  acres.  Taking,  then,  England  to 
contain  thirty-seven  millions  of  acres, 
Ireland  twenty-one,  and  Scotland  nine- 
teen, we  have  a  total  for  the  United 
Kii^doms  of  seventy-seven  millions  of 
acres. 

Now,  beyond  all  doubt,  a  very 
considerable  portion  of  this  is  not 
only  uncultivated  but  irreclaimable. 
We  can  hardly  hope  that  any  amount 
of  industry  or  agricultural  skill  will 
make  the  heights  of  Ben  Nevis  avail- 
able for  the  sustenance  of  man.  But 
if  we  find  it  to  be  a  matter  of  no  small 
difficulty  to  determine,  with  any  degree 
of  accuracy,  the  actual  extent  of  the 
country,  how  shall  we  venture  to  say 
what  portion  of  it  is  cultivated  or  ne- 
glected, or  how  much  of  it  is  wholly 
irreclaimable  ?  We  cannot  at  all  con- 
cur in  the  principle  of  a  distinction 
which  we  find  made  in  a  table  which 
is  given  by  Mr.  M<Culloch,  in  which  we 
find  a  certain  portion  of  the  waste 
lands  of  Ireland  is  set  out  as  improva- 
Ue  for  cultivation,  and  nearly  double 
the  amount  as  improvable  only  for 
pasture.  The  table  was  compiled  by 
Mr.  Griffith  for  the  Land  Occupation 
Commission.  We  conceive  that,  in  the 
present  backward  condition  of  agricul- 
turalskill,  it  is  altogether  too  rash  to  say 
that  any  soil,  which  will  support  vegeta- 
tion at  all,  may  not,by  an  improved  mode 
ofculture,bemade  efficient  for  the  pro- 
duction of  any  crop  whatsoever.  We 
know  that  formerly  it  was  believed 
that  wheat  could  be  profitably  grown 
only  upon  stiff  clayey  soils,  so  much 
so,  that  they  are  generally  known  as 


"wheat  lands;*'  but  now  dnce  the 
introduction  of  bone  dust  as  manure^, 
and  of  the  turnip  husbandry,  the  ligh^ 
sandy  soils  of  such  counties  as  Nor- 
folk are  most  profitably  employed  in 
the  growth  of  wheat.  Whether 
there  may  not  be  on  our  westerQ 
coasts  a  considerable  tract  of  country 
which,  from  the  extreme  humidity  of 
the  climate,  and  the  consequent  diffi- 
culty of  saving  the  crop,  may  not  ren- 
der the  tillage  farming  an  unprofitable 
or,  at  least,  a  hazardous  occupation^ 
we  will  not  stop  to  inquire ;  but  we 
cannot  but  deem  it  to  be  altogether 
premature,  in  the  present  state  of 
agricultural  knowledge,  to  tsUce  on 
ourselves  to  say  that  such  and  such 
land  will  grow  food  for  man,  and  such 
other  land  will  never  produce  any- 
thing but  the  herbage  for  animals, 
A  great  portion  of  the  sands  of 
Norfolk,  which  some  short  time  back 
were  rabbit-warrens,  not  worth  two 
shillings  and  sixpence  per  acre,  were 
rendered  arable  by  being  coated  over 
with  marl,  in  which  that  county 
abounds.  Without,  then,  taking  on 
ourselves  to  say  what  extent  of  re- 
clamation the  lands  which  are  at  pre- 
sent uncultivated  may  admit  of,  we 
may,  when  speaking  of  the  extent  of 
land  which  is  already  cultivated,  take 
notice  of  the  estimate  which  has  been 
formed  of  what  portion  is  admitted- 
ly susceptible  of  some  degree  of  im« 
provement.  In  this  particular,  as 
in  the  general  admeasurement,  we 
have,  in  the  Ordnance  Survey,  and  in 
Mr.  Griffith's  calculations,  a  more 
perfect  and  trustworthy  source  of  in- 
formation as  regards  Ireland  than 
anything  which  is  supplied  to  us  as 
to  either  England  or  Scotland.  We 
learn  from  these  sources  that  the  cul- 
tivated lands  of  Ireland  amount,  in 
round  numbers,  to  thirteen  millions 
and  a-half  of  acres ;  but  as  this  em- 
braces the  towns,  we  may  set  down 
the  actual  extent  of  soil  which  is  now 
available  for  food  in  Ireland  at  thir- 
teen millions  of  acres,  and  to  this  must 
be  added  three  millions  and  a-half  of 
acres  which  are  pronounced  to  be  re- 
claimable.  In  England,  as  Mr. 
M'Culloch  computes,  about  twenty- 
nine  millions  or  acres  are  cultivated, 
and  in  Scotland  only  six  millions  and 
a  half.  It  is  generally  believed  (but 
for  this  we  have  no  certain  data  what- 
ever) that  there  are  in  England  and 
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Scotland  at  least  ten  millions  of  acres 
at  present,  almost  whollj  unprodnc- 
tire,  but  which  are  perfectly  reclaim- 
able  ;  assuming,  then,  this  estimate  to 
be  correct,  and  adding  the  different 
items  together,  we  will  have  the  total 
of  caltiyated  and  redaimable  land  in 
the  United  Kingdom  available,  for  the 
sustenance  of  its  people,  of  sixty- two 
millions  of  acres — sixty-two  millions 
of  acres  to  support  a  population  of 
twenty- eight  millions  and  a  half, 
faidading,  of  course,  children  and 
bfants,  or  about  two  one-sixth 
acres  to  every  individual  in  the  United 
Kingdom. 

Now,  how  far  is  this  quantity 
of  land  sufficient  for  the  support  of 
the  population?  In  such  an  inquiry 
as  this,  the  object  to  be  sought  for  is 
not,  what  is  the  present  actual  acreable 
jield  of  food  for  man,  but  what, 
and  how  great  is  the  capacity  of  pro- 
duction in  the  soil,  if  it  he  judiciously 
ai^aled  to.  Backward  as  is  our 
agricultural  knowledge,  rude  as  is  our 
actual  husbandry,  yet  both  the  theory 
and  practice  of  agriculture  are  unques* 
tionably  advancing,  and  we  are  begin- 
ning to  fee),  and  to  acknowledge,  that 
there  exist  capabilities  in  the  soil  of 
our  country  which,  if  developed, 
would  support  a  much  greater  popu- 
lation, in  comfort  and  abundance,  than 
now  exist  on  it  in  struggling  and 
in  scarcitT.  Until  these  improve- 
ments shall  have  been  generally  adopt- 
ed—until we  shall  have  set  ourselves  to 
devdop  the  a^cultural  resources  of 
the  United  Kingdom,  with  as  much 
qnrit  and  earnestness  as  has  been  de- 


voted to  the  promotion  of  its  manu- 
facturing industry,  we  must,  at  least 
in  this  our  portion  of  the  United  King- 
dom, be  obliged  frequently  to  resort 
to  the  wretched,  the  mournful  expe- 
dient of  encouraging  the  emigration 
of  our  people.     We  know  no  more 
humiliating  position  for  a  great  empire 
like  England  to  be  placed  in,  than  that 
of   being  obliged  to    encourage  the 
emigration  of  her  people — no  more 
culpable  position  than  that  such  neces* 
sity  should  be  occasioned  by  her  own 
neglect  of  making  fit  provision  for 
them  at  home.    But  although  the  car 
pacity  of  production  is  the  more  im- 
portant subject  of  inquiry,  at  a  time 
when  such  capacity  is  gradually  ex<*^ 
panding  itself,  yet  it  may  not  be  unin- 
teresting to  see  what  conjectures  have 
been  made  as  to  the  actual  present 
production  of  the  soil  of  the  country* 
On  this  subject  we  learn  from  m, 
M*Culloch,  that  "  no  effectual  means 
have  ever  been  set  on  foot  for  getting 
accounts  of  the  extent  of  land  in  til- 
lage and  in  pasture,  and  of  the  pro- 
portion which  one  sort  of  crop  bean 
to  another,  or  of  the  numbers  and  value 
of  the  different  breeds  of  cattle,  horses^ 
&c.     In  reasoning  on  these  subjeots* 
therefore,  we  have  nothing  but  the  re- 
searches of  afew  meritorious  individuals 
and  analogies  to  trust  to.    Under  such 
circumstances,  precision  is  not  to  be 
expected ;  a  rough  average  is  all  that 
can  be  looked  for . "    The  results  of  this 
rot^h  average,  as  to  tillage  land,  Mr. 
M'uulloch  gives  us  in  we  following 
tables  :— 


IN  ENCO^AND  AMD  WAL18. 


Crop. 

▲era 

in 
crop. 

1^ 

Total 

FrodQC« 

Inquarten. 

SMdons- 
Mrenthof 
produoe. 

Rfodttco 

under  de- 

ducUon  of 

■eed. 

Total  T«ltM. 

a. 

jff           a.    d. 

WhMl 

9,800,000 

4 

15,900,000 

2,171,490 

13,028,671 

50 

32,571,427    10     0 

B«k7 

1,500,000 

4 

6,376,000 

910,714 

5,464,286 

30 

-  8,196,429     0     0 

OrtiiadBTe.. 

3,fl00,000 

5 

12,500,000 

1,786,714 

10,714486 

20 

10,714,286     0     0 

BMMMUdFMM 

ftOO,000 

81 

1,875,000 

267,857 

1,607,143 

30 

2,410,714    10     0 

YMstoM,Tarn]ps^ 
Ooftr 

}  2,000,000] 
1,300,000/ 

r£7 

■  per 
.acre 

}• 

•• 

•• 

•• 

23,100,000     0     0 

VaUov 

1,600,000 

Bop« 

50,000 

r£15 

'  per 

.acre 

}• 

•• 

•• 

•• 

750,000  '  0     0 

OodMf 

Totd 

150,000 

(£16 
■(per 
(.acre 

" 

•• 

2,250/)00     0     0 

13,300,000 

35,950,000 

^,814,286 

^9,992,857     0     0 
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IN  BCOTLAMIK 

Cropt. 

ACIM 

in 
tto^ 

Sg           l^rtal 
•a  •        produoe 
£  8       iaprodtuie. 

Beedone- 

■erenthof 

prodooe. 

Prodooe 

under  de- 

dnetionof 

•eed. 

11 

Total  Taloe. 

Wheat 
Barie, 
Oata 
BeaniaadFMf 

Fotaloca 
Tnmlpa 
OIoTer 

nu 

««4Ma 

TMll 

650,000 
450,000 
1,100,000 
50,000 
100,000 
900.000  ^ 
450,000  . 
450,000  j 

5,000 

? 

5 
3 

{-} 

lacrej 
(£15-1 
-     per   . 
I  acre! 
f  £151 
pet  . 
l  acrej 

1,925,000 

1,600,000 

6,500,000 

150,000' 

175,000 

957,148 

926,571 

91,428 

1,050,000 

1,542,657 

5,571,429 

126.572 

■. 

46 
26 
20 
80 

£          a.  d. 

9,590,000    0    0 

9,159,999  16    0 

5.571,429    0    0 

192,656    0    0 

7,700,000    0    0 

75,000    0   0 

595,000    0    0 

•,100.009 

9,675,000 

6,992,656 

£18,744,266  16    0 

IN  IBELAND. 


Grope. 

Aorei 
in 

h 

Total 

prodoee 

iaqnarten. 

Seedone- 
■Ixthof 
produoe* 

Produce 
under  de- 
duction of 
•eed. 

li 

TVytalralne, 

Wlieai 
Berto, 
Oate 

lUlov 

450,000 

400,000 

9,500^)00 

9,000,000 

800,000 

100,060 

15,000 

3 
p«r 

{i 

1,850,000 
1,400.000 
19,500,000 

225,000 
9i068  M3 

1,125,000 
1,166,667 
10,416,617 

a. 
46 
96 
90 

£         a.  d. 

9,587,500    0    0 

1,516,667    9    0 

10416.667    0    0 

19,000/)00    0    0 

1,500/X)0    0    0 
160,000    0    0 

•  • 

8,«78,00e 

18,950,000 

12.708,834 

£96,900,684    9    0 

Witii  rcsptat  to  the  annual  produce 
of  pasture  and  woodland,  Mr.  M'Cul- 
loch  is  obliged  to  admit  "  that  the  de- 
tails are  too  numerous,  and  too  loose 
to  admit  of  their  being  brought  for- 
ward with  much  confidence.*'  His  es- 
timate is:— 

Fob  $90Y.AJtp  ARD  Walbi  t— 


8,000,000 
1,344.000 


]  ,200,000  at  £19  eaek      £14,400,000 
Calrea  200,000  at  £8  each  600.000 

Sheep  a  Lambe  6,600,000  at  £1  lOi.  each    10,200,000 
Wool  860,000  pacha  at  £12  each  4,820,000 

BoeaeadPifi     555,000at£l  16«.eMh      1,000,000 
Boraea  900.000  ftill  grown,  an- 

raUlf  prodnoed,  at  £15  each 
Poultry,  egga,  rabMta,  deer.  Ac 
MMdow  aAd  gnaa  Ibr  work  and  pleaanre 

horaea    ..••■• 


Wood 


18,000,000 

12,000,000 

1,750,000 


Total  £61,614,000 


For  Scotland  we  are  without  auT  par- 
ticulars, but  Mr.  M^Culloeh  makes  a 
calculation  bj   '*  taking  the  extent  of 


pasture  land  and  wood  land,  excInslTte 
of  heaths  and  wastes,  &c,  at  2,500^000 
acres,  and  estimating  its  produce  to  be 
worth  £3  per  acre,  its  total  value  will 
be  £7,500,000,  but  to  this  has  to  be 
added  the  yalue  of  about  13,000,000 
acres  of  mountain  pastures,  heaths, 
and  waste  lands,  estunated  at  about 
£1,500,000«  Hence,  the  total  annual 
▼alue  of  the  land  prodace  of  Scotland 
will  be — 


••Talwoferopaandgaidena    .        .    £16,744,9*6 
„    „   Panure  and  woodland  T,600ioeo 


UncuItiTated  land  and 


1,500^)00 


TMal  £87,T44v9e< 


The  calculation  for  Ireland  is,  **  that 
there  is  7,600,000  acres  of  pasture  land, 
worth  about  50s.  an  acre,  makioff  a 
gross  sum  of  £19,000,000,  and  to  this 
may  be  added  the  further  sum  of 
£1,000,000  for  the  annual  produoe  Of 
waste  land  and  woodland.  Thus  We 
will  haye — 
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M       ««      FlMturelutd      .  19,000,000 

„        „      ViM«ltlTaMllM»d     .         1,000.000 


Total  £48,300.834 


The  summary  of  the  aDDoal  value  of 
the  agricultural  produce  of  the  United 
Kingdom  is  thus  given  bj  Mr.  M*CuI- 
loch:— 


Cnv*  ftnd  OtfdMM   £794)93,857 
Ota««ad  Woodland  61,614,000 


SconAVDt — 

Cnpi  and  Otfdeni    £18,744.286 
Gnw  aad  Woodland     9,000,000 


£141,006,857 


Cnpa  and  Garden*   £38,300,834 
Gfa«  and  Woodland  30,000,000 


87,744,886 


48,900,834 
£817,651,977 

We  are  perfectly  conscious  that  the 
preceding  tables  can,  after  all,  be  very 
little  satis^tory  to  our  readers,  when 
the  inquiry  is  as  to  the  actual  supply  of 
food  lAiich  is  raised  within  our  shores. 
The  expression  of  such  important  items 
of  human  consumption  as  potatoes*  tur- 
nips, and  garden  produce,  by  their  va- 
loe»  not  by  their  quantity,  is  an  illus- 
tration of  the  inconvenience  which  we 
have  already  pointed  out  of  such  a 
node  of  estimating  the  industrial  pro- 
docts  of  the  country.  And  even  though 
we  bad  potatoes  and  turnips  returned 
hi  these  tables  by  their  acreable  yield, 
we  yet  would  be  almost  as  far  as  ever 
from  ascertaining  the  amount  of  human 
sustenance.     Suppose  that  we  take  po- 
tatoes, with  Mr.  M'Cullochj  as  rang- 
ing from  eight  to  ten  and  twelve  tons 
an  acre,  and  turnips  at  from  five  to 
fifteen  tons  an  acre  (and  an  exceed- 
ingly hiffh  range  we  would  say  that 
this  womd  be — we  should  suppose  six 
to  eight  tons  as  coming  much  closer  to 
the  acreable  yield  of  potatoes)  ;  but  if 
we  were  to  take  these  or  any  other 
fBsotities,  and  add  them  to  the  weight 
of  wheat,  oats,  and  other  grain  crops 
inimally  produced^  it  is  obvious  that 
we  would  still  have  a  most  important 
qualification  to  make  in  our  calculation, 
namely,  the  relative  degree  of  nutritive 
power  in  each  kind  oi  crop ;  for  ex- 
ample—Sir Robert  Kane,  in  his  excd- 
liot  work  on  the  induatrial  resouroM 
Trel  and^  gives  a  table  exhibt  tng  the 


quantity  of  actually  Dutritiouii  material 
derived  from  an  acre  of  land^  from 
which  he  Infers,  that  turnips  and  car- 
rots yield  from  five  to  seven  times  the 
actual  quantity  of  nourishment  that  the 
oom  crop  gives,  and  that  potatoes  and 
elover  yield  twice  as  much ;  that  is, 
that  potatoes  will  only  yield  double  the 
actual  amount  of  substantial  nourish- 
ment, although  the  positive  weight  of 
produce  will  be  eight  or  ten  times 
greater.  We  think,  however,  we  mar 
safely  say  that  an  aore  of  potatoes  will 
sustain  three  times  as  many  persons  as 
an  acre  of  wheat,  or  of  oats;  such 
was  Adam  Smithes  opinion. 

Next»  as  regards  animal  food,  we 
find  from  Mr.  M'CuUoch  (page  499) 
that  the  horned  cattle  of  England  and 
Wales  were  estimated  by  Mr«  Young,  in 
1799,  at  three  millions  and  a  half.  To 
this  number  he  conceives  we  should 
add  one  million  for  the  increase  up  to 
the  present  period,  and  another  mil- 
lion  for  the  cattle  of  Scotland,  giving 
us  thus  a  total  of  ^yq  millions  and  a- 
half  of  homed  cattle  in  Great  Britain. 
The  census  for  Ireland,  in  1841,  as- 
certained (as  we  have  seen)  the  homed 
cattle  of  this  country  to  amount  to 
1,663,116.  «The  common  estimate 
is,  that  about  one-fourth  of  the  en- 
tire stock  is  slaughtered  annually,*' 
which  would  give  us  1,870,000  head 
of  horned  cattle  annuidly  brought  into 
consumption  in  the  United  King- 
dom. Then,  as  regards  sheep,  the 
number  of  sheep  and  lambs  in  Eng- 
land and  Wales,  as  estimated  by  Mr. 
Luccock,  in  1800,  was  26,148,4*63,  of 
which  6,803,721  (or  about  one^fourth 
of  the  whole)  were  slaughtered  annu- 
ally—and such  we  must  believe  to  be 
the  present  number;  for  we  learn  fh>m 
Mr.  M'Gulloch,  that  although  the 
weight  of  the  sheep,  and  the  weight  of 
their  fleece  in  these  countries  has  con- 
siderably increased  since  the  period  of 
Mr.  Lueoock's  calculation,  that  there 
has  been  no  positive  increase  in  their 
numbers  since  that  time.  In  Scotland, 
Mr.  M'Culloch  estimates  the  sheep  st 
three  millions  and  a- half ;  and  the  Irish 
census  for  1841  gives  os  a  return  of 
2, 1 06, 1 89.  As  the  gross  numbers  are 
not  supposed  to  have  increased,  we  can- 
not, of  course,  increase  the  annual 
number  slaughtered ;  the  increased 
wdgbt  of  tM  carcases  snppliesf  in  a 
peat  measure  the  defioiency  which  the 
iporsasing  numbers  of  the  consumers 
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woM  •therwise  have  oooaaumed ;  tak- 
ing, then,  the  former  proportion,  that 
tf  a  fourth  of  the  whole,  as  annually 
slaughtered,  we  have  a  consumption  or 
about  8,000>000  a-yeer.  As  to  pigs»  we 
are  saf^edwith  very  little  information 
by  Mr.  M'Culloch ;  this  description  of 
stock  ooovpies  a  very  subordinate  posi^ 
tion  in  Bi^land— inferior  not  only  to 
tixe  imnatundly  high  position  which 
this  animal  occupies  in  the  domestic 
economy  of  Mm  country,  but  much 
lower  than  we  conceive  it  is  justly  en- 
titled to.     In  EngUnd  pigs  are  only 
'^nsidered  yaluable  so  far  as  they  con^ 
sume  the  offal,  waste,  grains,  and  other 
^refuse  of  Uie  farm,  or  of  the  mill  or 
distillery.      Mr.    M'Culloch,   conse- 
quently, gi^es  us  no  estimate  of  the 
number  of  tiiese  animals  in  England. 
We    haye^    howeyer,    already    seen 
Hiat   he  estimates   the  annual  pro- 
duce at  500,000  in  England.     As  we 
may  assume,  then,  tiiat  thmr  numbers 
in  England  are  stationary   (certainly 
they  are  not  increasing),  we  may  say 
that  the  annual  produce  represents  the 
annual  consumption,  and  that  England 
contributes  500,000   pigs  to  the  an- 
nual suTOily  of  the   country.      The 
Census  dommissioners  have  reported 
1,500,000  as  the  whole  stock  of  Ire- 
land.    Take  it  that  one-fourth  of  these 
are  annually  slaughtered,  and  adding 
this  quantity  to  what  we  haye  just 
taken  as  the  consumption  of  England, 
we  would  have  875,000  pigs  for  Eng- 
land and  Ireland,  or  say  one  million  of 
pigs  annually  consumed  in  the  three 
kingdoms. 

We  need  do  no  more  tiian  remind 
our  readers  of  the  vast  increase  which 
is  made  to  the  mun  articles  of  human 
subsistence  which  we  have  enumerated, 
by  the  produce  of  the  garden,  and 
yarious  other  sources  of  supply. 
'  Thus,  in  the  article  of  cheese  aJone, 
'  we  have  in  one  county,  Cheshire, 
100,000  cows  supplying  cheese,  which, 
at  the  rate  of  3  cwt.  for  each  cow, 
amounts  tol5,000  tons  of  yaluaUe  nutri- 
'  tious  food  from  this  one  oounty  alone. 
And  surely  it  would  be  impossible  to 
speak  of  the  food  of  the  people,  with- 
out adyertii^  to  that  unexplored 
store-house  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
which  teems  with  countiess  myriads  of 
inhabitants,  admirably  adapted  for  our 
support,  and  yet  (in  this  country  at 
least),  how  shamefUlly,  how  scanda- 
lously neglected  I     We  can  gi?e  no- 


thing  like  a  return  of  the  quantity  of 
fish  consumed  in  the  United  Kingdom  ; 
bat  something  like  an  estimate  of  their 
value  and  importance  to  the  mainte- 
nance of  our  people  may  be  formed 
from  the  following  extract,  which  we 
find  in  Mr.  M'Culloch's  first  volume, 
p.  625  :— 

"  In  the  year  1829,  there  were  only 
ten  fish-merchants  in  Birmingham,  but 
since  the  opening  of  the  various  railways 
which  now  communicate  with  the  town, 
the  number  has  increased  to  forty,  ex- 
clusive of  several  dealers  of  smaller 
note,  who  reside  in  the  suburbs.  The 
quantity  of  fish  consumed  has  increased 
In  the  same  ratio,  and  in  round  numbers 
is  estimated  thus : — 


Tons.  Fopulaiion. 

In  1829      ..         400  ..       150,000 

1835       ..       1,000  ..       160,000 

1S40      ..       2,500  ..       1SO,000 

1845      ..      3,910  ..      300.000 


Turn,  then,  from  this  r^resentation 
of  the  importance  of  the  fisheries  to 
the  support  of  our  people,  and  read 
the  following  extract  from  an  excellent 
paper  read  by  Mr.  J.  C.  Deane,  at  one 
of  the  meetings  of  the  Royal  Dublin 
Society  in  the  early  part  of  this  year, 
and  let  those  who  are  responsible,  whe- 
ther it  be  individuab  or  the  state, 
blush  for  their  neglect — let  them,  at 
this  season  of  unparalleled  dearth, 
tremble  for  their  responsibility  :— 

"  The  quantity  of  fish  which  we  use 
for  our  home  consumption  (in  Ireland) 
is  very  great ;  and  I  may  say,  almost 
all  the  cured  fish  we  consume  is  imported 
from  Scotland,  to  whom  we  have  long 
bee^n  steady  and  well-paying  customers. 
Of  this,  some  idea  may  be  &rmed  when 
I  tell  you,  that  the  supply  of  herrings 
yearly  furnished  by  Scotland  to  us  is 
very  nearly  equal  to  that  which  she  ex- 
ports to  the  rest  of  the  world  besides. 
From  April  1844  to  1845,  she  sent  us 
cured  herrings  to  the  extent  of  120,293 
barrels,  many  of  the  contents  of  which 
were  probably  taken  from  our  own  seas, 
cured  by  her,  and  sold  to  us.  Scotland, 
not  blessed  with  the  same  advantages 
which  we  possess  in  soil  or  climate,  de- 
rives a  large  revenue  from  the  indus- 
trious prosecution  of  her  fisheries ;  whOe 
Ireland,  with  land,  and  g^d  land  too, 
in  waste,  capable  of  raising  grain  in 
abundance,  and  having  fisheries,  just  as 
productive,  if  not  more  so,  neglects 
them,  and  suffers  them  to  be  used  for 
the  enriching  of  others." 
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Bat  if  there  be  some  difficulty  in  es- 
timating the  present  produce  of  the  king, 
dom,  there  cannot  be  the  slightest  he- 
sitation in  admitting  that  our  resources 
are  daily  expanding — ^thatnew  sources 
of  wealth  are  constantly  presenting 
themselves — that  new  modes  of  deve- 
loping the  pursuits  on  which  we  have 
hitherto  been  engaged  are  constantly 
being  discovered — that  elements  of 
riches  and  prosperity  which  have  long 
been  n^lected^  are  now  apprecia^ 
and  appealed  to — that  materials  which 
had  been  regarded  as  valueless,  or 
worse  than  valueless,  as  cumbrous, 
aod  in  the  way,  are  now,  under  new 
modes  aod  new  appliances,  become 
promotive  of  the  comfort  and  well- 
being  of  the  people.  Of  these  most 
important  and  most  gratifying  truths, 
the  volumes  now  before  us  afford  us 
unquestionable  testimony.  It  is  quite 
impossible,  in  a  notice  of  this  kind,  to 
convey  to  our  readers  anything  at  all 
of  the  confidence  in  the  resources  of 
the  empire  which  the  perusal  of  Mr. 
M*CuIloch*8  work  inspires — all  the 
great  sources  of  wealth  within  the 
kingdom  appear  literally  inexhaustible 
— appealed  to  for  centuries  as  they 
have  been — they  have  supplied  millions 
upon  millions  of  our  race  with  all 
the  substantial  requirements  of  exis- 
tence, and  yet  there  they  are  to  this 
day  seemingly  unencroached  upon, 
mocking,  as  it  were,  the  efforts  of  man 
to  wear  down  the  provision  which  has 
been  ordained  for  thb  people — pre- 
senting, daily,  fresh  store-houses  from 
whence  to  supply  the  increasing  wants 
of  our  rapidly- increasing  numbers. 
But  greater  even  than  in  these  unli- 
mited treasure-houses  does  our  re- 
liance rest,  upon  the  evidence  which 
we  trace  all  through  these  volumes 
cf  the  increasing  skill,  the  untiring 
^ergy,  the  restless  spirit  of  improve- 
ment, needing  but  to  be  well-directed, 
which  is  evinced  by  the  bulk  of  the 
population  of  the  sister  kingdom.  It 
will  be  recollected,  that  in  a  notice  of 
this  kind  we  are  strictly  confined  to 
topics  relating  merely  to  material 
wealth.  We  are  most  anxious  not  to 
be  miranderstood  when  on  this  point, 
or  to  be  taken  to  say  that  either  in  the 
vast  accumulation,  or  in  the  untiring 
pursuit  of  wealth,  which  are  among 
the  great  features  of  these  kingdoms 
at  5\e  present  day,  we  have  fixed, 
or  are  securing  the  essential  elements 


of  national  greatness  or  prosperity. 
We  never  have  bem  in  the  number  of 
those  who  would  claim  for  the  rac?s 
that  occupy  these  countries  an  un-» 
questionable  superiority  to  all  otheir 
nations.      We    are   satisfied  that  ia 
many  respects  we  might  borrow  wit!) 
advantage  from  our  continental  neigli- 
hours.     We  cannot  conceal  from  our* 
selves  that,  considering  our  vast  ad^ 
vantages  in  relinon,  in  government,  in 
security  from  those  constant  and  bar« 
rassing   wars  to   which    all   central 
Europe  has  been  exposed,  that  we  are 
ver^  far  indeed  below  the   position 
which  we  should  have  oocupied,  and 
have  lost  opportunities,  both  for  power 
and  for  good,  which  we  might  most 
beneficiaUy  have  exerdsed.     We  can- 
not  close     our    eyes     to    the    &et 
that  other    nations  are  rapidly  out- 
stripping us — ^that  £ng^and--ay,  Eng- 
land— is  falling  in  the  scale  of  nations* 
Let  any  one  contrast  1815  with  1847» 
and  ask  himself  fairly,  does  England 
now  occupy  that  proud  position  in  the 
scale  of  nations  that  she  then  com- 
manded. The  cause  of  this  decline  we 
would  be  anxious  to  enter  on,  but  feel 
that  we  are  precluded  from  doing  so 
by  the  nature  of  this  notice.     How 
much  of  it  is  suggested  by  this  single 
sentence   of    Mr.    M*Culloch*8,  *«  In 
England,  no  public  or  general  provi- 
sion has  ever  been  made  for  the  educa- 
tion of  the  great  bulk  of  the  people." 
An  annual  grant  of  Council,  which 
has  risen  from  ^0,060  to  ^100,000 
within  the  last  six  years,  is  all  that  has 
been  done  towards  this  vital  object— 
a  sum  not  equal  to  one  five-hundreth 
part  of  the  revenue  of  the  country,  is 
all  that  is  devoted  by  the  national  ex- 
chequer towards  the  instruotioa  of  the 
people  of  England,  an  object  which 
ought  only  to  be  second  to  the  effi- 
cient maintenance  of  our  external  and 
internal  security.     The  experience  of 
centuries  has  taught  us  that  we  cannot 
entrust  the  relief  of  our  poor,  with  all 
the  immediate  urgency  of  their  claims, 
to  the  resources  of  voluntary  charity; 
and  will  we  venture  to  expect,  in  de- 
fiance of  all  past  experience,  that  the 
education  of  the  people  can  be  en- 
trusted to  the  same  precarious  source. 
We  say  that  the  neglect  of  the  edu- 
cation of  the  people  is  a  crying  sin.  It 
is  a  duty  which  is  imposed  on  the  state 
by  every  consideration,  whether  poli- 
tical, morale  or  eeononucal.    Politi- 
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callj,  beciiuse  we  haye  i>rokeh  down 
those  Ancient  prejuftces  which  served 
them  in  a  great  measure  in  the  stead 
of  education,  and  must  supply  them 
with  instraction  as  the  only  compen- 
sation ;  morally,  that  we  may  rescue, 
them  by  the  teaching  and  attractions 
of  learning,  from  the  seducements  of 
dissipation  ;  economically^  that  by  a 
flitting  industrial  education,  we  may 
enable  them  rightly  to  apply  to,  and 
efficiently  develop  the  sources  of  wealth 
which  we  have  at  our  command. 

We  are  told,  indeed,  of  great  pro* 
llciency  in  mechanical  skill — of  nfany 
and  valuable  improvements  in  ma- 
chinery having  been  made  by  mere 
artizans ;  and  that  this  is  so  to  some 
extent,  we  have  no  doubt — that  from 
the  unceasing  companionship  with  his 
untiring  fellow.labourer,  machinery, 
our  labourer  must  acquire  consider- 
able intimacy  with  his  working,  we 
make  no  doubt.  The  saying  of  Lord 
Bacon  is  at  the  same  time,  brought 
forcibly  to  our  mind,  •<  That  in  the 
infancy  of  states  arms  flourish^n  its 
maturity,  arms  and  letters  for  a  short 
time — in  its  decline,  commerce  and  the 
mechanical  arts.**  But  the  pursuit  in 
which  education  is  most  needed,  and 
could  be  most  readily  communicated, 
the  progress  of  which,  in  proportion 
to  that  of  other  branches  of  industry, 
has  been  the  slowest,  and  yet,  which 
convinces  us  by  the  success  of  what 
has  been  done  pf  its  unbounded  capa- 
city for  further  development,  is,  strange 
to  say,  that  very  pursuit  which  is  most 
attractive  and  most  important  to  man, 
— the  cultivation  of  the  soil.  And 
this  brhigs  us  to  the  second  branch  of 
our  subject :  what  it  is  possible  to  ac- 
complish by  a  judicious  application 
even  of  the  modes  of  husbandry 
-which  are  already  known.  This  is 
abundantly  testified  in  the  volume  now 
before  us : — 

"  The  farms  in  the  wolds  and  moorish 
districts  of  Lincolnshire  are  very  exten- 
sive. Large  tracts,  which,  at  no  very 
distant  period,  were  entirely  covered 
with  heath  and  gorse,  or  were  all  bat 
worthless,  are  now  in  the  hiehest  state 
of  cultivation,  and  yield  the  finest  crops. 
In  proof  of  this  we  may  mention,  that 
the  extensive  tract  of  country  stretching 
from  Canwiok,  near  Lincoln,  to  Swav- 
. field,  .was  formerly  a  dreary  moor  with- 
out hpose  or  haJ^itation :  to  such  a  de- 
gree was  this  the  case^  that,  in  the  mid- 


dle of  the  last  century,  It  light  was  ex- 
hibited on  a  tower  at  IHmstan,  seventy 
feet  high,  on  this  moor,  to  guide  travel- 
lers at  night  along  this  pathless  waste. 
This  deserted  tract  is  now  one  of  the  best 
cultivated  in  England,  the  farms  into 
which  it  is  divided  having  so  rich  and  so 
finished  an  appearance,  that  they  seem 
rather  to  be  farmed  by  landlords,  as  an 
example  to  others,  than,  as  is  really  the 
case,  by  tenants  farming  for  profit,  and 
paying  high  rents.  In  other  parU  the 
imorovement  has  been  equally  great, 
and  many  thousands  of  acres,  which,  at 
the  date  of  Arthur  Young's  last  report 
(about  forty  years  since),  were  occupied 
as  rabbit-warrens,  are  now  in  the  high- 
est state  of  cultivation.  This  extraor- 
dinary improvement  has  been  principally 
brought  about  by  the  liberal  use  or  the 
bone  manure.  The  turnip  husbandry  is 
here  prosecuted  on  a  larger  scale  than 
in  any  other  part  of  Enfifland — a  single 
farmer  (Mr.  Dawson,  of  Withcall,  near 
Louth,)  has  usually  ab^t  600  acres  in 
turnips." 

Again,  of  Norfolk,  naturally  a  very 
poor  country,  consisting  of  a  light 
sandy  loam:-^ 

"  Previously  to  the  reign  of  George 
the  Second,  the  largest  portion  of  the 
north-west  part  of  the  county,  which  is 
now  the  most  improved,  consisted  of 
wastes,  sheep-walks,  and  warrens  of 
very  little  value.  These  were  converted 
into  highly.productive  lands,  by  enclos- 
ing, marling,  and  the  aid  of  turnip  hus- 
bandry." 

And  so  again,  of  East  Lothian,  and 
many  other  places  which  our  spaoe  pre- 
vents us  from  extracting  an  account 
of.  t  But  indeed  it  is  needless  to  multi- 
ply instances,  to  convince  every  man  of 
ordinary  observation,  of  the  great  ca- 
pacity for  further  development  which 
the  soil  of  the  country  admits  of. 
Much  has  been  done  by  many  enclo- 
sure acts  for  adding  to  the  amount  of 
land  which  can  profitably  be  cultiva- 
ted ;  very  nearly  four  thousand  en- 
closure acts  have  been  passed  from 
the  reign  of  Queen  Anne  to  the  pre- 
sent year ;  and  the  quantity  of  acres 
which  were  enclosed,  from  1790  to 
1832,  are  estimated  bv  Mr.  M'CuUoch 
at  upwards  of  ^\e  millions  and  a-half, 
and  the  produce  of  this  vast  accession 
of  land  he  conceives  to  have  been 
five-fold.  But  the  great  increase  whieh 
has  been  made  to  the  produee  of  the 
soil,  and  the  source  (so  fvr  as  we  know 
at  present)  to  which  we  miut  look  for 
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&  still  more  extended  field,  ia  m  the 
drainage  of  the  land,  and  the  alternate 
system  of  cropping.  We  are  supplied 
with  very  few  particulars  on  the  suh- 
jeet  of  drainage  bj  Mr.  M'Cullooh ;  he 
mentions,  with  regard  to  Ireland,  what 
we  all  must  admit,  that  until  of  very 
late  years,  hardly  anything  was  done 
in  the  way  of  draining :  latterly,  how- 
ever, a  great  improvement  has  sprung 
up  among  us  in  this  re8t>ect;  prizes 
are  given  for  the  best  drained  farms ; 
landlords  are  paying  in  very  many 
eaeofl  a  proportion,  in  some,  the  whole 
of  the  expenses  of  draining  their 
estates;  insisting,  as  of  course  they 
should,  that  such  drainage  shall  be 
conducted  as  they  direct  or  approve 
of;  and  although  we  know  some 
instances  in  which  these  intentions 
of  the  landlord  have  been  resisted, 
actually  resisted  by  the  tenant,  from 
s<»ne  undefined  apprehension  of  some 
covert  purpose  of  advantage  to  be 
taken  of  him  by  the  landlord,  yet 
we  find  few,  if  any,  farmers  in  Ire- 
land who  will  hesitate  to  acknowledge 
the  service  that  is  so  rendered  to  the 
soil.  In  the  absence  of  any  particulars 
as  to  Irish  drainaj^^ein  Mr.  M'CuUoch's 
work,  we  take  the  liberty  of  extract- 
ing the  following  passage  from  Sir 
Robort  Kane*s  excellent  book  :— 

"  That  the  advantages  derivable  from 
effective  drainage  are  fully  appreciated 
bj  our  agricultural  proprietors,  is  shown 
by  the  fact  that,  although  the  powers 
and  the  regulations  of  the  Board  of 
Works  are  yet  but  little  understood  by 
the  public,  there  had  been  applications 
and  snrveys  instituted  between  August, 
18^  when  the  act  passed,  and  April, 
1844,  for  the  drainage  of  48,293  acres 
of  land  liable  to  flood.  The  estimated 
cost  of  thoroughly  draining  these  lands 
amounted  to  X  129,811,  or  £2  Ids.  6d. 
per  acre.  The  expected  increase  in 
the  annual  setting  value  of  the  lands 
amounted  to  £16,489,  or  about  13  per 
cent,  on  the  capital  invested. 

**  A  featmre  in  these  drainage  opera- 
tions which  deserves  notice,  is  the 
amount  of  employment  which  thoy  af- 
ford. Of  the  £12i9,811,  estimated  above 
as  the  expense  of  these  operations,  it  is 
calculated  that  £96,000  would  be  ex- 
pended in  labour  alone ;  and  not  being 
necessarily  limited  in  time,  the  opera- 
'tlons  of  etudh  district  could  be  executed 
hj  the  labourers  of  the  district  when 
'  asrienltiiral  occupation  was  most  defi- 


This  last  paragraph  is  eminently  de- 
serving of  attention  at  the  present 
season.  On  referring  to  Mr.  Thom's 
book,  we  find  the  list  of  applications 
to  the  Drainage  Commissions  under 
the  5th  and  6th  Vic.  o.  89,  by  their 
'fourth  report,  dated  in  1846,  com^ 
prized  upwards  of  140,000  acres,  the 
estimated  cost  of  reclaiming  which 
was  £793,000.  Can  it  be  possible  that 
in  this  year  of  unparalleled  pressure, 
when  the  country  is  visited  oy  an  in* 
fliction,  the  like  of  which,  in  the  im- 

Eressive  language  of  Lord  Lansdowne, 
e  prayed  to  God  might  never  visit 
the  world  again,  as  he  knew  that  such 
had  never  visited  it  before ;  when  the 
proprietors  are  wholly  unable  to  make 
the  necessary  advances  ;  when  there 
will  be  a  demand  for  a  permanently- 
increased  supply  of  food  to  take  the 
place  of  the  more  abundant  crops 
which  have  failed  us ;  and  when  the 
unavoidable  poor-law  which  is  now 
permanently  imposed  on  us,  will  be,  at 
the  very  least,  for  some  years  four 
shilling^  in  the  pound  on  the  poor-law 
valuation  of  the  country — can  it  be 
possible  that  at  such  a  season,  and 
with  such  prospects*- with  such  pre- 
sent deficiency,  and  such  future  re- 
quirements—  the  imperial  exchequer 
'  will  close  its  coffers,  and  withhold  the 
grant  of  a  sum  which,  if  applied  to 
carry  out  the  purposes  of  these  applica- 
tions, would  go  far  in  mitigating  the 
present  distress,  and  would  so  materi- 
^ly  contribute  to  insuring  the  future 
produce  of  the  country  ?  Surely  it 
cannot  be. 

But  it  is  important  to  see  whe- 
ther, in  the^e  districts  of  Great  Bri- 
tain which  exhibit  so  rapid  an  ad- 
vance in  husbandry,  there  be  any 
causes  at  work  to  which  this  improve- 
ment is  referable — whether  beyond  the 
accident  of  an  enterprising  and  en^ 
couraging  landlord,  acting  by  his  ge- 
neral influence  and  example,  there 
be  any  practices  prevailing  through 
all  these  improved  districts  so  uni- 
versally, that  they  may  reasonably 
be  conceived  to  contribute  materially 
to  this  improvement,  if  not  whoUy  to 
occasion  it.  We  conceive  such  are 
to  be  found.  We  find,  universallv, 
in  all  the  districts  of  Great  Britain 
which  have  exhibited  the  most  rapid 
improvement,  the  existence  of  leases. 
To  this  we  ascribe  a  most  important 
influence  on  agricultural  prosperity. 
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although^   fttraDge   enough,  we    are 
obliged  to  say,  that  we  conceive  their 
action  on  the  improvement    of   the 
country  to  he  in  a  directly  opposite  di- 
rection to  that  which  Mr.  M'CuIloch 
ascribes  to  them.     He  conceives  it  is 
by  the  certainty  which  the  tenant  thus* 
enjoys  (that  he  will  reap  the  fruits  of 
his  labour)  that  leases  stimulate  the 
farmer's  exertions.     We  believe  that 
it  is  by  the  certainty  of  the  termina- 
tion of  his  interest  in  a  certain  limited 
period^  that  he  is  spurred  on  to  exer- 
tion.    Nothing,  we  are  satisfied,  and 
freely  admit,  could  by  possibility  ope- 
rate more  prejudicially  to  the  agricul- 
tural improvement  of  the  country  than 
any  apprehension  on  the  mind  of  the 
tenant  that  he  should  be  unjustly  de- 
prived of  the  fruits  of  his  outlay  and 
nis  industry.    If  such  injustice  were  of 
common  occurrence,  we  would  most 
unquestionably  say  that  the  security 
which    the  tenant  derived  from  his 
lease  was  the  very  first  step  to  an  im- 
proved state  of  things ;  but  the  case  is 
not  so — the  instances  are  very  rare,  in- 
deed, where  the  tenant,  who  pays  his 
Stipulated  rent  regularly,  is  deprived 
of  his  farm  before  he  has  enjoyed  it 
for  a  sufficient  time  to  reap  fully  aU 
the  advantages  of  his  capital  and  skill. 
Were  it  otherwise,  the    farmers    of 
Enfi^land  would  not  have  continued 
without  leases,  as  the  greater  number 
of  them  are,  down  to  the  present  time. 
No  ;  but  it  is  because  he  knows  that, 
in  practice,  he  never  will  be  removed 
while  he  continues  to  pay  his  rentj 
that  the  habit  of  not  giving  leases 
works  much  of  the  ill  which  accompa- 
nies the  pen[>etuities  with  which  we  are 
familW  in  Ireland.  The  farming  leases 
which  are  given  in  England  are  gene- 
tally  for  seven  or  fourteen  years  ;  the 
first  term  is  probably  too  short ;  it  can 
hardly  enable  the  cultivator  to  reap 
the  full  advantage  of  his  outlay.     We 
must  no  doubt  bear  in  mind  that  it  is 
the  practice  of  English  landlords  to 
give  possession  to  the  tenant  of  his 
ikt'm,  fully  appointed  with  bai'ns,  store- 
houses, and  dwelling-house,  all  well 
and  sufi^ciently  fenced  and  hedged ; 
his  outlay  is  consequently  altogether  in- 
significant in  comparison  of  that  which 
14  required  of  the  tenant  with  us ;  ne- 
Tertheless,  we  conceive  that  seven  years 
is  altogether  too  short  a  tenure  for  the 
farmer,  and  would  say  that  the  Scotch 
have  approximated  much  more  closely 


to  the  reasonable  term^  by  fixisg  \U  as 
their  custom  is,  at  nineteen  years ;  « 
term  which  has  been  selected  in  order 
to  allow  of  three  courses  of  a  ox-shi^ 
alternation,  with  a  year  over.  Ia  a 
note  to  Mr.  M*Culloch's  edition  qf 
Adam  Smith,  we  find  the  latc^  Mr.  0&- 
ver,  of  Loch  End,  one  of  the  most,  ia- 
telligent  farmers  in  the  empire,  ^viog 
his  opinion  decidedly  in  favour  of  the 
nineteen  years'  lease  :•— 

"  The  tenure  under  which  we  hold," 
he  says,  **  gives  us  perfect  security  that 
we  shall  reap  the  full  benefit  of  our  out- 
lays, at  the  same  time  that  the  certainty 
that  our  interest  in  the  land  will  cease 
at  the  expiration  of  nineteen  years, 
prompts  to  a  vigorous  and  instant  exe^ 
oution  of  the  necessary  improvemento." 

As  one  most  important  step,  then, 
towards  the  improvement  of  the  i^ii- 
culturid  interest,  we  emphatically  eaH 
upon  ^e  landlords  of  Ix^nd  to  abet- 
lish  that  system^  as  ruinous  to  them»- 
selves  as  to  their  tenantry,  of  granting 
those  interminable  leases  which  are  85 
common  amongst  us.  What  could 
possibly  be  invented  more  certain  of 
encouraging  the  very  worst  treatment 
of  the  soil,  than  the  habit  of  letting  oa 
three  lives  or  thirty-one  years ;  some 
of  the  lives  most  generally  survive 
the  term  of  years ;  in  fact  the  lives  is 
the  tenure  that  is  looked  to,  the  years 
are  but  as  a  security  in  the  event  of 
the  lives  failing  by  any  mischance. 
Here,  then,  is  every  possible  encou- 
ragement held  out  to  mismanagement ; 
the  years  run  out,  and  the  Uvea  are 
getting  ol4;  it  would  be  gross,  impro^ 
vidence  to  incur  any  great  outlay  on 
such  a  holding ;  it  may  be  daily  ex- 
pected to  fall  into  the  landlord,  it  bo> 
comes  the  tenant's  interest  to  rack  the 
soil  to  the  uttermost,  to  seize  on  what- 
ever produce  may  be  for  the  instant 
most  profitable,  as  he  knows  not  the 
moment  his  interest  may  terminate— 
the  land  is  worn  out  and  exhausted* 
corn  crop  after  corn  crop  is  taken 
from  it,  it  continues  under  this  most 
ruinous  treatment,  incapable  of  im- 
provement itself,  and  an  example  of 
the  most  wretched  husbandry  to  every* 
thing  about  it ;  an  effectual  hindrance 
to  the  spread  of  improved  practices; 
until  at  last  it  returns  to  the  landlord^ 
at  the  dropping  of  the  last  lifla,  so 
completely  out  of  hear^  that  it  exlwusta 
the  whole  capital  of  ih^  sucoeediogte- 
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fa&t  in  the  endeavour  to  bring  it  into 
anjtlang  Kke  working  condition. 

But  the  long  tenures  of  thb  country. 
Id  M^ftion  to  objections  to  which  Mr. 
dtrer  shows  they  are  liable^  that,  name- 
ly, of  fostering  slothfalness,  and  encou- 
raging procrastination,  are  further 
objectionable,  as  being  the  sreat  en- 
oouragement  to  sub-letting,  that  most 
fertile  source  of  agricultural  backward- 
ness. If  the  lease  be  short,  it  will  ob- 
Tiously  not  be  for  the  interest  of  any 
one  to  sub- divide  the  farm,  the  tenure 
will  be  too  soon  brought  to  a  close ; 
but  when  the  lease  is  for  a  long  term, 
the  farmer  to  whom  it  was  made  ao- 
quires,  by  sub-division,  a  provision  for 
his  SODS  and  sons^in-Iaw,  and  by  suU- 
letting  he  aequiree  a  tenantry  of  his 
own  ;  he  affects  the  habits,  and  apes 
the  manners  of  his  betters ;  instead  of 
eoHivating  the  land  by  his  own  exer- 
tion and  with,  his  own  capital,  he  leases 
it  out  to  the  poorer  orasses,  as  defi- 
eient  in  capital  as  in  skill,  and  mayhap 
eonverts  what  he  holds  in  his  own 
huadM  into  pasturage;  he  keeps  his 
4*9  and  his  gun  certainly,  perhaps  his 
kanter ;  he  breeds  his  horse  or  two, 
aaid  persuades  himself  that,  by  showing 
1dm  off  alter  the  bounds,  he  is  engaged 
io  kis  legitimate  business ;  he  seeks,  for 
want  of  employment,  to  obtain  some 
of  ^e  small  receiverships  in  which 
the  country  abounds,  and  thus  adds  to 
his  money,  and  brings  himself  some- 
what into  contact  with  the  upper 
chissos  ;  but  all  this  while,  the  farms 
whidi  he  sub-let  are  being  (gradually 
sob-divided,  from  the  necessity  of  an  in- 
creasing population — a  pauper  ten- 
antry, without  skill,  industrv,  or  capi- 
tal, are  growing  up  on  the  estate, 
and  when  the  original  fEurm  falls  into 
the  landlord's  hands,  he  finds  it  over- 
ran with  an  inci4[)able  multitude,  whom 
the  whole  rent  would  not  support  for 
a  quarter  of  a  year.  As  one  of  the 
mnnmeraUe  instances  with  which  we 
are  all  ftmiiliar,  it  is  in  evidence  before 
Lord  Devon's  commission,  that  on  an 
estate  of  Lord  Palmerston,  which 
was  let  some  sixty  or  seventy  years 
ago  to  six  tenants,  for  three  lives  or 
t&tv-one  years,  on  its  lately  fall- 
11^  rato  the  present  landlord,  two 
hundred  and  eighty  tenants  were  in 
occupation  of  it;  and  the  whole  rental 
would  not  support  this  multitude  for 
two  monthsk  Most  wofblly  will  the 
system  of  long  leases  ftU  upon  the 


holders  of  land,  now  that  a  poor- 
rate,  rendered  unavoidable  by  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  country,  is  about  to 
come  into  operation — now  that  the 
legislature  have  declared  that  the  des- 
titute poor  must  be  provided  for. 

But  not  only  are  the  leases  short  in 
the  most  successful  of  the  agricultural 
districts  of  Great  Britain,  but  they 
almost  universally  impose  upon  the 
tenant  a  prescribed  mode  of  cultiva- 
tion. On  the  Holkam  estate,  in  Nor- 
folk, the  same  course  of  cultivation 
has  been  enforced  for  very  many  years. 
Mr.  M'Culloch  tells  us,  that  "  in  East 
Lothian,  Berwickshire,  Northumber- 
land, and  all  the  best  cultivated  coun- 
ties, leases  invariably  contain  regula- 
tions in  regard  to  the  rotation  of  c^ops, 
and  the  proportion  of  the  farm  to  be 
applied  to  culineferous  crops,  green 
crops,  grass,  &c."  This  surely  is  a 
custom  which  ought  to  be  introduc- 
ed into  this  country.  Restrictions 
upon  trade  are  for  the  most  part 
anything  but  beneficial ;  but  the  rea- 
son they  are  not  so,  is  because  that 
the  interest  of  the  person  who  is  di- 
rectly concerned  in  the  profit  (in  mer- 
cantile engagements  for  example)  most 
frequently  instructs  him  in  what  course 
is  most  advantageous,  and  is  the  str  opg- 
est  incentive  that  can  be  applied  to 
him  to  induce  him  to  follow  it ;  but  so 
long  as  the  landlords  of  the  country 
who  impose  the  obligations,  are  better 
informed  than  the  tenant  who  is  to 
carry  them  out,  so  long  must  the  prac- 
tice of  prescribing  peculiar  modes  of 
culture  be  a  beneficial  one,  and  one 
peculiarly  to  be  desired  in  so  back- 
ward a  country — one  so  wholly  averse 
to  improvement  as  our  own. 

The  next  characteristic  that  we  find 
common  to  all  the  improving  agricultu- 
ral districts,  is,  that  the  tarmers  are 
possessed  of  abundant  capital.  **  The 
prosperity  of  agriculture  in  all  coun- 
tries, ancient  and  modern,"  says  Mr. 
Oliver,  <'has  always  depended,  and 
ever  must  depend,  on  the  capital  pos- 
sessed bv  the  actual  cultivators  of  the 
soil.*'  ^he  capital  of  a  farmer  is,  of 
course,  great  or  small  in  proportion 
to  the  extent  and  to  the  requirements 
of  the  farm  which  be  undertakes.  In 
every  country  the  original  capital, 
whether  engaged  in  agriculture,  or  in 
any  other  industrial  pursuit,  must  ne- 
cessarily have  been  but  trifling;  by 
skill,  industry,  and  frugality,  it  aecu« 
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mulateA;  but  as  its  increase  in  agri- 
oultnre  must  greatly  depend  upon  the 
development  of  the  capabilities  of  the 
floily  nothing  can  impede  its  accumula- 
^on,  or  prevent  its  successful  applica- 
tion, so  much  as  the  habit  of  farmers 
tindertaking  a  greater  quantity  of  laud 
than  their  capital  is  equal  to.  The 
proportion  that  should  exist  between 
capital  and  the  extent  of  the  fiurm,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  lay  down  with  ac- 
curacy— much  must  depend  upon  the 
quality  and  nature  of  the  soil,  the 
courses  that  it  admits  o(  the  condition 
that  it  is  in  when  the  tenant  goes  into 
possession,  and  many  other  considera- 
•tions ;  but  it  may  be  said,  that  without 
ftom  £8  to  £10  or  £12  for  every  acre, 
•it  is  utterly  hopeless  that  anything  like 
•efficient  cultivation  can  be  attained. 
The  rigidity  with  which  agricultural 
capital  has  accumulated  in  parts  of 
this  kingdom,  is  strongly  illustrated  by 
comparing  the  present  condition  of  the 
Scotch  and  many  of  the  English  fiurm- 
ers,  with  the  following  opinions  of 
Edmund  Burke,  himself  an  eminent 
agriculturist,  and,  like  most  other  truly 
g^eat  mra,  passionately  devoted  to  the 
pursuit;  in  his  «  Thoughts  and  Details 
on  Scarcity"  we  read : — 

"In  most  parts  of  England  which 
have  fallen  within  my  observation,"  he 
says,  **  I  have  rarely  known  a  farmer 
who  to  his  own  trade  had  not  added 
some  other  employment  or  traffic,  that, 
after  a  course  of  the  most  unremitting 
parsimony,  and  labour,  and  persevering 
m  his  busmess  for  a  long  course  of  years, 
died  worth  more  than  paid  bis  debts, 
leaving  his  posterity  to  continue  in  nearly 
the  same  equal  connict  between  industry 
and  want,  in  which  the  last  predecessor, 
and  a  long  line  of  predecessors  before 
him  lived  and  died." 

When  we  contrast  Scotland,  and 
part  of  England  at  the  present  day, 
and  the  amount  of  agricultural  capi- 
tal which  is  there  accumulatedj  with 
these  opinions  coming  from  such  a 
man — a  man  no  less  unbounded  in 
his  knowledge  than  startling  in  his  fore- 
sight,  we  feel  that  we  could  have  no 
more  forcible  admonition  addressed  to 
us,  never  to  despair  of  the  resources 
of  our  country,  or  to  distrust  its  ca- 
pabilities bein?  equal  to  any  demands 
which  could  hy  possibility  be  made 
upon  them.  When  the  amount  of  the 
farmer's  capital  is,  then,  of  such  vital 


ooncern  to  us  all,  nothing  can  be  more 
ruinous  than  any  practice  which  has 
the  effect  of   reducing   tiiis    capital 
just  at  the  time  when  he  most  iMeds 
it,  namely,  when  he  is  entering  on  his 
-farm;    the  custom,  consequently,  of 
letting  lands  on  fine,  is  most  justly 
<SQndemiied  by  Mr.  M'CuUooh;  it  is  a 
practice  which,  he  tells  us,  is  hardly 
now  known  at  all  in  Engiand,  an4 
•which,  by  reason  of  the  strict  law  of 
entail  which  prevails  in  Scotland,  hm 
been  pronounced  illegal  in  that  ooniv- 
try.     A  very  generid  practice  whlc^ 
prevails  now  in  parts  of  Ivdaud,  and 
those  too  which  are  moat  rapidly  im- 
proving, is  very  much  of  the  same  ill 
-tendency,  that,  namely,  of  imposing  a 
condition  on  the  tenant,  that  he  shall 
erect  a  dwelling-house  of  a  smtabla 
description  on  his  farm.  Where  the 
lease  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  for  a  short 
term  of  years,  this  is  virtually  tanta- 
mount to  a  fine.     In  twenty-one,  or 
even  thirty-one  years,  the  house  is 
little  worse  of  the  wear,  and  falls  in  to 
the  landlord,  to  increase  by  so  muoh 
the  value  of  the  farm  for  his  aneceed- 
ing  tenant.    Unquestionahly,  it  would 
be  better  for  idi  parties,  that  Uie  land- 
lord should,  as  in  England  and  Seot- 
land,  take  on  himself  the  ereotioB  of  a 
suitable  dwelling-house  for  his  tenant; 
it  would  leave  the  tenant  his  capitid 
available  for  the  right  cultivation  of 
the  soil ;  it  would  increase  the  produce, 
and  imp^ove  the  agriculture  of  the 
country ;  and  the  benefit  to  the  land- 
lord, in  the  improved  condition  of  his 
farm,  would  be  at  the  least  equal*  if 
not  much  greater,  than  in  the  mere 
possession  of  a  dwelling-house  on  an 
unimproved  farm. 

The  next  feature  which  we  find 
common  to  all  the  improved  agricul- 
tural districts  both  of  England  and 
Scotland,  is  the  alternate  system  of 
cropping.  It  is  needless  to  quote 
instances  in  illustration  or  con&rma- 
tion  of  this.  It  is  now  universally 
acknowledged,  that  withouia  judicious 
alternation  of  crops,  varying  with  the 
nature  and  qualities  of  the  soil,  that  it 
is  impossible  to  develop  the  reeouroea 
of  the  land.  It  were  needless  to  dwell 
upon  the  simple  principles  by  wbioh 
the  necessity  for  an  alternation  of 
«rops  is  established.  To  Sir  Humphry 
Davy,  and  other  eminent  chemists  who 
succeeded  hin,  both  French  and  Elng- 
liiA,  these  prinoii^  ova  thehr  diaoo- 
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very,  and  they  now  are  generally 
acknowledged  by  us  all.  That  each 
crop  18  composed  of  particles,  ab- 
etraoted  either  ftom  the  eartl^  the 
air,  or  water ;  that  these  original  ele- 
ments enter  in  Tarious  proportions 
into  different  descriptions  of  produce  | 
that  the  consequence  of  a  saocessioB 
of  the  same  crop  on  the  same  soil,  is 
to  abetraot  completely  from  that  soil 
the  pecaliar  elements  which  enters 
most  largely  into  the  composition  of 
such  crop;  that  on  the  contrary,  by 
sowing  some  other  seedf  the  earth 
will  reoover  from  the  atmosphere,  or 
the  rains,  or  the  plants  thus  grown 
on  it,  the  elements  which  have  been 
so  largely  abstracted  from  it;  that 
tlras,  DY  the  mere  alternation  of 
crops,  the  land  is  invigorated,  with* 
out  the  inactivity  of  lying  idle  in 
fallow,  the  produce  of  the  earth  is  in- 
creased, and  the  vsriety  of  its  products 
extended.  It  must  be  quite  unneces- 
sary to  dwell  upon  this  subject;  we 
are  satisfied  that  its  truth  and  import- 
ance is  acknowledged  by  every  man  of 
intelligenoe  throt^out  the  empire, 
and  that  many,  very  many  of  the  land- 
lords of  Ireland,  who  see  their  estates 
wasted  before  their  eyes,  by  the 
wretched  system  of  ^ming  which 
prevails  with  us,  for  the  most  part, 
would  gladly  encourage  and  enforce 
the  improved  system ;  but  they 
in  too  many  cases  cannot.  They  have 
given  perpetuities — or  what,  so  far  as 
they  are  concerned,  amounts  to  perpe- 
tuities— ^to  their  tenants;  they  have 
parted  with  all  control  over  their  own 
property,  and  when  occasionally  a  finrm 
does  fall  in,  it  is  so  cumbered  with  a 
poor,  dejected  tenantry,  whose  imme- 
diate subsistence  is  the  great  pressing 
object  of  their  lives,  who  unoerstand 
Bot  or  care  not  for  anything  which 
deserves  to  be  called  improvement, 
that  it  requires  more  energy  and  stea- 
diness, rorbearance  and  capability, 
than  falbtothe  lot  of  most  tnen  to  insist 
upon  such  a  sweeping  reformation  in 
their  habits  and  management,  as  the  in- 
troduction of  a  totally  new  system  of 
X 'culture  would  amount  to.  As  to 
2ting  anything  in  the  shape  of  sgri- 
colturai  improvement  in  this  country 
by  the  mere  force  of  example,  we 
wholly  despair  of  it.  It  must  be  sti- 
mulated, urged  on,  constantly  enforced 
by  the  landlord,  or  it  never  will  gain 
grooad  ameiig  us,    Sven  in  Bnglaad, 


mere  exsraple  has  little  or  no  influ- 
ence. We  read  in  Mr.  M'Culloch 
that— 

*^  What  is  well-known  and  systema- 
tically practised  in  one  county  [of  Ene- 
land]  is  frequently  nnknowa  or  utterly 
di&regarded  in  toe  adjacent  districts; 
and  what  is  to  every  unprejudiced  ob- 
server evidently  erroneous  and  prejudi- 
dtcial  to  the  land,  is  in  some  quarters 
persisted  in  most  pertinaciously,  though 
a  journey  of  not  many  miles  would  open 
to  the  view  the  beneficial  effects  of  a 
contrary  practice." 

He  tells  us  that  it  is  estimated  that 
one-tenth  of  the  arable  land  in  Eng- 
land is  lost  by  fences.  He  tells  us,  too, 
that  throughout  the  south  and  west  of 
England,  in  light  and- sandy  soils,  no- 
thing is  more  common,  even  at  the 
present  day,  than  to  see,  very  frequent- 
ly, as  manj  as  ^ve  horses  plooghing, 
iSX  yoked  m  a  line.  Now,  when  we 
recollect  that  a  driver  is  necessary 
where  there  is  more  than  two  horses, 
the  increased  expense  of  such  a  mode 
of  ploughing  would  appear  most  obvi- 
ous ;  and  when  we  bear  in  mind  that 
a  horse  will  consume  the  produce  of 
one  acre  in  six  that  he  tUls,  that  he 
will  eat  as  much  as  eight  men,  it  is 
equally  plain  that  the  provision  for  the 
people  of  the  country  is  most  materi- 
ally lessened  by  this  most  iigudicious 
practice.  When  example,  then,  has 
had  so  little  influence  in  England,  will 
the  landlords  of  Ireland  venture  to 
rely  upon  its  action  with  us,  and  will 
they  not  rather,  in  every  possible 
instance,  by  clauses  as  to  manage- 
ment in  leases,  or  whatever  other 
mode  may  be  found  practicable,  insist 
upon  their  estates  bemg  turned,  by  ju- 
dicious culture,  to  the  best  advantage 
for  themselves,  their  tenantry,  and  the 
people  of  the  country  for  whose  suste- 
nance the  land  is  provided. 

Mr.  Sharman  Crawford,  a  gentle- 
man whose  character  and  experience 
makes  him  the  very  first  authority  on 
aubjects  of  this  nature,  enters  into  a 
oatculation  of  the  produce  of  the  ara- 
ble lands  of  Great  Britain,  supposing 
them  to  be  cultivated  on  a  regular 
system  of  husbandry.  It  occurs  in  his 
<<  Defence  of  the  Small  Farmers  of 
Ireland,*'  which  is  the  very  best  eoo- 
aomical  pamphlet  ooncerninff  Ireland 
that  we  ever  fell  in  with.  Although 
-Mr.   Crawford's  oaloolations  are  so 
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admirably  clear  as  to  defy  misappre- 
hensiony  we  yet  are  precluded  by  our 
limits  from  giving  tbem  insertion :  he 
takes  two-fiuhs  of  the  arable  land  to 
be  in  corn  orops^  one-fifth  in  green 
crops  (as  potatoes^  turnips,  beans, 
£(C.)»  ftod  the  remaining  two-fifths  in 
clover  uid  other  grasses,  for  the  feed- 
ing of  animals ;  and  the  result  is 


Torn. 

Total  anlmitl  food  and  butter 1 ,000,000 

Total  vegeUble  food 47,619,996 

Total  weight  of  hamMi  food 48,519,996 


But  Mr.  M'Cullooh  has  a  sovereign 
panacea  for  every  agricultural  difficul- 
ty— an  abracadabra  which  is  to  unlock, 
in  their  inmost  recesses,  the  sources  of 
agricultural  fertility,  and  to  bring 
forth  an  amount  of  luxuriance  such  as 
the  world  has  never  yet  witnessed. 
This  magic  charm,  which  is  alluded 
to  in  almost  every  page  of  Mr.  M'Cul- 
loch's  book  that  is  at  all  connected 
with  agriculture,  as  though  he  feared 
the  most  cursory  reader  should  ever 
chance  to  take  it  up  without  learning 
the  potent  spell,  is  the  consolidation  of 
small  farms.  Let  farms  but  run  Arorn 
four  hundred  to  six  hundred  acres,  or 
^Y^  hundred  at  a  medium,  and  Ceres 
will  revel  in  the  earth  again,  and  the 
golden  age  will  be  restored.  The 
most  favoured  districts  of  the  kingdom 
are  yet  much  short  of  what  Mr. 
M'CuUoch  requires  in  this  respect. 
In  the  northern  counties  of  England 
the  average  size  of  the  farms  is  two 
hundred  and  eighty-seven  acres.  This 
does  not  satisfy  Mr.  M'CuUoch.  Still 
less  does  the  average  size  of  the  farms 
of  the  whole  of  England,  which  he  es- 
timates atiU>out  one  hundred  and  sixty, 
to  one  hundred  and  seventy  acres.  As 
to  Scotland,  he  does  not  give  us  any 
exact  calculation;  the  land  occupied 
by  tenants,  he  says,  is  worth  £5,200,000 
-Ithe  number  of  tenants,  according  to 
the  census  of  1841,  being  54,873,  it 
ibllows  that  each  pays  about  £95  a- 
year  rent.  This,  however,  includes 
every  description  of  land  which  it  is 
worth  while  to  apply  to  any  purpose  of 
production  whatsoever,  whether  of 
tillage,  or  those  extensive  sheep  walks 
of  the  Highlands  which  are  let  in  the 
gross,  without  any  acreable  rent  ascer- 
tained, running  along  the  skirts  and 
the  stdea  of  the  mountams.«-the  ave- 
rage acreable  rent  for  all  this  (not  in- 


cluding holdings  under  one  acre)  ap- 
pears to  be  about  six  shillings,  which 
would  leave  the  average  size  of  all  the 
farms  in  Scotland  at  about  three  hun- 
dred acres.  Such  farms,  consequently^ 
as  are  of  the  same  character  with  the 
farms  of  England  and  Ireland,  and 
can  alone  enter  into  the  comparison* 
ordinary  tillage  or  pasture  lands,  must 
rate  at  a  much  lower  average  than 
three  hundred  acres.  In  Ireland,  the 
average  size  of  farms  above  one  acre 
appears,  by  the  census  return  of  1841^ 
to  have  been  about  twenty-nine  acres. 
"These  returns,"  says  Mr.  M'Cul- 
locb,  **  set  the  smaliness  of  the  farms 
in  Ireland  in  the  most  striking  light ; 
they  show  that  of  a  total  of  658,309 
holdings  of  more  than  one  acre,  only 
48,3 1 2  exceeded  thirty  acres."  Such* 
then,  bemg  the  size  of  the  farms 
throughout  the  kingdom,  the  produc- 
tive powers  of  the  land  are,  in  the 
judgment  of  Mr.  M'Cullocb,  and  many 
other  competent  authorities  contracted 
and  ruinously  enveloped  by  reason  of 
the  undue  sub-division  of  the  soil. 

This  is,  beyond  all  doubt,  a  sub- 
ject of  the  very  utmost  importance 
to  entertain  right  views  upon,  and  we 
do  not  affect  to  disgpiisefrom  ourselves 
that  it  is  also  a  subject  of  no  ordinary 
difficulty.  Although  it  appears  to  us 
to  be  lutogether  absurd  to  ascribe  to 
the  consolidation  of  small  farms  all  the 
influence  which  Mr.  M'CuUoch  attri- 
butes to  it,  and  to  look  upon  the  ques- 
tion as  one  that  does  not  admit  of  a 
particle  of  doubt,  we  cannot  conceal 
from  ourselves  that  many  eminent  au- 
thorities, and  much  plausible  reason- 
ing, may  be  produced  on  behalf  of  the 
large  farms  ;  it  may  be  said  to  be  the 
prevailing  theory  throughout  the  whole 
of  Scotland ;  we  never  were  in  com- 
pany with  a  Scotch  agriculturist  yet, 
who  did  not  introduce  it  as  the  doc- 
trine of  all  others  which  he  delighteth 
to  dwell  upon,  and  perhaps  no  small 
portion  of  Mr.  M^Culloch's  zeal  in  the 
matter  may  be  referred  to  his  national 
sympathies.  He  argues  (supported  by 
the  authority  of  Arthur  Young  and 
Mr.  Wakefield)  that  the  large  farms 
must  give  the  greatest  scope  to  im- 
provement ;  that  they  allow  of  the  di- 
vision of  labour  being  carried  to  the 
farthest  extent ;  and  Uiat  they  provide 
constant  occupation  for  the  farmer 
himself,  and  for  every  person  who  is 
engaged  on  them;   differing  in  thia 
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respect  from  the  small  farms>  where, 
except  in  seed  time  and  harvest,  there 
is  no  sufficient  employment,  and  where, 
consequently,  habits  of  indolence  and 
sloth  are  unavoidably  contracted.  This 
last  reason,  that  of  affording  constant 
occupation  for  every  one  employed  on 
them,  and  chiefly  as  affording  full  em- 
ployment to  the  farmer  himself  for  the 
whole  of  his  time,  is  the  argument  that 
we  have  ourselves  heard  most  fre- 
quently advanced  by  intelligent  Scotch- 
men in  behalf  of  their  favourite  sys- 
tem. As  this  is  an  argument  which 
has  considerable  weight  with  skilful 
and  practical  men,  it  is  certainly  deserv- 
ing of  attention ;  but  after  all  (so  far  as 
concerns  the  farmer  himself),  to  what 
does  it  amount  but  simply  to  this,  that 
the  man  whose  capital  does  not  enable 
him  to  take  a  large  farm  must  encoun- 
ter all  the  inconvenience  of  a  small 
one ;  that  if  his  circumstances  do  not 
allow  him  to  enter  upon  a  field  where 
bis  whole  time  can  bis  advantageously 
occupied,  he  must  perforce  content 
himself  with  a  more  restricted  sphere 
of  action  ;  this,  we  conceive,  is  an  in- 
convenience of  his  birth  or  position,  it 
is  one  of  the  inequalities  of  advantage 
which  occur  in  every  position  and 
situation  of  life;  and  on  what  principle 
is  it  that  the  agriculturist  should  be  de- 
barred from  engaging  in  such  a  farm 
as  his  capital  warrants  him  in  entering 
on,  because,  forsooth,  that  farm  is  not 
sufficient  to  employ  all  his  time?  is 
there  any  imperious  obligation  on  the 
human  race  that  the  whole  of  their 
waking  hours  should  be  engaged  in 
the  pursuit  of  gain  ?  or  if  a  man  feels 
within  him  a  predilection  for  a  particu- 
lar occupation,  if  he  has  energy,  and  in- 
dustry, and  liking,  to  concur  m  ensur- 
ing him  success  and  a  competent  live- 
lihood, is  he  to  be  debarred  from 
exercising  these  qualities  for  his  own 
behalf? — is  he  to  be  told  that  he  must 
engage  himself  as  steward  to  some  pro- 
prietor, as  overseer  to  some  wealthy 
farmer,  because  indeed  that  his  capi- 
tal is  only  equal  to  undertaking  a 
farm  of  some  sixty  or  a  hundred  acres, 
and  that  if  he  engages  in  this,  he  will 
be  a  part  of  his  time  idle ;  because  he 
must  spend  a  part  of  his  time  in  attend- 
ing on  the  silent  workings  of  nature,  his 
mighty  fellow-laborer;  because,  that 
such  is  unavoidably  his  position,  he  is 
bj  this  new  system  forcibly  expelled 
from  a  pursuit  to  which  he  is  inclined. 


and  forcibly  sentenced  to  some  occu- 
pation which  he  hates  ;  but  to  be 
sure  be  has  the  satisfaction  of  being 
able  to  spend  his  whole  time  at  it.  We 
have  asked  Scotchmen  of  considerable 
intelligence  and  experience,  whether 
they  ever  knew  an  instance  of  a  labor- 
ing man  rising  to  the  position  of  a 
holder  of  land,  and  found  that  the 
cases  were  so  few  as  to  justify  us  in 
saying  that  it  can  rarely  if  ever  occur. 
One  most  intelligent  and  efficient  agent, 
who  had  charge  of  great  estates,  told 
us  that  in  his  whole  experience  he  knew 
of  but  one  such  instance,  and  in  that 
case  the  person  to  whom  he  referred, 
had  previously  realised  £1500  capital, 
by  jobbing  in  cattle.  The  consequence 
of  this  system  is,  that  the  rural  dis- 
tricts of  Scotland  are  gradually  be- 
coming dispeopled,  their  hardy  sons 
are  driven  n'om  the  soil  to  which  they 
gladly  would  have  i4>plied  themselves, 
and  forced  into  the  widely-extending 
and  manufacturing  districts  of  Scot- 
land, or  driven,  with  their  enterprise 
and  industry,  to  transfer  these  inesti- 
mable qualities  to  another  land.  We 
believe,  and  are  convinced,  that  this 
system,  if  persevered  in — ^if  carried  omt 
universally  throughout  both  kingdoms, 
will  be  rum,  permct  ruin  to  the  coun- 
try; its  cruelty  and  tyrannical  injustice 
ought  of  themselves  to  be  sufficient  to 
arrest  the  evil.  There  does  exist^ — it 
is  idle  to  deny  it — there  does  exbt  in 
mankind  an  affection  for  the  soil  and 
for  agricultiural  pursuits.  The  noblest 
and  the  best  have  felt  and  manifested 
this  affection  most.  Watch  the  small 
farmer  of  a  holiday,  and  see  if  his 
course  does  not  lie  towards  his  **  bit 
of  land;*'  and  though  it  be  but  to  piill 
up  a  weed,  or  throw  aside  a  stone,  his 
delight  is  in  lingering  about  the  spot 
on  which  his  industry  is  exercised. 
Does  any  other  occupation  present  a 
similar  feature,  or  anything  at  all  like 
it ;  and  is  it  humane — is  it  just — that 
the  great  mass  of  the  people  shoidd  be 
forcibly  excluded  by  this  new  fanciful 
theory  from  a  branch  of  industry 
which  they  are  thus  created  with  a 
preference  and  with  a  capability  for  ? 
What  title  can  the  proprietors  of  land 
produce  to  justify  them  in  such  a 
course?  We  are  precluded,  by  the 
nature  of  this  article,  in  which  we 
would  avoid  all  political  discussion, 
from  entering  upon,  as  we  could  de- 
sire, the  eminently    unconstitutional 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


124 


JfffieultHral  Resources  of  the  Kingdom* 


[Jrfy. 


tendency  of  this  dootrine  of  oonso- 
lidating  the  small  farm«  of  the  country. 
We  take  it,  that  there  is  no  one  who 
has  given  ever  so  slight  a  consideration 
to  the  nature  of  our  constitution^  who 
will  not  acknowledge  how  mainly  its 
chief  and  most  viduable  institutions 
are  based  and  supported  on  a  tone  of 
public  opinion  which  has  been  trans- 
mitted to  us  from  remote  periods — 
one  which  the  circumstances  of  the 
times  naturally  gave  rise  ,  to  it,  but 
which  could  never  have  grown  up 
amongst  us  spontaneously  under  our 
present  circumstances  and  relations-^ 
and  equally  impossible  will  it  be  to 
deny  that  the  agricultural  interesty 
with  its  associations^  its  permanence^ 
and  its  social  tendencies,  has  been  the 
connecting-link  whereby  this  origi- 
nal phase  of  opinion  has  been  hand- 
ed down  to  us.  Abolish  this  tone 
of  public  feeling,  and  you  overthrow 
the  institutions  which  it  supports. 
Let  the  agricultural  interests  become 
but  disproportioned  to  the  other  great 
interests  of  the  country,  and  the  pub- 
lie  opinion  is  revolutionized.  It  is 
not  for  us  here,  as  we  have  said,  it  is 
not  within  the  scope  of  this  notice  to 
enter  into  any  comparison  of  the 
agricultural  and  other  pursuits  on  the 
character  and  condition  of  a  people-— 
that  the  difference  in  their  effects  is 
enormous,  no  man  will  venture  to 
deny ;  but  we  have  said  enough  to 
indicate  how  complete  a  revolution 
would  be  wrought,  if  Mr.  M'CulIoch's 
desire  of  cutting  up  England  into 
farms  of  500  acres  were  carried  out. 
He  would  have  the  twenty-nine  mil- 
lions of  acres  which  constitute  the 
arable  land  of  England  divided  among 
58,000  farmers,  but  58,000  persons 
and  the  proprietors  to  support  the 
agricultural  interests  of  England 
against  the  other  active,  restless,  en- 
croaching interests  of  the  country; 
every  other  man  working  on  the  soil 
is  to  be  a  cottager,  with  perhaps  a 
small  patch  of  garden,  but  wholly  un- 
qualified to  obtain  political  influence,  or 
to  exercise  it  if  it  were  extended  to  him. 
We  cannot  here  enter  farther  into  this 
branch  of  the  subject,  and  the  host  of 
considerations  which  it  brings  along 
with  it ;  the  system  is  pregnant  with 
political  evil,  it  is  one  which  we  are 
convinced  it  behoves  every  man  who 
has  his  country  at  heart  to  resist. 
Thert  was  a  great  deal  both  of  good 


sense  and  of  good  fe^n^  in  the  Act 
which  was  passed  in  the  reig^  of  Henry 
the  Eighth, '' against  those  greedy  and 
covetous  persons  who  keep  a  great 
quantity  of  land  in  their  hands,  from 
the  occupying  of  the  poor  huaband- 
man." 

But  if  the  advocates  for  the  large 
farms  have  their  wishes  carried  out, 
and  the  agricultural  labourers  of  the 
kingdom  are  reduced  to  that  number 
which  will  find  constant  employment 
all  the  year  round,  say  ^le  men  for 
every  hundred  acres,  or  twenty^five 
men  for  each  of  these  farms,  where,  we 
would  ask,  is  the  extra  labour  to  be 
sought  for  which  is  required  in  seed- 
time, and  in  harvest ;  is  the  corn  to 
shed  upon  the  ground,  or  the  hay  to 
rot  upon  the  field,  for  want  of  reapers, 
and  mowers,  and  hay-makers,  and  will 
twenty-five  men  supply  all  these,  be- 
sides doing  the  ordinary  work  on  fiirms 
of  five  hundred  acres,  cultivated  on  the 
alternate  system  of  cropping;  or  if  they 
are  sufficient  for  the  extra  work,  must 
not  most  of  them  be  unemployed  at  the 
other  seasons  of  the  year,  when  the  de- 
mand for  agricultural  labour  is  compa- 
ratively insignificant ;  the  problem  is  one 
which  it  is  impossible  to  solve,  to  provide 
namely,  that  where  the  amount  of  em- 
ployment fluctuates,  a  given  number  of 
labourers  shall  have  full  and  constant 
occupations  at  all  seasons  of  the  year, 
and  yet  be  sufficient  for  the  extra-work 
at  those  seasons  when  the  demand  in- 
creases. All  this  difficulty,  however,  of 
supplying  the  unavoidable  fluctuations 
in  the  demand  for  agricultural  labour 
can  be  abundantly,  and,  so  far  as  we 
see,  can  only  be  provided  for  by  a  num- 
ber of  small  holdings,  which,  while 
they  go  far  towards  supporting  their 
owner  and  his  family,  leave  him  vet 
sufficient  time  and  inclination  to  add  to 
his  income,  by  occasionally  hiring  out 
his  labour.  That  this  deficiency  of 
agricultural  labourers  is  no  imaffinary 
evil,  we  have  abundant  evidence  m  the 
annual  emigration  of  the  Irishmen  to 
England.  We  know  that  in  Cam- 
bridgeshire, last  year,  the  greatest  pos- 
sible alarm  prevailed,  by  reason  of  the 
late  arrival  of  the  Irish  reapers ;  there 
were  no  labourers  in  the  country  to 
save  the  harvest — ^l^iit  for  the  arrival  of 
the  Irbh  the  whole  must  have  been 
lost ;  and  on  the  banks  of  the  Missis- 
sipi  great  crops  of  maice  are  constant^ 
lost  or  thrown  open  to  herds  of  8wine> 


Digitized  by 


Google 


18470 


Jj^rieuliural  Beeoureei  ef  the  Kkigdom^ 


125 


for  want  of  hands  io  eni  it  and  draw  it 
home.  Hoir»  then,  this  most  formi' 
dabU  difficult  is  to  be  provided  for  by 
the  advocates  of  coQS<^datioD  of  farms, 
thej  have  never  yet  condescended  to 
inform  us,  and  we  confess  that  we  are 
wholly  unable  to  conjecture.  Neither, 
with  every  respect  for  the  writings  of 
Mr.  Young,  can  we  at  all  see  the  force 
of  his  reasoning,  when  he  supports  his 
statement,  that  large  fanners  contri- 
bute most  to  improvement,  and  that 
these  improvements  can  only  be  carried 
out  by  large  and  opulent  farmers,  ask- 
ing i 


"Where  is  the  little  farmer  to  be 
fotmd  who  will  cover  bis  whole  farm 
with  marl  at  the  rate  of  100  or  150  tons 
per  acre,  who  will  drain  all  his  land  at 
the  expense  of  £2  or  £3  per  acre,  who 
wiU  pay  a  heavy  price  for  the  manure  of 
tovms,  and  convey  it  thirty  miles  by  land 
carriage,"  &c. 

We  cannot  at  all  see  why  a  man 
with  but  ten  acres  of  land  should  not 
accomplish  all  these  purposes  of  im- 
provement as  effectually  as  a  man  with 
ten  hundred  acres ;  the  difference  is 
simply  this,  that  it  will  cost  the  man 
who  farms  one  hundred  acres,  one 
hundred  times  as  much;  it  will  re- 
quire one  hundred  times  a  greater 
amount  of  capital  to  cover  with  marl, 
or  to  draw  manure,  or  to  drain  his 
larger  farm,  than  the  small  farmer  will 
require ;  but  why  the  small  farmer, 
a  man  with  capital  proportioned  to 
bis  farm,  should  not  drain  bis  ten 
acres  for  ^30,  as  well  as  the  large 
farmer  will  drain  his  one  thousand 
acres  for  j£3000,  we  are  wholly  at 
a  lo^  to  conjecture.  There  is  no 
force  whatsoever  in  the  argument. 
But  even  in  Mr.  M'CuUoch's  own  vo- 
lumes we  are  furnished  with  most 
striking  evidence  of  the  great  inexpe- 
dience  of  large  holdings,  for,  on  look- 
ing over  his  separate  notice  of  each  of 
the  English  counties,  we  invariably 
find  that  pauperism  is  uniformly  great' 
er  in  these  countries  in  which  he  tells 
us  that  the  farms  are  large,  and  vice 
vers^  that  pauperism  is  less  in  these 
counties  where  the  holdings  are  small. 
We  would  not,  however,  be  misun- 
derstood. We  are  very  far  indeed 
from  advocating  the  wretched  system 
of  sub-division  into  acres,  and  half 
acres,  which  prevails  in  this  country. 
We  are  convinced  that  Mr.  M'CuUoch 


it  pc^acth  rig^t  in  attributing  a  great 
portion  of  the  miserable  condition  of 
the  Irish  people  to  this  melancholy 
system ;  we  believe  that  it  has  led  to 
the  crowding  of  the  people  on  the  soil 
in  numbers  much  too  great,  not  by 
any  means  for  its  capamty  of  produc- 
tion, but  for  its  present  productiveness, 
in  numbers  which  would  be  perfectly 
insignificant,  if  even  the  improved 
agricultural  processes  which  are  al- 
ready known  were  generally  adopted, 
but  which,  from  the  culpable  neglect  of 
improvement,  from  a  perfect  disregard 
of  every  opportunity,  are,  in  many 
places  greatly  in  excess.  This  excess 
will  of  course  in  Ireland  be  much  in- 
creased by  the  inadequacy  of  grain 
crops  to  take  the  place  of  the  potato, 
in  supplying  subsistence  for  the  peo- 
ple ;  it  will  make  the  present  popula- 
tion fully  one  third  more  redundant, 
as  compared  with  the  provision  that  is 
made  for  them.  In  tmie,  we  have  no 
doubt  whatsoever,  but  that  the  agri- 
culture of  the  country,  stimulated  by 
the  present  emergency,  must  improve ; 
and  we  are  also  convinced  that  its  im- 
provement will  be  in  some  districts 
much  facilitated  by  reason  of  the  re- 
duction in  our  numbers  which  will  be 
occasioned  by  the  emigration  that  is 
now  forced  upon  us — we  say  by 
the  emigration  that  is  forced  upon 
us,  for  thankful  as  we  are  for 
having  any  such  outlet  in  this  season 
of  affliction,  we  cannot  look  upon  the 
stream  of  human  beings  that  is  now 
flowing  firom  our  shores  without  feel- 
ings of  deep  distress.  The  very  last 
resource  that  a  country  should  ever 
adopt  is  that  of  emigration — the  very 
last  mode  of  providing  for  a  people  is 
by  gettinfi^  rid  of  them.  Within  our 
shores  they  might  have  been  the 
Sources  of  our  wealth  and  of  our 
strength ;  '^there  lives  not  the  man 
whose  labour,  if  well  disciplined  and 
directed,  would  not  produce  more 
than  his  own  consumption,  and  the 
common  stock  is  so  much  impaired  by 
every  working  man  who  is  drawn  from 
it.  We  acknowledge  that,  circum- 
stanced as  we  now  are,  we  have  no 
alternative — the  remedy  is  a  desperate 
one,  but  it  must  be  endured.  Great 
has  been  the  neglect,  great  is  the  re- 
sponsibility falling  on  those  who  have 
occasioned  the  need  for  it ;  but  let  us 
resolve  vigorously,  and  bestir  our- 
selves actively,  that  the  like  reproach 
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maj  not  befal  us  again.  Meantime* 
let  us  maintain  the  cause  of  the  small 
farmers ;  we  would  gladly  see  man^* 
very  many  large  holdings  scattered 
over  the  face  of  the  country  ;  we  be- 
lieve that  it  is  eminently  for  the  inte- 
rests of  agriculture  that  there  should 
be  such,  but  let  them  not  be  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  the  small  holdings;  let  us 
have  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands 
•of  the  people  of  the  United  Kingdom 
enjoying  their  six,  eight,  ten,  or 
twelve  acres  of  land,  as  their  capital 
may  be  suited  to  it ;  they  have  unan- 
swerable practical  support  in  the  great 
success  of  Belgium  and  the  other  con- 
tinental states  where  they  have  been 
encouraged ;  they  will  cultivate  more 
.closely,  and  more  productively  than 
the  large  farmer;  they  will  add  to  the 
might  of  the  empire,  politically,  so- 
cially, and  economically  ;  they  will  go 
far  in  preserving  it  from  mendicancy, 
that  most  fruitful  source  of  corruption 
—and  they  will  save  the  nation  from 


the  woe  that  is  denounced  agunst 
those  ''who  add  field  to  field,  until 
there  be  no  place,  that  they  may  be 
.iildne  upon  the  earth.*' 
»  :  In  treatitig  thus  of  the  resources  of 
thekingdtnu  in  the  important  article 
of  food,  we  have  made  no  mention  of 
that  portion  of  the  supply  which  is  de- 
rived'from  abroad— this  we  may  take 
occasion  to  allude  to  when  speaking  of 
the  import  trade  of  the  country ;  it  is 
sufficient  .to  say  at  present,  that  up  to 
this  season  of  feuuine,  all  that  we  have 
in  any  year  derived  from  abroad  has 
been  wholly  insignificant,  when  looked 
upon  as  a  means  of  providing  for  our 
people.  The  importation  of  grain  in 
1846  was  very  much  above  the  average, 
and  yet  the  whole  amount,  including 
meal  and  flour,  was  only  equal  to  ^se 
millions  and  a-half  of  quarters  of 
grain,  or  about  a  bushel  and  a  half  for 
every  inhabitant  of  the  kin^om ;  but, 
as  we  have  said,  we  may  allude  to  this 
subject  briefly  again. 
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IRISH  BALLiB   t0ttf,X^'' 

**  The  itnnger  sball  hear  thy  lament  on  hia  pl*lna» 
The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  aento'er  the  deep, 
Till  thy  maatera  themaelve*,  aa  they  rivet  thy  chalnf , 
Shall  pooae  at  the  aong  of  their  capttrea,  and  weep.** 


So  simg  the  minstrel  of  Eriiiy  awaking 
with  a  master's  hand  the  chords  of  that 
Ijre,  whose  striuns  are  now  familiar  as 
household  words  in  every  quarter  of 
the  dyilized  world — fraught  with  the 
Teiy  soul  of  song — breathing  an  inspi- 
ration caught  irom  the  green  hills  of 
Ireland.  Alas !  those  l^autifal  stan- 
Ms  were  only  too  prophetic  of  the 
fntnre  fate  of  our  unhappy  country. 
'Tis  even  so:  in  the  darkest  day  of  her 
long  life  of  tribulation,  when  the  hopes 
of  hearts  that  but  a  year  ago  throbbed 
with  the  wild  pulses  of  life's  prime,  lie 
mished  and  broken — when  the  thou- 
sand fire-sides  that  were  thronged  then 
with  careless  and  laughing  faces,  are 
cold  and  cheerless  now,  their  occu- 
pants tossing  on  stormy  seas — tired 
wanderers  in  strange  countries,  seek- 
ing the  means  of  life  they  cannot  find 
at  home,  their  thoughts  still  teeming 
with  the  memories  of  better  times — 
still  turning  towards  the  old  country, 
where  their  fathers'  ashes  are,  but 
which  shall  be  a  place  of  refuge  no 
more  for  them  ;  or  happier  far,  having 
fomid  in  the  shelter  of  the  grave  from 
their  heavy  labours  an  eternal  rest. 
Alas  for  Ireland !  her  heart  is  heavy 
with  sorrow ;  and  it  is  impossible  to 
think  of  her  melodies,  wnich  have 
erer  been  connected  with  her  joys  or 
her  grieft,  without  these  mournful 
reflections  arising  —  reflections  ren- 
dered still  more  melancholy  by  the 


thought  that  when  nature  is  bursting 
from  her  long  sleep — ^when  other  coun- 
tries are  smiling  with  promise,  this  joy- 
ous season  can  bring  but  little  hope  to  us. 
Ye8--even  in  this  glad  and  happy  time, 
when  the  green  corn  is  bursting  from 
the  earth,  blessed  with  the  sunshine 
and  the  shower  of  spring— when  holy 
nature,  with  a  lavish  hand,  is  scatter- 
ing abroad  her  joyous  gifts  upon  fertile 
lands,  here  it  is  only  upon  desolate 
homesteads  and  barren  fields  that  the 
light  of  her  smile  can  fall  now.  Sweet 
spring!  the  time  of  love — the  time 
when  in  warm  pulses  the  life  blood 
glows  and  dances— when  youth  and 
beauty  thrill  with  thy  mysterious  in- 
fluence. Youth  and  beauty,  what 
are  ye  now  1  The  pride  and  the  vigour 
of  lusty  manhood  are  broken;  she 
whose  smile  was  his  light  of  life,  has 
faded  like  a  dying  flower ;  the  joyous 
melody  that  welled  from  the  happy 
heart  is  stilled  by  the  wailings  of  grief 
over  the  unhmried  dead.  Youth  and 
beauty  1  The  wan  mother  strains  to 
her  breast  her  helpless  child— 

**  The  bi^  to  whom  her  breast  yields  no  reller*— 

the  fountain  is  dry.'  Alas  for  the  suffer- 
ings and  the  sorrows  of  our  country  I 
But  in  the  hour  of  her  desolation  she  is 
tuneful  still ;  and  well  indeed  may  they 
who  have  rivetted  those  indissoluble 
bonds  which  have  linked  our  destiny  to 
theirs — well  may  they,  moved  to  pity 


*  **  Specimens  of  the  Early  Native  Poetry  of  Ireland,  in  English  Metrical  Trans- 
lations, by  various  hands  ;  with  Hbtorical  and  Biographical  P^otices,  by  Henry  R. 
Montgomery,  kc,  lee.     Dublin :  James  M'GIashan.       1847. 
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by  sorrow  which  they  cannot  lighten, 
and  misfortune  they  are  unable  to 
mitigate,  although  powerful  has  been 
the  sympathy  of  England  towards  her 
afflicted  sister,  and  munificent  her  as- 
sistance, well  may  they 
**  Fame  at  the  aoog  of  their  captivei,  and  weep." 

But  let  us  turn  from  the  dreary  pag© 
in  the  history  of  Ireland  which  lies 
before  us  now,  and  gazing  down  the 
dim  vista  of  the  future,  indulge  in  the 
bope^may  it  not  be  a  visionary  one— ^ 
that  better  and  happier  days  are  yet  in 
store  for  our  afflicted  country.  There 
is  one  light  which  shines  amid  the 
gloom,  and  we  hail  its  cheering  ray 
with  a  satisfaction  and  a  delight  not 
easy  to  express.  The  mind  of  Ireland 
is  becoming  educated ;  a  taste  for  the 
cultivation  of  her  literature  and  his- 
tory is  daily  on  the  increase ;  people 
are  no  longer  quite  absorbed  m  the 
stormy  pursuits  of  politics.  Men  of 
elegant  and  refined  taste — ^men  of 
an  ability  and  intelligence  of  which  any 
country  might  justly  be  proud,  have 
been  for  years  devoting  their  talents 
and  their  energies  to  the  task  of 
fashioning  the  public  mind — to  the 
noble  and  the  inspiriting  pursuit  of 
making  a  literature  for  Ireland.  How 
they  have  succeeded,  in  founding  at 
least  a  national  school  of  poetry,  the 
volumes  which  it  is  now  our  most 
agreeable  duty  to  notice,  afford  most 
abundant  proof.    - 

After  centuries  of  neglect  and  of  ob- 
livion, an  attempt  was  made,  several 
years  ago,  by  Mr.  Hardiman,  to  rescue 
from  the  obscurity  in  which  thev  were 
mouldering,  some  remains  of  the  an- 
cient literature  of  Ireland;  and  thb 
timely  interposition,  with  the  conse- 
quent efforts  of  his  fellow-labourers 
and  successors,  have  had  the  effect  of 
rescuing  some  of  the  most  beautiful 
fragments  of  Irish  poetry  from  the 
inevitable  oblivion  to  which  they  would 
otherwise  have  been  consigned;  and 
we  believe  that  to  a  series  of  papers 
on  these  volumes,  in  our  own  pages,* 
from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Ferguson,  who 
has  been  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
labourers  in  the  field  of  Irish  lite- 
rature, the  success  of  a  movement 
which  is  now  eainin?  such  rapidly 
increasing  popularity  is  mainly  to  be 
attributed.  It  may  seem  invidious  to 
select  one  from  many  others  distin- 


guished also  by  ardour  and  zeal,  but 
we  think  it  only  due  to  this  g^ntlenuui 
that  the  world  should  be  made  aware 
that  it  was  bv  the  efforts  of  his  accom- 
plished pen  that  public  attention  was, 
m  the  first  instance,  directed  to  those 
lights  of  Irish  song,  whose  beams  mieht 
otherwise  fiavegone  down  unnoticed  in 
the  cheerless  sea  of  oblivion  and  ne- 
glect. A  host  of  others  have  since  fol- 
lowed in  his  track ;  but  ere  we  enter 
upon  the  discussion  of  their  respective 
merits,  it  is  only  fair  that  his  claims  to 
the  honour  of  being  the  leader  of  this 
movement,  should  be  publicly  and 
satisfactorily  adjusted. 

The  origin  of  song,  as  well  as  of 
that  description  of  poetry  more  pro- 
perly designated  as  ballad,  may  be 
traced  to  a  very  remote  period — the 
expression  of  a  sentiment  attached  to 
a  melody,  as  contradisting^shed  from 
the  recital  of  actions  of  love  or  of  war- 
fare, being  the  principal  distinction  be- 
tween the  two  branches. 

The  passion  for  the  latter  species  of 
poetical  composition  seems  to  have 
Deen  transmitted  by  the  stern  Romans 
to  the  natives  of  that  country  which  is 
still,  par  excellence^  termed  the  land 
of  song,  and  that  the  ballad  was  not 
unknown  to  them  at  a  very  early  pe- 
riod, indeed,  we  have  the  evidence  of 
many  authorities  of  weight  to  prove. 
But  the  number  of  lyric  pieces  of  great 
excellence,  written  in 

**  That  loft  hattard  Latin, 
Which  mclta  like  kiMea  from  a  female  month," 

which  are  yet  extant,  is  very  consi- 
derable. There  is  a  species  of  these 
smaller  lyrics,  composed,  it  is  thought, 
for  the  purpose  of  being  sung  to  the 
dance  at  carnivals,  which  are  called 
canzonets,  that  are  of  very  superior 
merit  indeed.  Lorenzo  de  Medici, 
Pulci  (to  whom  Lord  Byron  confesses 
himself  so  indebted  for  the  model  of 
that  ottava  rima  which  he  afterwards 
learned  to  yield  with  such  admirable 
facility),  Politian,  and  nutny  other 
great  Msecenases  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury, are  said  to  have  been  distinguish- 
ed by  their  ability,  not  only  as  com- 
posers, but  even  as  singers  of  these 
songs»  which  are  very  nearly  the  bal- 
lads of  the  present  day. 

The  provenpal  minstrelsy  of  France 
is  derived  from  a  source  equally  an- 
cient— the    troubadours— -an    order 


*  **  Hardiman's  Ixiah  Wiuttreiajt**  April,  August,  October,  and  November,  1834. 
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which  incladed  in  its  ranks  kings  and 
kaisers,  dnkes   and  earls,  and  many 
other  personages  of  high  distinction, 
were,  perhaps,  the  founders,  but  cer- 
tainly the  most  distinguished  cultiva- 
tors of  this  refined  arCthe  jongleurs 
»- whose  appellation  some  curious  anti- 
quarian has   derived  from  ''ongles" 
(the  nails),  because  we  suppose  these 
gentlemen,  when  under  the  influence  of 
the  **  divine  afilatus,**  and  hard  up  for 
some  form  of  expression,  had  recourse 
to  the  usual  relief  in  such  cases,  of  biting 
their  nails—united  the  instrumental  per- 
formance with  the  vocal  art ;  or  some- 
what similar  to  the  duties  of  that  class 
of  our  Irish  bards,  known  by  the  deno- 
mination of  Orfidigh.   The  old  French 
melodies  chanted  by  these  erratic  min- 
strels were  called  Itus — an  epithet  ap- 
parently of  doubtful  derivation  ;  the 
Latin  extraction  of  lessus,  or  lamen- 
tation, assigned  to  it,  by  no  means  solv- 
ing the  difficulty,  for  many  of  these 
compositions  were  of  the  most  sportive 
and  amatory  description.  The  Emperor 
Frederick    Barbarosa  and  our  lion- 
hearted  Richard  were,  as  it  is  well 
known,  members  of  this  illustrious  or- 
der— distinguished  by  the  fair  as  well 
as  the  brave — for  many  ladies  of  the 
highest  caste  were  included  in  its  ranks. 
The  famous  court  of  love,  of  which 
the  beautiful  Countess  of  Champagne 
was  the   learned  chief — we  presume 
chief  justice — and  whose  judgments, 
called  "arrets  d'amour,"  became  so 
celebrated,    was    composed    of  sixty 
ladies  of  rank,  all  members  of  the  same 
learned  and  joyous  profession.    There 
is  a  case  on  record  of  an  apueal  against 
a  judgment  of  thb  fair  functionary, 
which    came    before    the    Queen    of 
France.     Counsel  learned  in  the  law 
were  heard  on  both  sides ;  but  the  re- 
sult was,  that  the  decree  of  the  court 
below  was   affirmed  with  costs,  her 
majesty  exclaiming,  with  considerable 
energy,  "God  forbid  that  I  should 
meddle  with  a  decree  of  the  Countess 
of  Champagne  I" 

What  a  glorious  profession  was  this 
uniting  in  one  the  now  rivfd  branches 
of  love,  of  law,  and  of  song — when  the 
sweet  judges  rewarded  the  pleader *s 
art  with  a  peacock's  feather,  or  a 
kiss — (how  numerous  in  these  pleasant 
times,  more  so  perhaps  than  at  present, 
must  have  been  the  members  of  the 
junior  bar).  We  should  willinfi^ly, 
although  in  the  fidl  tide  of  practice. 


exchange  our  existence  now  for  pro- 
fessional employment  then.  Lawyer 
as  we  are,  we  would  willingly  exchange 
the  benign  approval  with  which  the 
Chief  Justice  of  the  Queen*s  Bench 
listens  to  our  arguments,  for  a  smile 
from  the  rosy  lips  of  that  fair  arbitress, 
and  right  willingly  would  we  give  the 
heaviest  cause  in  which  we  were  ever 
retained  in  the  Court  of  Chancery  here, 
for  a  brief  in  that  court  of  love.  But 
to  return  to  these  heroes  of  romance, 
their  life  was  spent  in  journeying  about 
from  castle  to  castle, where  they  always 
found  the  warmest  welcome.  Rich 
vestments,  rare  repasts,  and  bright 
smiles  ever  awaited  them  ;  and  several 
of  the  order,  by  reason  of  their  supe- 
rior excellence  in  the  tuneful  art,  were 
admitted  to  the  rank  of  knighthood. 
The  works  of  many  of  these  ancient 
minstrels  are  still  extant.  "  The  old 
Poem  of  the  Knight  of  Curtesy  and 
the  Lady  of  Fayel"  is  a  tolerable 
specimen  of  the  class.  It  is  a  simple 
historv  of  the  unhappy  fate  of  Rayoul 
ChateJain  de  Coucy,  who  lived  in  the 
age  of  Thibaut,  K  ing  of  Navarre.  The 
Lord  of  Fayel,  unfortunately  for  the 
Chatelain,  happened  to  be  possessed 
of  a  most  beautiful  wife,  with  whom 
the  troubadour  fell  passionately  in  love. 
The  lady  returned  hb  affection.  The 
green-eyed  monster  of  Fayel  grew, 
therefore,  desperately  jealous,  and  the 
Chatelain  thought  it  would  be  the 
most  prudent  plan  for  him  to  go  and 
cure  his  love  by  a  little  fighting  in  the 
Holy  Land.  He  received,  however,  a 
fatal  wound  at  the  siege  of  Rhodes, 
and  his  dying  injunctions  to  his  faithful 
squire  were  to  the  effect,  that  he  should 

*'  Bear  hi*  heart  to  hli  mistreu  dear." 

The  squire  fulfilled  his  lord's  behest, 
but  upon  drawing  near  the  castle  of 
Fayel  he  was  met  by  the  worthy  sig- 
neur,  who  flew  into  a  terrific  passion, 
and  deprived  him  of  his  precious  bur- 
then, which  the  old  savage  was  brute 
enough  to  have  cooked  and  served  up 
for  the  dinner  of  the  countess :  and 
having  enjoyed  the  satisfaction  of  see- 
ing her  partake  largely  of  this  dainty, 
he  had  the  ill-nature  to  inform  the 
poor  lady  what  it  was  she  had  just 
eaten.  She  coolly  informed  him,  how- 
ever, that  it  was  so  delicious  she  should 
never  eat  any  thing  else,  and,  rising 
from  the  table,  went  to  the  window, 
from  which  she  precipitated  herself. 
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and  was  killed  on  the  spot.  The  cu- 
rious reader  will  find  this  affecting 
episode  detailed  at  full  length,  in  verse, 
in  the  **  Ancient  English  Historical 
Romances,"  by  Mr.  Ritson. 

Spain,  famous  to  this  day  for  her 
sonffs  and  ballads,  appears  also  to  have 
held  a  high  position,  at  a  very  early 
period,  among  the  lands  of  song,  for 
the  excellent  skill  of  her  minstrels. 
The  most  ancient  of  her  ballads,  known 
at  the  present  day,  are  **  Las  Coplas 
de  La  Zarabanda,"».songs  full  of  ex- 
pression and  humour,  commonly  sung 
at  convivial  assemblies.  They  are  al- 
most similar  to  the  *'  Canzone  a  hallo*' 
of  the  Italians,  and  were,  doubtless, 
composed  for  a  similar  purpose.  The 
profession  of  minstrels  in  Spain  was 
also  divided  into  different  orders,  each 
of  which  had  assigned  to  it  the  per- 
formance of  a  distinct  duty.  The  in- 
stitution of  this  order  was  clearly  de- 
rived firom  France,  for  we  are  in- 
formed that  in  the  fourteenth  century 
the  king  of  Arragon,  having  dbpatched 
ambassadors  to  France  for  this  pur- 
pose, was  furnished  with  two  trouba- 
dours of  rare  skill  from  the  College  of 
Toulouse,  who  instructed  the  rising 
generation  of  Spain  in  the. cultivation 
and  improvement  of  **  La  Gaia  cien- 
cia,"  an  appellation  adopted  from  the 
minstrelsy  of  France. 

But  ancient  as  was  the  origin  of 
minstrelsy,  in  other  and  adjoining 
countries,  to  none  of  them  does  Ire- 
land yield  in  regard  of  antiquity.  The 
institution,  of  tbe  celebrated  order  of 
Lrish  Bards  unquestionably  took  place 
at  a  period  nearlv  five  hundred  years 
before  the  Christian  era.  *^  Innisfail, 
or  the  Isle  of  Destiny,"  as  our  country 
is  called  in  some  of  the  oldest  ballads, 
after  having  been  the  prey  of  the  Fo- 
morians,  the  Belgians,  and  the  Tuatha 
de  Danans  respectively,  was  invaded, 
about  1015  years  before  Christ,  by  the 
Milesians,  a  colony  of  the  Iberian 
Spaniards,  who  settled  in  this  country, 
from  whom  are  descended  the  ancient 
Irish  kings.  It  is  to  this  invasion 
that  the  beautiful  lyric  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Moore  refers.  As  it  is  not  in  many 
of  the  collections  of  his  works,  we 
shall  give  it  for  the  benefit  of  our 
readers : — 


"  Thev  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 

And  now  o'er  the  western  main 
Set  sail  in  their  good  ships  gallantly, 

From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 
Oh,  whereas  the  isle  we've  seen  in  dreams, 

Our  destined  home  or  grave — 
Thus  sung  they,  as  by  the  morning's 
beams, 

They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 

'*  And  lo !  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green, 
As  the'  in  thai  deep  lay  emerald  mines. 

Whose  light  in  the  wave  was  seen. 
*Ti8  Innisfail— *tis  Innisfail, 

Rings  o'er  the  echoing  sea. 
While  bending  to  heaven,  the  warriors 
haU 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

"  Then   turned  they  into  the  eastern 
wave, 

Where  now  their  day-god's  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave. 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  frown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea, 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod, 
When  first  on  the  isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefathers  trod."* 

It  appears  that  when  the  Danans 
had  possession  of  the  island,  Ith,  a 
Spanish  prince,  a  visitant  of  the  coun- 
try, was  slain.  The  kinsmen  of  this 
prince,  eight  in  number,  then  invaded 
the  country,  for  the  purpose  of  aveng- 
ing his  death.  Having  encountered 
shipwreck,  ^Ye  of  the  number  were 
lost.  The  survivors  landed,  at  the 
head  of  a  considerable  army,  and  con- 
quered the  Danans  in  a  pitched  battle, 
at  Tailten,  in  the  county  Meath.  These 
three  brothers  afterwards  founded  the 
order  of  Irish  bards,  and  from  them 
are  descended  the  Heremonian,  Hebe- 
rian  and  Irian  lines  of  Irish  kings. 

That  the  Celtic  nation,  however, 
had  songs  amongst  them,  we  have  the 
evidence  of  Posidonius,  who  says,  that 
in  making  war  they  carried  with  them 
table  companions,  who  celebrate  the 
praises  of  their  masters,  and  these  men 
they  call  bards.  By  no  nation  and  in 
no  country  was  the  order  treated  with 
so  much  distinction  as  by  the  ancient 
Irish.  The  profession  was  one  both 
of  dignity  and  of  emolument ;  it  was 
hereditary,  enjoyed  by  the  most  il> 
lustrious  families,  and  grants  of  land 
were  bestowed    upon  its    members. 


*  This  little  ballad,  which  is  unquestionably  one  of  great  beauty,  is  given  in  a 
collection  of  Irish  national  poetry,  the  selection  of  the  pieces  contained  in  which 
ovinctis  much  tanto 
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Their  songs  were  of  such  great  valuey 
that  they  were  usually  preseryed  in 
the  depository  of  the  records  of  the 
kingdom.  And  we  are  sorry  to  he 
obliged  to  state^  and  we  fear  the  story 
is  nevertheless  true>  that  our  tutelary 
saint,  St.  Patrick,  in  his  zeal  for  the 
religion  he  was  about  to  establish, 
burned  nearly  eight  hundred  volumes  of 
the  most  ancient  of  these  Pagan  songs. 

It  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  our 
readers  to  cast  a  rapid,  cursory  glance 
at  the  history  of  Irish  literature, 
prior  to  the  Anglo-Norman  invasion ; 
at  which  period,  we  are  informed, 
by  the  **  Annals  of  the  Four  Masters," 
many  of  the  most  distinguished  bards 
lived.  The  bardic  order  was  an  of- 
fice of  considerable  honor.  Its  duties 
were,  to  preside  over  the  interests  of 
literature,  history,  and  religion;  and 
the  candidate  was  obliged  to  undergo 
twelve  years  of  probationary  educa- 
tion in  one  of  the  Druidic  colleges, 
before  he  was  thought  competent  to 
fulfil  the  duties  of  his  order.  Once 
admitted,  he  passed  the  remainder  of 
his  existence  careless  and  free,  like  the 
bachelor  in  the  old  song ;  land  was 
allotted  to  him ;  his  person  was  deemed 
sacred ;  he  became  one  of  the  most 
honoured  and  revered  members  of  the 
community,  being  distinguished  by  a 
dress  of  plaid,  the  colours  of  which, 
with  the  exception  of  a  single  stripe, 
were  similar  to  those  worn  by  royalty. 
The  duties  of  this  office  were  after- 
wards separated  into  four  branches— 
the  Brehon  had  the  task  of  framing, 
and  perhaps  of  administering,  the 
laws,  whicn,  set  to  the  music  of 
his  harp,  were  doubtless  conveyed 
through  a  much  mqre  agreeable  me- 
dium than  at  the  present  more  en- 
lightened age  ;  the  Filea,  or  chief 
bsrd,  who  used  to  march  in  the  front 
of  battle,  in  flowing  robes,  with  a 
golden  harp,  to  animate  the  troops; 
the  Seanchie,  whose  office  was,  for 
the  most  part,  of  an  antiquarian  na- 
ture; and  the  Orfidigh,  whose  func- 
tions were  solely  instrumental. 

The  great  Irish  orator  of  the  ase 
may  not,  perhaps,  be  aware  that  he 
had  a  namesake,  who  lived  in  the  fifth 
century,  from  whom,  if  he  is  able  to 
trace  ins  pedigree,  the  descent  may  in 
some  manner  account  for  the  rhetorical 
beauty  by  which  that  right  honor- 
able gentleman's  speeches  are  dis- 
tiDgoiahed.     Sheil,  or  in  the   Latin 


Sedulins,  was  one  of  the  most  distin- 
guished of  his  order,  and  besides  his 
works  in  his  native  tongue,  some  beau- 
tiful poems,  written  by  him  in  the 
purest  Latin,  have  still  survived. 

About  this  period,  the  bardic  order 
had  increased  to  such  an  extent,  and 
had  become  so  formidable  to  the  native 
princes  and  the  nobility,  b^  their  uncon- 
trolled licence  and  audacity,  that  mea- 
sures were  contemplated  for  the  pur- 
pose of  checking  their  power  and  re- 
ducing their  numbers.  It  was  even 
proposed  that  the  order  should  be 
abolished  altogether,  but  the  influence 
of  St.  Columba  procured  an  adjust- 
ment of  the  differences ;  and,  by  a 
proper  regulation  of  the  abuses  which 
had  crept  in,  he  obtsdned  for  them  a 
reinstatement  into  their  ancient  privi- 
leges and  immunities.  Dalian  was  the 
most  remarkable  poet  of  the  ninth 
century ;  he  seems  to  have  derived  his 
chief  renown  from  an  attempt  made 
by  him,  at  the  instigation  of  the  Prince 
of  Breifne,  to  obtdn  possession  of  a 
celebrated  golden  shield,  called  the 
Dubh-giolla,  which  was  then  in  the 
possession  of  Aodh,  King  of  Orgiall. 
This  worthy  monarch's  callous  heart, 
however,  proved  insensible  to  the 
charms  of  song:  the  ode  which  the 
bard  recited  for  the  occasion  was  in- 
effective ;  and  we  are  told  that  King 
Aodh  refused  to  reward  the  minstrel 
with  anything  except  gold  and  silver, 
or  precious  gems.  We  wonder  if  the 
bards  of  the  present  day  would  have 
been  quite  so  hard  to  please.  But 
the  minstrel,  baffled  in  his  object, 
returned  to  the  Prince  of  Breifhe  in 
a  very  disconsolate  and  discontented 
state. 

The  last  of  the  Pagan  bards  whom 
it  is  necessary  for  us  to  mention,  was 
Torna  Egeas,  the  chief  bard  of  the 
kingdom,  some  of  whose  poems  are 
still  extant.  Of  these,  the  most  re- 
markable was  a  dirge  composed  upon 
the  death  of  two  princes  of  whom  he 
was  the  preceptor — of  Core,  king  of 
Munster,  and  Nial  the  Great,  who  de- 
rived this  soubriquet  from  the  number 
of  princes  from  whom  he  had  obtauied 
hostages.  A  warrior  of  renown,  he 
defeated  the  Picts,  invaded  the  Ro- 
man territories,  and  after  a  successful 
descent  upon  the  coast  of  Brittany,  he 
returned,  bringing  with  him  a  youthful 
captive  (well  known  to  our  country- 
men by  the  name  of  St.  Patrick),  who 
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was  destined  by  Providence  to  convert 
the  land  of  his  captivity  to  the  Chris- 
tian faith.  The  stormy  career  of  the 
conquering  NiaJ  was  terminated  ab- 
ruptly at  Liege>  where  he  fell  a  victim 
to  the  enniity  of  one  of  his  own  follow- 
ersy  and  was  slain  in  a  sudden  quarrel. 
One  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  an- 
cient bardio  odes  is  the  lament  of  Torna 
for  his  chieftain's  death,  translated  by 
Mr*  Ferguson,  and  selected  in  the 
'*  Ancient  Poetry  of  Ireland,"  by  Mr. 
Montgomery.  The  spirited  and  glow- 
ing versification  of  this  piece,  witn  the 
beautiful  and  touching  expressions  of 
sorrow,  will  remind  the  reader  of  some 
of  the  finest  stanzas  of  that  master  of 
ballad  poetry,  Sir  Walter  Scott.  Al- 
though it  is  rather  in  anticipation  of 
our  plan,  we  cannot  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  presenting  it  to  the  reader's 
notice  as  we  proceed  :— 

**  My  foster-children  were  not  slack ; 
Core  or  Neal  ne'er  turned  his  back ; 
Neal,  of  Tara's  palace  hoar — 
Worthy  seed  of  Owen  More — 
Core,  of  CashePs  pleasant  rock, 
Con-cead-caha's  honored  stock. 
Joint  exploits  made  Erin  theirs — 
Joint  exploits  of  high  compeers ; 
Fierce  thev  were,  and  stormy  strong ; 
Neal,  amid  the  reeling  throng, 
Stood  terrific  ;  nor  was  Core 
Hindmost  in  the  heavy  work. 
Neal  Mac  Eoohy  Vivahain 
Ravaged  Albin,  hill  and  plain ; 
While  he  fought  from  Tara  far- 
Core  disdained  unequal  war. 
,  Never  saw  I  man  like  Neal, 
Making  foreign  foemen  reel ; 
Never  saw  \  man  like  Core, 
S winking  at  the  savage  work ; 
Never  saw  I  better  twain. 
Search  all  Erin  round  again — 
Twain  so  stout  in  warlike  deeds — 
Twain  so  mild  in  peaceful  weeds. 

«  There  the  foster-children  twain 
Of  Toma — I  who  sin?  the  strain — 
These  they  are,  the  pious  ones, 
My  sons,  my  darling  foster-sons  ! 
Who  duly  every  day  would  come 
To  glad  the  old  man's  lonely  home. 
Ah  !  happy  days  I've  spent  between 
Old  Tara  8  Hall  and  Castle-jfreen  ! 
From  Tara  down  to  Cashel  ford, 
From  Cashel  back  to  Tara's  lord. 
When  with  Neal,  his  regent,  I 
Dealt  with  princes  royally ; 
If  with  Core  perchance  I  were, 
I  was  his  prime  counseller. 

'•  Therefore  Neal  I  ever  set 
On  my  right  hand,  thus  to  get 


Judgments  grave,  and  weighty  words. 
For  the  right-hand  loyal  lords. 
But,  ever  on  my  left-band  side 
Gentle  Core,  who  knew  not  pride, 
That  none  other  so  might  part 
His  dear  body  from  my  heart. 
Gone  is  generous  Core  O'Yeon — ^woe 

is  me ! 
Gone  is  valiant  Neal  O'Con — ^woe  is 

me  I 
Gone  the  root  of  Tara's  stock — woe 

is  mel 
Gone  the  head  of  Cashel  rock — ^woe 

is  mel 
Broken  is  my  witless  brain — 
Neal,  the  mighty  king,  is  slain  I 
Broken  is  my  bruised  heart's  core — 
Core,  the  Righ  More,  is  no  more  I 
Mourns  Lea  Con,  in  tribute's  chain, , 
Lost  Mac  Eochy  Vivahain, 
And  her  lost  Mao  Lewry  true — 
Mourns  Lea  Mogha  ruined  too  I'' 

The  most  accomplished  bards  suc- 
ceeding these  we  have  just  mentioned^ 
were  the  learned  Bishop  Feich — whose 
remarkable  poem  is,  of  course,  familiar 
to  every  lover  of  Irish  antiquarian 
lore — Columcille,  Dalian,  and  Sean- 
chan,  several  of  whose  poems  are  to 
be  found  in  Mr.  Hardiman's  collection. 
Many  of  these  pieces,  the  learned  au- 
thor tells  us,  afford  incontestable  proof 
— as  well  by  their  construction  as  by 
their  versification— that  their  origin 
has  been  derived  from  the  ancient 
songs  of  the  Pagan  bards. 

The  melodies  of  Ireland  were,  about 
this  period,  hushed  by  the  war-cries  of 
the  Danes  ;  but  notwithstanding  these 
unfavourable  circumstances,  that  skil- 
ful and  truly  learned  poet,  Maolmura 
Miles,  found  an  audience  ready  to  ap- 

Ereciate  his  minstrelsy.  The  bard  who 
as  not  inaptly  been  styled,  in  the  ''An- 
nals of  the  Four  Masters,"  the  Virgil 
of  Ireland,  succeeded  him  ;  and  then« 
among  a  host  of  others  of  inferior  note, 
the  harps  of  the  bards,  Mac  GioUa 
Caoimh  and  Eochy  O'Floin,  awakened 
the  tuneful  echoes  of  their  native  moun- 
tains. Mac  Liag,  their  successor — who 
was  secretary  and  biographer  of  the 
Irish  monarch,  Brian — was  killed  at 
the  battle  of  Clontarf,  in  1014.  His 
songs,  full  of  tenderness  and  exquisite 
pathos,  are  filled  with  wailings  for 
the  untimely  death  of  his  sovereign. 
O'MuIconry — ^who  lived  in  the  twelfth 
century,  and  whose  songs  have  been 
handea  down  to  us  in  the  Book  of  Le- 
can — with  0'Cassidy,tbe  abbot  of  Ard- 
bracken,  in  Meatb— an  ecclesiastic  dis- 
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tingoished  for  his  piety  and  erudition — 
and  0'Dan>  chief  bard  to  the  prince 
of  Leinster — whose  poems  are  to  be 
found  in  the  Book  of  Ballymote^  and 
other  ancient  Irish  manuscripts — bring 
us  down  to  the  period  when  the  inva- 
sion of  Henry  II.  silenced,  for  a  space, 
the  melodious  strains  of  the  Irish  bards, 
who  appear  to  have  always  been  very 
obnoxious  to  the  conquerors,  pro- 
bably for  reasons  equally  potent  with 
those  which  influenced  the  ''ruthless 
king"  to  exterminate  the  Welsh  min- 
strels. It  appears  to  have  been  the  policy 
of  the  conquerors  to  lessen,  as  far  as  they 
possibly  could,  the  numbers  of  those 
who  sung  of  the  ancient  glories  of  their 
country,  who  mourned  over  her  op- 
pressions and  wrongs,  or  stimulated, 
by  passionate  appes^,  their  suffering 
fellow-countrymen  to  fresh  deeds  of 
courage  and  of  resistance.  Though 
the  voice  is  mute — ^though  the  harp  is 
broken — though  the  hand  that  swept, 
with  a  master*s  skill,  its  tuneful  chords, 
is  now  long-forgotten  dust,  thesestrains 
of  patriotism  and  of  genius — the  sweet 
songs  of  our  native  land — have  lived 
through  the  storms  of  war,  the  destruc- 
tive influence  of  time,  and  the  rage  of 
persecution,  and  are  handed  down  to 
us  as  perfect  and  imperishable  as  when 
they  &*st  bursty^esh  and  glowing  with 
impassioned  eloquence,  from  the  min- 
streFs  heart. 

The  bardic  race  were  most  flourish- 
ing under  the  reign  of  OUam  Fodhia, 
the  great  Irish  legislator;  by  whom 
were  founded  those  halls  of  Tara, 
which  have  been  immortalized  by 
Moore.  *'  No  music,**  says  an  ancient 
MS.  quoted  by  Mr.  Hardiman,  <'  then 
delighted  the  people  more  than  each 
other's  voices — such  peace  and  con- 
cord reigned  among  them,  that  their 
voices  sounded  sweeter  than  the  war- 
blings  of  a  melodious  harp.  The  name 
of  the  place  owing  its  origin  to  its 
fame  for  harmony,  Te-mur,  or  Tara, 
signifying  the  hall  of  music." 

Royne  File,  the  next  bard  of  any 
celebrity,  whose  name  has  reached 
us,  was  of  royal  Uneage ;  and  Fer- 
ciertne,  the  panegyrist  of  the  Irish 
law-giver,  with  a  few  others  of  inferior 
note,  bring  us  down  to  the  period  of 
the  founding  of  the  order  of  the  Red 
Branch  Knights,  of  whom  the  most  re- 
markable were  Conal  Cearnagh,  the 
master  ;  CuchuUin  ;  Naoise,  Anile, 
and  ArduDf  the  three  sons  of  Usmoth. 


This  was  about  the  commencement  of 
the  Christian  era,  and  the  island  was 
then  agitated  by  a  revolutionary  move- 
ment against  the  Brehons,  who,  in- 
vested as  they  were  with  an  undue 
proportion  of  judicial  influence,  be- 
came so  tyrannical  and  overbearing, 
that  their  total  expulsion  was  nearly 
determined  on,  when  Corcoran,  one  of 
the  provincial  monarchs  of  the  day, 
prevented  matters  being  carried  to 
such  an  extremity  by  a  timely  reduc- 
tion of  their  numbers. 

In  the  tenth  century,  under  the  reign 
of  the  great  Brian  Boru,  the  people  of 
Ireland,  long  harassed  by  the  invasion 
of  the  hordes  of  Danes  and  Northmen, 
seem  to  have  got  a  brief  respite  irom 
persecution  —  peace  and  tranquillity 
were  restored,  and  literature  flourished 
under  his  mild  but  vigorous  sway.  The 
invaders,  however,  daily  increased  in 
power  and  numbers;  and  at  length, 
seizing  a  favourable  opportunity,  they 
attacked  the  stout  old  monarch,  then 
in  the  eighty-third  year  of  his  age,  in 
great  force. 

Overpowered  by  numbers,  and  baf- 
fled by  treachery,  the  last  illustrious 
scion  of  Irish  royalty,  was  slain  at  the 
battle  of  Clontarf ;  and  we  are  sorry 
to  say  that  in  the  varied  collection  be- 
fore us,  with  the  one  exception  we  have 
already  mentioned,  we  cannot  discover 
any  elegaic  stanzas  upon  the  death  of 
this  accomplished  monarch  worth  se- 
lecting. We  cannot  avoid  thinking  that 
this  speaks  very  little  for  the  gratitude 
or  the  ability  of  these,  of  the  rights  of 
whose  order  King  Brian  Boru  was  the 
most  illustrious  champion. 

The  harp  of  this  monarch  was  sent 
to  Henry  VIII.,  and  by  him  given  to 
the  Marquis  of  Clanrickarde ;  it  was 
afterwards  presented  by  Mr.  Conyng- 
ham  to  the  museum  of  Trmity  Col- 
lege, where  it  now  remains.  It  is  thus 
described  in  a  work  quoted  by  Mr, 
Montgomery : — 

"  It  is  thirty- two  inches  high,  and  of  good 
workmanship ;  the  sounding-board  is  of 
oak,  the  arms  of  red  sally ;  toe  extremity 
of  the  uppermost  arm,  in  part,  is  capped 
with  silver,  extremely  well  wrought  and 
chiselled.  It  contains  a  large  crystal, 
set  in  silver ;  and  under  it  was  another 
stone,  now  lost.  The  buttons,  or  orna- 
mented knobs,  at  the  side  of  this  arm, 
are  of  silver.  On  the  front  arm  are  the 
arms,  chased  in  silver,  of  the  O'Brieu 
family-^the  bbody  band  supported  by 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


134 


IrUh  Ballad  Poetry. 


[Aug. 


lions.  On  the  sides  of  the  firont  arm, 
within  two  circles,  are  two  Irish  wolf- 
dogs,  cut  in  the  wood.  The  holes  of  the 
sounding-board,  where  the  strings  en- 
tered, are  neatly  ornamented  with  an 
escutcheon  of  brass,  carved  and  gilt ; 
the  larger  sounding-holes  have  been  or- 
namented, probably  with  silrer.  The 
harp  has  twenty-eight  kevs,  and  as  many 
striug-holes ;  consequently  there  were  as 
many  strings.  The  foot-pieoe,  or  rest, 
is  broken  off,  and  the  parts  around  which 
it  was  joinedi,  are  very  rotten.  The  whole 
bears  evidence  of  an  expert  artist.*" 

From  the  death  of  this  great  mo* 
narch  until  the  English  invasion,  the 
history  of  Ireland  presents  a  melan- 
choly repetition  of  scenes  of  foreign 
persecution  and  domestic  feuds. 

••  Wiaie  ttidr  t^nntf  joined  in  hate, 
Tti«]r  aerw  Jolaed  in  lore.** 

Chieftams  rebelled  against  their 
princes,  and  were  deserted  in  turn  by 
their  own  retainers ;  and  the  whole 
island  afforded  a  gloomy  picture  of 
bloodshed  and  strife.  In  an  atmos- 
phere so  uncongenial,  the  muses  lan- 
guished ;  and  in  melancholy  wailings, 
the  Irish  minstrels  found  a  vent  for 
the  sorrow  which  oppressed  their 
hearts.  Driven,  as  we  are  informed, 
by  the  sword  of  the  invaders,  from  the 
haunts  of  men,  they  sought  for  a  tem- 
porary refine,  in  caves  and  mountains, 
which  echoed  with  their  plaintive  me- 
lodies. At  this  period,  the  whole  oha- 
racter  of  their  melodies  underwent  a 
complete  alteration — a  spirit  of  moum- 
fulness  and  sorrow  took  possession  of 
them. 

In  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  as 
well  as  in  the  preceding  one,  the  pro- 
fession of  bard,  from  the  le^slative 
enactments  passed  against  it,  began  to 
sink  in  public  estimation.  The  coolins, 
or  long  flowing  locks  by  which  its  mem- 
bers were  distinguished,  were  abolished 
by  an  act  of  parliament ;  and  it  was 
further  ordered  that  no  Irish  minstrels 
or  rhymers  be  messengers  to  desire 
any  goods  of  any  man  dwelling  within 
the  English  pale,  upon  pain  of  forfei- 
ture of  all  their  goods,  and  their  bo- 
dies to  be  imprisoned  during  the  king's 
will. 

^'  Spenser,  who  ought  to  have  known 
better,  at  all  events  who  ought  to  have 
possessed  some  compassion  for  his  bre- 
thren of  the  tuneful  art,  recommended 
their  complete  exturpation  :— 


••There is,"  he  says,  ••amongst  the 
Irish,  a  certain  kind  of  people  called 
bardes,  which  are  to  them  instead  of 
poets,  whose  profession  is  to  set  forth 
the  praises  or  dispraises  of  men  in  their 
rithmes  ;  the  which  are  had  in  so  high 
regard  and  estimation  amongst  them, 
that  none  dare  displease  them  for  fear  to 
run  into  reproach  through  their  offence, 
and  to  be  made  informers  in  the  mouths 
of  all  men.  They  are  for  the  most  part, 
so  far  from  instructing  youne  men  lu 
moral  discipline,  that  they  themselves 
do  deserve  to  be  sharply  disciplined;  for 
they  seldom  use  to  choose  out  themselves 
the  doings  of  good  men  for  the  argu- 
ments of  their  poems  ;  but  whomsoever 
they  find  to  be  most  licentious  of  life, 
most  cold  and  lawless  in  his  doings, 
most  dangerous  and  desperate  in  all 
parts  of  disobedience  and  rebellious  dis- 
position, him  they  set  up  and  glorify  in 
their  rithmes — him  they  praise  to  the 
people,  and  to  young  men  make  an  ex- 
ample to  follow.  Thus  evil  things  being 
decked  and  attired  with  the  gay  attire  of 
goodly  words,  may  easily  deceive  and 
carrv  away  the  affection  of  a  young 
mind  that  is  not  well  stayed,  but  desi- 
rous of  some  bold  adventures  to  make 
proof  of  himself.  For  being  (as  thev  all 
oe)  brought  up  idly,  without  awe  of  pa- 
rents, without  precept  of  masters,  and 
without  fear  of  offence — not  being  di- 
rected nor  employed  in  any  course  of 
life  which  may  carry  tH%m  to  virtue,  will 
easily  be  drawn  to  follow  such  as  any 
shall  set  before  them ;  for  a  voung  mind 
cannot  rest  if  he  be  not  still  busied  in 
some  goodness ;  he  will  find  himself  such 
business  as  shall  soon  carry  awav  all 
about  him ;  in  which,  if  he  shall  find  any 
to  praise  him,  and  to  eive  him  encou- 
ragement, as  those  bardes  and  rithmers 
do,  for  little  reward,  or  a  share  of  a 
stolen  cow,  then  waxeth  he  most  insolent 
and  half  mad  with  love  of  himself  and 
his  own  lewd  deeds.  And  as  for  words 
to  set  forth  such  lewdness,  it  is  not  hard 
for  them  to  give  a  goodly  and  pointed 
show  thereunto,  borrowed  even  from  the 
praises  which  are  proper  to  virtue  itself, 
as  of  a  most  notorious  thief  and  wicked 
outlaw,  which  had  lived  all  his  life  of 
spoils  and  robberies,  one  of  their  bardes 
in  his  praise  will  say,  that  he  was  none 
of  the  idle  milksops  that  were  brought 
up  at  the  fire-side,  but  that  most  of  his 
days  be  spent  in  wars  and  valiant  exer- 
cises—4hat  he  did  never  eat  bis  meal  be- 
fore he  had  won  it  with  his  sword — ^that 
he  lay  not  all  night  sluggin  in  a  cabin 
tmder  his  mantle,  but  used  commonly  to 
keep  others  waking  to  defend  their  lives ; 
and  did  light  his  candle  at  the  flames  of 
their  houses  to  lead  him  in  the  darkness 
— that  the  day  was  his  night,  and  the 
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night  his  day — ^that  he  loved  not  to  be 
long  wooine  of  wenches  to  yield  to  him, 
but  where  he  came  he  took  by  force  the 
spoil  of  other  men's  love,  and  left  but 
lamentation  to  their  lovers— that  his 
music  was  not  the  harp  nor  lavs  of  love, 
but  the  cries  of  people  and  clashing  of 
armour ;  and,  finally,  that  he  died  not 
bewailed  of  many,  bat  made  manv  wail 
when  he  died,  that  dearly  bought  his 
death." 

And  then  Mr.  Spenser  had  the  cool 
impudence  to  add-l 

**  I  have  caused  divers  of  these  poems 
to  be  translated  unto  me,  that  I  might 
understand  them,  and  surely  they  sa- 
voured of  sweet  wit  and  good  invention, 
but  skilled  not  of  the  goodly  ornaments 
of  poetry ;  yet  they  were  sprinkled  with 
some  pretty  flowers  of  their  natural  de- 
vice, which  gave  good  erace  and  comeli- 
ness unto  them ;  the  which  it  is  a  great 
pity  to  see  so  abused,  to  the  gracing  of 
wickedness  and  vice,  which,  with  good 
usage,  would  serve  to  adorn  and  beauti- 
fie  virtue." 

The  ffenius  of  song  was,  however, 
too  deeply  seated  in  the  Irish  heart  to 
be  obliterated  by  the  penal  enactments  of 
the  Saxon,  and  notwitstanding  the  per- 
secution of  the  race,  a  striun  of  rare  and 
exquisite  beauty  would  burst  forth  from 
some  weary  worn  minstrel.  Amongst 
them  are  those  verses  called  ''the  Coo- 
lin,"  written,  it  is  supposed,  upon  that 
occasion  when  the  tyrannical  edict  went 
forth  from  the  Saxon,  which  prohibited 
the  national  decoration  of  the  coolin, 
or  flowing  ringlets,  in  which  our  bards 
BO  much  prided  themselves.  It  is 
translated  by  Mr.  Ferguson,  and  some 
of  the  stanzas  are  of  very  great  beauty : 

*'  Oh,  had  you  seen  the  Coolun 

Walking  down    by    the   cuckoo's 
street. 
With  the  dew  of  the  meadow  shining 
On  her  milk-white  twinkling  feet. 
Ob,  my  love  she  is,  and  my  coleen 

And  she  dwells  in  BaPnagar  ; 
And  she  bears  the  palm  of  beauty 
bright 
From  the  fairest  that  in  Erin  are. 

"  In  Bal'nagar  is  the  Coolun, 

like  t£  berry  on  the  bough  her 
cheek. 
Bright  beauty  dwells  for  ever 

Chi  her  fair  neck  and  ringlets  sleek. 
Ob,  sweeter  is  her  mouth's  soft  music 
Than  the  lark  or  thrush  at  dawn. 


Or  the  blackbird  in  the  greenwood 
singing 
Farewell  to  the  setting  sun. 


"  Rise  up,  my  boy — ^make  ready 

My  horse,  for  I  forth  would  ride. 
To  follow  the  modest  damsel 

Where  she  walks  on  the  gre^i  hill 
side; 
For  ever   since  our  youth  were  we 
pli|^hted 
In  faith,  troth,  and  wedlock  true ; 
Oh,  she  is  sweeter  to  me  nine  times 
over 
Than  organ  or  cuckoo  1 

"  Oh,  ever  since  m^  childhood 

I  loved  the  fair  and  darling  child. 
But  our  people  came  between  us. 
And  with  lucre  our  pure  love  de- 
filed : 
Oh,  my  woe  it  is,  and  my  bitter  pain, 

And  I  weep  it  night  and  day. 
That  the  coleen  bawn  of  my  early 
love 
Is  torn  from  my  heart  away. 

*<  Sweet  and  youthful  treasure, 
Be  constant  still  and  true. 
Nor  for  want  of  herds  and  houses 
Leave  one  who  would  ne'er  leave 
you; 
I'd  pledge  you  the  blessed  Bible, 

Without  and  eke  within. 
That  the  youthful  god  will  provide  fbr 
us 
Without  thanks  to  kith  or  kin. 

**  Oh,  love,  do  you  remember 
When  we  lay  all  night  alone 
Beneath  the  ash  in  the  winter  storm, 
When  the  oakwood  round  did  groan ; 
No  shelter  then  from  the  blast  had  we. 

The  bitter  blast  or  sleet, 
But  your  gown  to  wrap  about  our 
heads. 
And  my  coat  around  our  feet." 

There  were  few  bards  of  much  note 
until  towards  the  commencement  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  when  Lugad 
O'Clery,  of  Tyrconnel,  O'Connellan, 
0*Ryan,  and  others  lived.  The  only 
composition  extant,  the  work  of  any  of 
these  is  the  song  by  Malmury,son  of  the 
the  bard  of  Tyrconnel,  upon  witness- 
ing the  ruins  of  Donegal  Castle,  which 
was  destroyed  by  the  celebrated  Hugh 
Roe  O'Donnel,  lest  it  should  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

This  chieftain  bad,  it  appears,  at  a 
very  early  age,  been  kidnapped  by  Sir 
John  Perrot,  the  lord  deputy,  who 
had  him  carried  off  in  a  ship  laden  with 
Spanish  wine,  which  he  sent  into  Lough 
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Swillyi  for  the  purpose  of  inducing  the 
young  chieftain  to  come  on  board.  The 
plan  was  successful;  he  was  carried 
off,  and  thrown  into  the  dungeons  in 
Dublin  Castle>  whence  he  escaped  after 
a  few  years'  confinement.  He  was, 
however,  taken  again,  and  a  second 
time  succeeded  in  effecting  his  escape, 
and,  returning  to  his  native  country, 
was  received  with  the  ereatest  enthu- 
siasm, and  by  his  warlile  talents  and 
indomitable  energy,  proved  himself  the 
most  formidable  enemy  which  England 
ever  possessed. 

Of  the  merits  of  the  ode  to  the  Ruins 
Donegal  Castle,  we  shall  enable  our 
readers  to  judge.  It  is  translated  by 
Mr.  Mangan. 

"  TO  THE  RUINS  OF  DONEGAL  CASTLE. 

Oh,  mournful ! — ob,  forsaken  pile  1 — 
What  desolation  dost  thou  dree ! 

How  tarnished  is  the  beauty  that  was 
thine  ere  while. 
Thou  mansion  of  chaste  melody. 

Demolished  lie  thy  towers  and  halls — 
A  dark,  unsightly  earthen  moimd 

Defaces  the  pure  whiteness  of  thy  shin- 
ing walls, 
And  solitude  doth  gird  thee  round. 

Fair   Fort  I — thine  hour  has  come  at 
length ; 
Thine  older  glory  has  gone  by. 
Lo  !  far  beyond  the  noble  battlements  of 
strength 
Thy  corner-stones  all  scattered  lie ! 

Where,  now,  O  rival  of  the  gold 
Emania,  be  thy  wine-cups  all  ? 
Alas  I  for  these  thou  now  hast  nothing 
but  the  cold, 
Cold  stream,  that  from  the  heavens 
doth  fall. 

Above  thy  shattered  window  sills. 
The  music  that  to-day  breaks  forth, 

Is  but  the  music  of  the  wild  winds  from 
the  hills. 
The  wild  winds  of  the  stormy  North  I 

How  often  from  thy  turrets  high. 

Thy  purple  turrets,  have  we  seen 
Long  hnes  of  glittering  ships,   when 
summer-time  drew  nigh. 
With  masts  and  sails  of  snow-white 
sheen. 

How  often  seen,  when  gazinfi;  round 
From  thy  tall  towers,  the  hunting 
trains — 
The  wood-enlivening  chase — the  horse- 
man and  the  hound — 
Thou  fastness  of  a  hundred  plains ! 


How  often  to  thy  banquets  bright 
We  have  seen  the  strong-armed  Gaels 
repair. 
And  when  the  feast  was  over,  once  again 
unite 
For  battle  in  thy  bass-court  fair  I 

Alas  !  for  thee,  thou  fort  forlorn — 
Alas  1  for  thy  low,  lost  estate — 

It  is  my  woe  of  woes,  this  melancholy 
morn. 
To  see  thee  left  thus  desolate. 

From  Hugh  O'Donnell,  thine  own  brave 

And  far-famed  sovereign,  came  the 

blow! 

By  him,  thou  lonesome  castle  on  the 

Esky's  wave. 

By  him  was  wrought  thine  overthrow  I 

Yet  not  because  he  wished  thee  ill. 

Left  he  thee  thus  bereaven  and  void. 
The  prince  of  the  victorious  tribe  of 
Dalach  still 
Loved  thee,  yea  thee  whom  he  des- 
troyed I 

He  brought  upon  thee  all  this  woe — 

Thou  of  the  fair-proportioned  walls-^- 
Lest  thou  shouldest  ever  yield  a  shelter 
to  the  foe — 
Shouldst  house  the  black,  ferocious 
Gauls. 

It  is  a  drear — a  dismal  sight — 
This  of  thy  ruin  and  decay — 

Now  that  our  kings,  and  bards,  and  men 
of  might. 
Are  nameless  exiles  far  away  I 

Yet  better  thou  shouldst  fall,  meseems, 

By  thine  own  king  of  many  thrones. 

Than  that  the  Gaels  should  rear  around 

thy  streams 
Dry  mounds  and  circles  of  great  stones. 

But  be  thus  fated  to  destroy 

Thy  shining  walls^  will  yet  restore, 

And  raise  thee  up  anew  in  beauty  and 
in  joy, 
So  that  thou  shalt  never  sorrow  more. 

By  God's  help,  he  who  wrought  thy  fall 
Will  reinstate  thee  yet  in  pride ; 

Thy  variegated  halls  shall  be  rebuilded 
all. 
Thy  lofty  courts,  thy  chambers  wide. 

Yes  I  thou  shalt  live  again,  and  see 
Thine  forts  renewed  1 — thoushidt  out- 
shine 
Thy  former  self  by  far,  and  Hugh  shall 
reign  in  thee, 
The  Tirconnellians'  king  and  thine. ** 

We  do  not  know,  in  the  whole  com- 
pass of  ballad  poetry  in  any  language. 
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a  more  beautiful  and  touching  compo- 
sition than  this.  The  simpUcity  and 
the  exquisite  pathos  of  some  of  its 
stanzas  are  incomparable.  With  what 
melancholy  tenderness  does  the  poet 
linger  over  the  glories  of  the  past. 
Weeping  above  the  place  left  unto  him 
desolate^  how  rises  before  his  mind's 
eye,  in  glowing  colours,  "  the  pride  of 
former  davs,'"  when  the  banner  of  his 
chieftain  floated  irom  those  towers, 
now  mouldering  in  the  dust — when 
the  old  halls  rang  with  the  revelry  of 
lusty  wassailers — and  he  himself,  the 
most  cherished  guest  of  all,  charmed 
from  the  golden  wires  the  very  spirit 
of  melody— 

**  Sooiet  long  putt  of  joy  «nd  pda. 
Cone  irilderinc  o'er  hie  eged  brein.** 

Those  regal  towers,  so  often  assailed 
by  the  foeman's  wrath  in  vain,  which 
survived  the  storms  of  war,  and  the 
more  deadly  hand  of  time,  laid  low  in 
the  dust  by  their  master's  hands — pain- 
ful thought — and  then  mournful,  and 
more  mournful  still  the  wailings  of  his 
grief,  as  he  muses  upon  the  fate  of  its 
mighty  inhabitants,  its  kings,  its  men 
of  might,  nameless  and  forgotten  exiles* 
far  awav — dismal  sight,  the  ruin  of 
that  embattled  port^-arch  to  him; 
but  far  better  fallen  thus,  than  by  the 
hands  of  the  fierce  invader.  Who 
should  lay  its  glories  low  save  he  who 
called  them  into  life  ?  In  this  solitude 
of  night,  with  face  upturned  to  the 
bright  starry  sky,  the  happy  olden  time 
steals  over  him,  and  the  voice  of  his 
lamentation  comes  welling  from  the 
minstrers  heart,  equal  in  beauty  and 
kindred  in  spirit :  but  we  think  trans- 
lated with  more  power  is  the  '<  Ode  to 
the  Ruins  of  Timoleague  Abbey,"  by 
Collins,  or  O'Culkne,  a  bard  of  the 
seventeenth  centilry.  Though  not  a 
professed  bard,  several  beautiml  pieces 
coii^>osed  by  him  are  still  extant.  He 
was  a  native  of  Cork,  a  countv  which 
u  rather  famous  for  the  excellence  of 
her  sons  in  the  tuneful  art,  and  des- 
cended from  the  ancient  tribe  of  the 
OXullanes,  who  were  lords  of  the 
town  of  Castlyon,  in  that  county. 
The  young  O'CuUane  having,  at  a 
very  early  age,  evinced  considerable 
poetic  powers,  he  was  carefuUv  edu- 
cated,  being  destined  for  the  clerical 
pofession.  He  incapacitated  himself, 
however,  for  the  exercise  of  the  duties 
of  his  sacred  office,  by  entering  into  the 


holy  estate*  of  matrimony,  and  final- 
ly settled  down  as  a  schoolmaster  at 
Skibbereen,  where  he  died  about  the 
year  1816.  Timoleague,  or  the  cell  of 
St.  Molaga,  was  an  ancient  abbey,  si- 
tuated in  the  south  of  Munster.  The 
silver  stream  of  —  sweeps  by  its 
venerable  ruins,  which  consist  now  of 
a  large  choir,  with  an  able,  one  side 
bemg  a  square  cloister,  arcaded,  and  a 
platform  m  the  middle,  which  leads  to 
several  large  rooms,  one  of  which  was 
a  chapel,  another  a  chapter-house,  the 
third  a  refectory.  Between  the  choir 
and  the  aisle  stands  a  handsome  Gothic 
tower,  seventy  feet  in  height ;  near  it 
are  two  old  monuments  of  the  0'Cul« 
lanes  and  of  the  Lords  de  Courcy. 

We  would  willingly  linger  longer  in 
the  realms  of  ancient  sonc^,  for  after 
all  it  is  in  them  we  trace  the  true  cha- 
racteristics of  the  Irish  nature — their 
wild  aspirations  after  freedom — their 
tender  and  passionate  yearnings  for 
love,  and  their  melancholy  musings  in 
the  scenes  of  former  greatness  and 
splendour ;  but  our  space  compels  us 
to  be  brief,  and  upon  some  future  oc- 
casion we  may  have  an  opportunity  of 
returning  to  the  subject,  which  we 
cannot,  however,  close  without  a  short 
notice  of  the  life  and  writings  of  Caro- 
lan.  Descended  from  the  ancient  Mi- 
lesian race,  this  distinguished  bard,  the 
last  of  his  order,  was  born  at  Newton, 
in  the  county  of  Meath,  about  the  year 
1670.  Deprived,  while  yet  a  boy,  of 
the  blessing  of  sight,  he  found  solace 
in  his  harp,  which  became  his  constant 
companion.  Near  his  father's  houses 
we  are  told  by  Mr.  Hardiman,  was  a 
rath,  which  one  of  the  old  legends  of 
the  country  had  assigned  as  a  court  to 
the  queen  of  the  good  people.  Here 
he  used  to  remain,  for  hours  together, 
stretched  listlessly  in  the  sun^  He  was 
often  observed  to  start  up  suddenly,  as 
if  in  a  fit  of  ecstacy,  occasioned,  as 
was  believed,  by  the  preternatural 
sights  he  witnessed.  It  happened,  in 
one  of  these  raptures,  that  he  called 
hastily  upon  one  of  his  companions  to 
lead  him  home.  He  sat  down,  his  fin- 
gers wandering  rapidly  over  the  wires, 

••  An  nncertain  wubllng  made,'* 

and  in  a  little  time  he  played  and  sung 
the  air  and  words  of  this  sweet  song, 
addressed  to  Bridget  Cruise,  the  ob- 
ject of  his  earliest  attachment.  This 
was  said  to  have  been  his  first  produc- 
tion.    So  beautiful  and  so  captivating  - 
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was  the  strain^  that  it  was  attributed 
at  once  to  fairv  inspiratioQ.  It  was 
said  that  he  related  the  vision  which 
he  saw  ;  but,  overcome  by  terror,  he 
entreated  his  friends  never  to  ask  him 
to  repeat  it.  As  we  feel  assured  our 
our  readers  will  not  be  satisfied,  after 
this  account,  without  the  song  itself, 
we  give  them  the  following  version, 
translated  by  Mr.  Furlong  :— 

"  Oh  I  torn  thee  to  me,  my  only  love. 

Let  not  despair  confound  me ; 
Turn !  and  may  blessings  from  above    . 

In  life  and  death  surround  thee. 
This  fond  heart  throbs  for  thee  alone, 

Oh,  leave  me  not  to  languish ; 
Look  on  those  eyes  whence  sleep  hath 
flown, 

Bethink  tbee  of  mv  anguish. 
My  hopes,  my  thoughts,  my  destiny, 
All  dwelU-all  rest,  sweet  girl,  with  thee. 

*<  Toung  bud  of  beauty,  for  ever  bright, 

The  proudest  must  bow  before  thee ; 
Source  of  my  sorrow  and  my  delight, 

Oh  I  must  I  in  vain  adore  thee. 
Where,  where  through  earth's  extended 

round, 
Where  may  such  loveliness  be  found  ? 

Talk  not  of  fair  ones  known  of  yore — 
Speak  not  of  Deirdre  the  renowned, 
She  whose  gay   glance   each  minstrel 
hailed; 

Nor  she  whom  the  daring  Dardan  bore 
From  her  fond  husband's  longing  arms  ; 
Name  not  the  dame  whose  fatal  charms 
When  weighed  against  a  world  prevailed : 

To  each  some  fleeting  beauty  might 
fall- 
Lovely,  thrice  lovely  might  they  be. 

But  the  gifts  and  graces  of  each  and  all 
Are  mingled,  sweet  maid,  in  thee. 

«  How  the  entranced  ear  all  fondly  lin- 
gers 
On  the  turns  oi  thy  thrilling  song — 
How  brightens  each  eye  as  thy  fair  white 
fineers 
Fly  lightly  o*er  the  chords  along. 
The  noble,  the  learned,  the  aged,  the 

vain 
Gaze  on  the  songstress,  and  bless  the 
strain. 
How  winning,  dear  girl,  is  thine  air ; 
How  glossy  thy  golden  hair. 
Ob,  loved  one,  come  back  again, 

With  thy  train  of  adorers  about  thee ; 
Oh  I  come,  for  in  grief  and  in  gloom  we 
remain — 
Life  is  not  life  without  thee. 

"My  memory  wanders,  my  thoughts 
have  strayed, 
My  gathering  sorrows  oppress  me— 


Oh !  look  on  thy  victim,  bright  peerless 
maid. 
Say  one  kind  word  to  bless  me. 
Why,  why  on  thy  beauty  must  I  dwell. 
When  each  tortured  heart  knows  its 

power  too  well ; 
Or  why  will  I  say,  that  favoured  and 
blessed 
Must  be  the  proud  heart  that  bore 
thee? 
Oh  1  dull  is  the  eye,  and  cold  the  breast 
That  remains  unmoved  before  thee." 

Many  years  of  the  bard's  life  were 
spent  at  Alderford,  the  seat  of  the 
MacDermot  Roe  family,  where  it  » 
related  that  whenever  he  wished  to  re- 
tire from  the  noise  and  the  bustle  of 
company,  he  would  direct  his  atten- 
dant to  provide  him  with  a  pipe  and 
a  chair,  and  lead  him  to  the  garden, 
then  remaining  for  hours  absorbed 
in  thought,  he  would  at  length  pour 
out  some  of  those  incomparable  melo- 
dies which  have  become  the  delight  of 
the  world.  By  nature,  of  a  gay  and 
lively  turn,  his  society  was  eagerly 
sought  after  by  most  families  of  dis- 
tinction. Ulster,  we  are  informed,  was 
the  only  province  of  Ireland  which 
was  not  honoured  by  the  poet's  visits, 
but  the  tastes  and  habits  of  the  Scotch 
and  English  settlers  there  were  by  no 
means  suited  to  him  ;  the  lively  sallies 
and  joyous  temperament  of  the  Mile- 
sian colonists  were  more  to  his  taste. 
Indeed,  we  have  every  reason  to  fear 
that  the  habits  of  this  glorious  old 
wandering  minstrel  were  as  distasteful 
to  the  thrifty,  money-making  natives 
of  Ulster,  as  theirs  were  to  him  ;  for 
there  can  be  but  little  doubt  that  his 
famous  song  of"  Whiskey  the  Potion" 
afforded  by  no  means  an  untrue  cri- 
terion of  the  predisposition  of  the  bard. 
He  seems  to  have  been  a  careless,  jolly 
sort  of  blade ;  b^  an  anecdote,  re- 
lated by  Mr.  Ferguson,  we  believe,  on 
the  authority  of  Walker,  affords  an  in- 
contestable proof  of  his  manner  of  life. 

**  It  b  ssdd  that  Carolan  came  one  day, 
during  the  period  of  a  certain  vow  of 
abstinence  he  had  made  to  a  friend, 
whom  he  entreated  to  gratifv  him  with 
a  smell  of  his  bottle;  the  mstant  he 
put  it  to  his  nose,  the  neck  was  put 
between  his  teeth,  and  its  contents  ra- 
pidly making  their  way  to  his  interior. 
He  laid  hold  of  his  harp  in  an  extatic 
conception  just  then  dawning  upon  his 
fancy,  and  began  the  modulation  of  his 
delightful  air,  the  *  Receipt  for  Drink- 
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ing/  whicby  vith  its  words*  he  had 
completed  by  noon  on  the  foUowing 
day."  The  Planxties  of  Carolan  are 
well  known  to  all  lovers  of  song*  but 
besides  these  we  are  indebted  to  him 
for  many  strains  of  exquisite  melody 
and  tenderness.  His  "  Thomas  Burke," 
"Isabel  Burke," and  "Planxty  Burke," 
composed  for  aiamily  of  that  name,  near 
Castlebar ;  his  «  Rose  Dillon,"  "  Peggy 
Browne,"  and  "  Roger  Palmer,"  with  a 
host  of  others  too  numerous  to  men- 
tion, possess  singular  attractions  for 
all  iJlose  who  have  a  partiality  for  the 
charms  of  national  song.  Like  many 
others  who  eo  forth  into  the  busy 
world,  full  of  brilliant  aspirations  and 
lofty  hopesy 

■«  Teinlaglbrfhfi  largesxdtementwhieh  the  coming 
TMn  iroiiUl  Tidd,** 

and  return  again  without  one  hope  ful- 
filled, or  one  object  of  ambition  gra- 
tified, Carolan  came  back  to  Alderford, 
the  home  of  his  old  friend  MacDer- 
mot,  to  die.  He  was  received  with 
affectionate  sympathy  and  kindness,  and 
here,  in  the  year  1732,  the  last  of  the 
Irish  bards  calmly  breathed  his  latest 
sigh.  Shortly  berore  he  died,  he  called 
for  his  harp — 

•*  O'er  fhe  itringi  hlf  fingers  strayed. 
And  an  nnoerteln  wirbUng  made.** 

But  acquiring  a  momentary  vigour,  he 
played  his  "Farewell  to  Music"  in  strains 
of  such  rare  and  touching  pathos,  as  to 
draw  tears  from  all  present.  When 
his  death  was  known,  it  is  related  that 
upwards  of  sixty  clergymen,  of  various 
denominations,  a  number  of  gentlemen 
from  the  surrounding  counties,  and  a 
vast  concourse  of  country-people,  as- 
sembled to  pay  respect  to  the  memory 
of  their  b^d.  ^1  the  houses  in 
BallyfiBorm  were  occupied  by  the  for- 
mer; the  harp  was  heard  in  every 
direction.  The  wake  lasted  four  days. 
On  each  side  of  the  hall  was  placed  a 
keg  of  whiskey,  which  was  often  re- 
plenished. On  the  fifth  day,  all  that 
could  die  of  Carolan  was  brought 
forth,  and  interred  in  the  chapel  of 
Mac  Dermot  Roe,  at  the  east  end  of 
the  old  church  of  Kilronan.  With 
him  close  the  annals  of  ancient  Irish 
song;  and,  until  the  brilliant  genius 
of  Moore  arose,  Ireland  was  without 
a  poet.  The  "Remains"  of  Carolan  have 
been  very  ably  and  beautifully  trans- 
lated by  Mr.  Furlong,  who  seems  to 
have  evinced,  in  the  execution  of  his 


work,  a  very  considerable  portion  of 
taste  as  well  as  poetic  ability.  Scat- 
tered through  these  volumes  of  Irish 
songs,  are  several  pieces  from  the  pen 
of  this  gentleman — of  so  hiffh  an  order 
of  merit  as  to  lead  to  the  belief,  that 
had  he  lived,  he  would  have  added 
much  to  thepoetical  reputation  of  this 
country.  There  are  some  stanzas 
from  his  pen  in  Mr.  Hardiman's  col- 
lection, of  such  remarkable  beauty, 
that  none  of  our  readers  will  feel 
aught  but  pleasure  if  we  extract  them 
-here.  They  were  written  after  the 
death  of  a  gentleman,  in  whose  count- 
ing-house he  had  passed  the  early 
years  of  his  life :— . 

"  Oh,  if  the  Atheist's  words  were  true. 

If  those  we  seek  to  save. 
Sink,  and  in  sinking  from  our  view, 

Are  lost  beyond  the  grave  I 
If  life  thns  closed,  how  dark  and  drear 
Would  this  bewildered  earth  appear. 

Scarce  worth  the  du^t  it  gave ; 
A  tract  of  black  sepulchral  gloom — 
One  yawning,  ever-opening  tomb. 

"  Blest  be  that  strain  of  high  belief- 
More  heaven-like,  more  sublime. 
Which  says  that  souls  that  part  in  grief, 

Part  only  for  a  time  I 
That  far  beyond  this  speck  of  pain. 
Par  o'er  the  gloomy  ^ave's  domain. 

There  spreads  a  brighter  clime ; 
Where  care,  and  toil,  and  trouble  o'er, 
Friends  meet,  and  meeting,  weep  no 
more  I" 

We  cannot  afford  greater  space  to 
the  consideration  of  the  ancient  bal- 
lads of  Ireland.  We  have  already 
dwelt  upon  them  and  upon  their 
authors  in  a  manner  proportionate  to 
theii*  beauty  and  their  importance, 
holding  as  we  do,  with  Father  Prout, 
of  Watergrass-hill,  that  the  true  cha- 
racter of  a  people,  the  most  genuine 
expression  of  natural  taste,  and  the 
unadulterated  spirit  of  a  country  must 
be  sought  for  in  its  songs.  Their  effect 
is  to  create  and  cherish  a  love  of 
country ;  the  soul  is  linked  to  the 
associations  of  home ;  and  in  the  old 
sweet  familiar  cadence  of  song,  the 
patriot's  heart  recognizes  an  influence 
as  true  as  it  is  imperishable.  In  regard 
to  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  ^lont- 
gomery  has  executed  his  task,  which  is 
professedly  that  of  preserving  in  an 
accessible  collection  gems  of  ancient 
song,  hitherto  scattered  in  works  not 
easily  had,  wp  can  only  speak  in  terms 
of  approbation — avowedly  a  compila- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


140 


Irish  Ballad  Poetry. 


[Aug, 


tion  from  the  labours  of  others,  the 
author  has  brought  to  bear  upon  his 
task  both  industry  and  research.  There 
may  possibly  be  a  little  too  much  minute- 
ness of  detail,  and  of  narration  of  dry 
hbtorical  events,  for  the  taste  of  the  ge« 
neral  reader,  but  we  are  not  disposed 
to  find  fault.  And  as  to  the  extracts 
which  have  been  selected,  we  are 
free  to  confess,  that  in  their  selection 
and  arrangement  is  displayed  a  very 
high  order  of  ability.  If  we  cannot 
always  command  success,  it  is  ever 
commendable  to  deserve  it.  The  ob- 
ject of  this  collection  of  fragments  of 
Irish  poetry  is  most  prabe worthy. 
To  familiarize  the  public  mind  with 
the  glorious  effusions  of  national 
genius,  is  a  nobler  ambition.  The 
pulse  of  patriotism  beats  with  a  bolder 
throb  beneath  the  influence  of  song. 
The  recollections  of  former  times  and 
of  departed  glories  become  part  of 
our  daily  thoughts ;  they  mingle  in 
our  dreams ;  and  who  is  there  that 
can  tell  what  a  powerful  influence  the 
beautiful  associations  connected  with 
our  literature  may  have,  in  tran- 
quillizing and  correcting  the  discords 
which  agitate  the  nation's  heart,  in 
inspiring  us  with  loflv  and  generous 
thoughts,  and  in  causmg  us  to  direct 
the  entire  energies  of  our  nature  to 
labouring  to  promote  the  true  interests 
of  our  common  country. 

But  we  are  forgetting  that  we  have 
two  other  volumes  of  ballad  poetry 
yet,  awaiting  our  fiat — one  the  '<  Ballad 
Poetry  of  Ireland,**  edited  by  Mr.  Char- 
les Gavan  Duf!^ ;  and  another,  the 
"Book  of  Irish  Ballads,**  by  Mr.  McCar- 
thy, intended,  as  the  author  says,  to  form 
a  sequel  to  the  volume  we  ha¥e  just 
mentioned.*  We  are  unwilling  to  in- 
stitute comparisonsjwhen  the  oQect  of 
the  authors  is  so  commendable ;' but  we 
are  bound  to  say  that  the  palm,  if 

S'ven  to  any,  must  be  accorded  to  Mr. 
ufiy.  We  think,  in  the  selection 
and  arrangement  of  the  pieces  con- 
tained in  his  volume,  he  has  evinced 
the  very  highest  degree  of  poetic 
taste.  Indeed  we  have  seldom  seen  a 
book  with  so  little  pretension*  con- 
taining a  more  choice  collection  of 
poetioal  gems.  In  the  belief-^and  we 
think  it  is  not  unlikely  to  prove  a  true 
one — that  a  national  school  of  poetry 
is  about  to  spring  up  amongst  us,  Mr. 


Duffy  is  of  opinion  that  such  models 
as  he  has  selected  will  be  of  countless 
value  to  our  young  writers,  in  forming 
their  taste,  and  attracting  their  studies 
in  a  profitable  direction.  And  we 
quite  agree  with  him  that  such  ballads 
as  are  contained  in  bis  book  ought — 
nay,  must — exercise  a  powerful  in- 
fluence upon  the  public  mind.  A 
people,  confessedly  of  passion  and  of 
impulse,  easily  swayed  by  the  tones 
that  speak  to  its  feelings,  will  learn  to 
love  ballads  racy  of  their  native  soil — 
which  people  the  green  hills  of  their 
country  with  beings  of  a  by-gone  day, 
treasure  her  legends,  give  to  each 
mountain  and  old  thorn-tree  some 
nameless  and  imperishable  charm ;  and 
link  the  heart  of  the  reader  to  the 
indissoluble  associations,  which  the  love 
of  home  and  of  country  produces. 
This  volume  does  not  profess  to  deal 
with  the  old  bardic  songs  of  Ireland  at 
all,  and  accordingly  no  specimens  of 
that  class  upon  which  the  labours  of 
Mr.  Hardiman  and  others  have  been 
employed,  are  given. 

"Another  class,**  says  Mr.  Duffy, 
"remained — our  Anglo- Irish  ballads; 
the  production  of  educated  men,  with 
English  tongues  but  Irish  hearts.  From 
this  the  greater  part  of  our  materials  has 
been  drawn ;  and  we  trust  it  will  ap- 
pear that  in  them,  in  the  few  street  bal- 
lads, not  written  to  sell,  but  firom  the  ful- 
ness of  the  heart,  and  in  our  adequate 
translations  from  the  Irish,  we  possess  a 
popular  poetry,  less  ancient  and  pre- 
cious, but  not  less  instinct  with  the  spirit 
of  the  country,  than  the  venerable  min- 
strelsy of  England  and  Scotland.** 

In  the  foremost  rank  among  the  cul- 
tivators of  this  class  of  poetry,  stands, 
we  think,  Mr.  Ferguson.  Old  Chris- 
topher North,  with  his  usual  sagacity, 
many  years  ago  uttered,  ex  cathedra, 
his  opinion  of  the  poetic  power  of  this 
gentleman,who  was  then  but  a  wanderer 
m  those  fields  of  poesy  in  which  he  has 
since  culled  the  fairest  flowers ;  and  in 
uttering  the  prophetic  dictum  with  re- 
ference to  the  •*  Forging  of  the  An- 
chor," which  had  appeared  in  Ebony, 
"  that  this  was  a  gentleman  of  whom  the 
world  would  one  day  hear  more,*'  he 
exhibited  a  remarkable  proof  how  ac- 
curate was  his  poetic  diagnosis.  Mr. 
Ferguson  has  "not  unbeseemed  the 


•  "  The  Ballad  Poetry  of  Ireland.    Edited  by  Chas.  G.  Duffy.**      Dublin :  J. 
Duffy,    1846. 
"The  Book  of  Irish  BaUads.    By  D.  F.  McCarthy."    Dublin r  J.  Duiy.    1616. 
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promise  of  hb  spring,"  which  these  re-  power  and  vigour ;  they  hare  more 
markable  verses  exlubited.  The  world  ureadth  and  originality  than  the  writ- 
has  heard  of  him:  while  yet  but  a  ings  of  either  of  these  gentlemen.  He 
young  man  he  has  already  gained  what  has  a  keen  perception  of  the  beautiful 
was  Uie  utmost  limit  of  Byron*s  ambi-  and  the  true,  and  an  immense  power 
tion — he  has  made  himself  a  name  to  in  transferring  his  own  impressions  to 
be  remembered  in  his  land's  language,  the  reader.  What,  for  example,  can 
We  do  not  think  his  poems  possess  the  be  more  exquisite  than  the  ballad  of 
tenderness  of  Gerald  Griffin's^  or  the  '<  Anna  Grace."  We  feel  every  stanxa 
polish  of  Crofton  Croker's,  but  they  of  it 
unquestionably  dbplay  more  graphic 

«  THB  FAIBT  THOBN.* 

"  *  Get  up,  our  Anna  dear,  from  the  weary  spinning  wheel ; 
For  your  father's  on  the  hill,  and  your  mother  is  asleep : 
Come  up  above  the  crags,  and  well  dance  a  highland  reel 
Around. the  fairy  thorn  on  the  steep.' 

**  At  Anna  Grace's  door  'twas  thus  the  maidens  cried. 
Three  merry  maidens  fair  in  kirtles  of  the  green ; 
And  Anna  laid  the  rock  and  the  weary  wheel  aside. 
The  fairest  of  the  four,  I  ween. 

'*  They're  glancing  through  the  glimmer  of  the  quiet  eve. 
Away  m  milky  waving^  of  neck  and  ankle  bare ; 
The  heavy-sliding  stream  in  its  sleepy  song  they  leave. 
And  the  crags  m  the  ghostly  air  : 

'*  And  linkine  hand  and  hand,  and  singing  as  they  go, 

The  maids  along  the  hill-side  have  ta  en  their  fearless  way. 
Till  they  come  to  where  the  rowan  trees  in  lonely  beauty  grow 
Beside  the  Fairy  Hawthorn  grey. 

<*  The  Hawthorn  stands  between  the  ashes  tall  and  slim. 

Like  matron  with  her  twin  grand-daughters  at  her  knee  ; 
The  rowan  berries  cluster  o'er  her  low  bead  grey  and  dim 
In  ruddy  kisses  sweet  to  see. 

"  The  merry  maidens  four  have  ranged  them  in  a  row, 
Between  each  lovely  couple  a  stately  rowan  stem, 
And  away  in  mazes  wavy,  like  skimmmg  birds  they  go. 
Oh,  never  carolled  bird  like  them ! 

'*  But  solemn  is  the  silence  of  the  silvery  haze 

That  drinks  away  their  voices  in  echoless  repose, 
And  dreamily  the  evening  has  stilled  the  haunted  braes. 
And  dreamier  the  gloaming  grows. 

*'  And  sinking,  one  by  one,  like  lark-notes  from  the  sky 
When  the  falcon's  shadow  saileth  across  the  open  shaw. 
Are  hushed  the  maidens'  voices,  as  cowering  down  they  lie 
In  the  flutter  of  their  sudden  awe. 

^  For,  from  the  air  above,  and  the  grassy  ground  beneath. 

And  from  the  mountain-ashes  and  the  old  White-thom  between, 
A  power  of  faint  enchantment  doth  through  their  beings  breathe, 
And  they  sink  down  together  on  the  green. 


*  This  ballad  made  its  first  appearance  in  the  Dubum  Universitv  Magazine 
for  March,  1834. 
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"  Their  sink  together  lilwt,  and  stealing  side  to  side, 

They  fling  their  lovely  arms  o'er  their  drooping  necks  so  fkir. 
Then  yainly  strive  again  their  naked  arms  to  hide, 
For  their  shrinking  necks  again  are  bare. 

*•  Thus  clasped  and  prostrate  all,  with  their  heads  together  bowed. 
Soft  o'er  their  bosom's  beating— the  only  human  sottnd— 
Thej  hear  the  silky  footsteps  of  the  sUent  fairy  crowd. 
Like  a  river  in  the  air,  gilding  round. 

"  Nor  scream  can  any  raise,  nor  prayer  can  any  say, 
But  wild,  wild,  the  terror  of  the  speechless  three— 
For  they  feel  fair  Anna  Grace  drawn  sUently  away, 
By  whom  they  dare  not  look  to  see. 

"  They  feel  their  tresses  twine  with  her  parting  locks  of  gold, 
And  the  curls  elastic  falling,  as  her  head  withdraws  ; 
They  feel  her  sliding  arms  from  theur  tranced  armB  unfold. 
But  they  dare  not  look  to  see  the  cause : 

«*  For  heavy  on  theur  senses  the  faint  enchantment  lies 

Through  all  that  night  of  anguish  and  perilous  amase ; 
And  neither  fear  nor  wonder  can  ope  their  quivering  eyes. 
Or  their  limbs  from  the  cold  ground  raise. 

"  Till  otit  of  Niffht  the  Earth  has  rolled  her  dewy  side. 
With  every  haunted  mountain  and  streamy  vale  below; 
When,  as  the  mist  dissolves  in  the  yellow  morning  tide. 
The  maidens'  trance  dissolveth  so. 

"  Then  fly  the  ghastly  three  as  swiftly  as  they  may, 

And  tell  their  tale  of  sorrow  to  anxious  friends  in  vain 

They  pined  away  and  died  within  the  year  and  day. 
And  ne'er  was  Anna  Grace  seen  again." 

We  think  this  ballad  one  of  the  best  "  cobmac  and  mabt. 
he  author  has  ever  written.     There 

is  great  melody  and  sweetness  in  the  "  She  is  not  dead,  she  has  no  grave, 

versification,  and  an   originality  and  She   lives    beneath  Lough    Corrib's 

freshness  ofthought  breathing  through  .    jT**?^* 

the  whole,  which  is  quite  exhilarating.  ^^  ^S.-  u  "Jf^^  of  each  wave 

He  seems  to  us  to  have  succeeded  per-  Rethinks  I  catdi  the  songs  I  taught 

fectly  in  the  management  of  the  ballad  ^^' 

stanza,  which  is,  perhaps,  as  difficult,  Thus,  many  an  evening  on  the  shore 

or  more  difficult,  than  any  other  in  the  Sat  Cormac  raving  wild  and  lowly, 

whole  range  of  the  rhyming  art.     We  Still  wildly  muttering  o'er  and  o'er, 

question,  if  Mr.  Ferguson  could  equal  She  lives  detamed  by  spells  unholy. 
Sir  Walter  Scott  in  scenes  of  vigorous 

and  forcible  description,  such  as  are  to  Death  claims  her  not,  too  fair  for  earth, 

be  found  in  the  minstrelsy  of  the  Soot-  Her  spirit  lives  alien  to  heaven, 

tish  border,  but  he  fully  comes  up  to  ^^^  ^*"  ^^  know  a  second  birth 

that  great  master  of  ballad  poetry  in  'W^en  sinful  mortals  are  forgiven, 

that  description  of  writing  of  which  ^  , , ,   ,. ,        ,    ,,        .   , 

the  "Fairy  Thorn"  is  a  specimen.   Let  ^°1^  l^  ^)^l  ^^^^*  ***®  ^"^^  ^"^^^  <^WU, 

Z::ZTJ.  tV  T\^^^-^-  ^'  Burh,tr^^si'ul%fcoTdrs?S!,'  ^''"' 

legendary  song,  by  Mr.  Croker,  and  we  To  lose  her  God-to  leave  her  lover  I 
thmk  there  are  few  of  our  readers,  of 

any  taste  at  all,  who  will  not  give  the  The  lake  was  in  profound  repose, 
lau  el  to  the  author  of   "The   Fairy  Yet  one  white  wave  came  gently  curl- 
Thorn."  ing, 
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And  as  it  reached  the  shorei  arose 
Dim  figores,  banners  gay  imfhrling. 

Onward  they  more,  an  airy  crowd, 
Through  each  thin  form  a  moonlight 
ray  shone, 

WhUe  spear  and  hehn  in  pageant  proud 
Appear  in  liquid  undulation. 

Bright  barbed  steeds  eurrettin^  tread 
Their  trackless  way  with  antio  capers, 

And  curtain  clouds  hang  over  head. 
Festooned  by  rainbow-coloured   ra- 
pours. 

And  when  a  breath  of  air  would  stir 
That  drapery  of  hearen's  own  wreath- 
ing* 
Light  wing^  of  prismy  gossamer 
Just   moved    and   sparkled    to   the 
breathing. 

Nor  wantin?  was  the  choral  son?, 
Swelling  in  silvery  chimes  of  sweet- 
ness, 
To  sound  of  which  thb  subtile  throng 
Advanced  in  playful  grace  and  neat- 
ness. 

With  music's  strain  all  came  and  went 
Upon  poor  Cormac's  doubting  vision. 

Now  risins^  in  wild  merriment, 
Now  softly  fading  in  derision. 

••  Christ  save  her  soul,"  he  boldly  cried. 
And  when  Uiat  blessed   name   was 
spoken. 
Fierce  shrieks  and  fiendish  yells  replied. 
And  vanished  all — the  spell  was  bro- 
ken. 

And  now  on  Corrib's  lonely  shore. 
Freed  by  his  word  from  power   of 
faery. 
To  life,  to  love  restored  once  more, 
Toung  Cormac   welcomes  back   his 
Mary.- 

These  stanzas  unquestionably  po8« 
sess  great  beauty,  and  display  consi- 
derable artistic  skill ;  but  to  our  mind 
they  have  neither  the  beauty,  the  sim- 
plicity, nor  the  exquisite  melody  of 
"  The  Fairy  Thorn.*'  That  is  the  pro- 
duction of  a  man  of  genius — the  other 
of  an  elegant  and  tasteful  versifier ; 
possessing  prettiness'  more  than  origi- 
nality of  thought,  and  a  sweetness  and 
facility  of  versification  rather  than  the 
burst  of  melody  which  comes  fresh  and 
gushing  from  the  heart.  How  power- 
ful is  the  dreamy  effect  of  that  stanza, 
describing  Uie  silence  of  the  silvery 


**  Th;.t  drinks  ftir»7  fbeir  yoIom  lo  echoIcN  rcpow.** 


Tennyson's^"  Sleeping  Beauty"  is 
exquisitely  drawn,  but  she  does  not 
come  near  "  Anna  Grace*' : — 

'*  She  sleeps ;   her  breathings  are  not 

heard 
In  palace  chambers  far  apart ; 
The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirred 
That  lie  upon  her  charmed  heart. 

"  She  sleeps  ;  on  either  hand  upswells 
The  ffold-nringed  pillow  lightly  prest ; 
She  Sleeps,  nor  dreams,  but  ever  dwells 
A  perfect  form  in  perfect  rest.** 

These  verses  are  unquestionably  of 
exceeding  beauty ;  but  are  they  equal 
to  "  The  Fairy  Thorn  ?"  We  trow 
not.  How  exquisitely  the  author  de- 
scribes the  solemn  awe  of  the  maidens 
as  the  enchantment  steals  over  their 
spirits,  like 

*'  The  fiJoon't  ihadow  MlUng  aeroM  the  open  ihaw.** 

And  when  their  companion,  full  of  life 
and  love,  and  beautv,  is  drawn  silently 
away  from  among  them  by  the  unseen 
power,  and  their  terror  is  too  great  to 
allow  them  even  to  look,  they  can  only 
feel  the  nameless  presence,  and 

**  They  feel  their  tresses  twine  with  her 

parting  locks  of  gold, 
And  the  curls  elastic  falling  as  her  head 

withdraws ; 
They  feel  her  sliding  arms  from  their 

twined  arms  withdrawn 
But  they  dare  not  look  to  see  the  cause." 

In  the  collection  edited  by  Mr. 
Duffy,  those  from  the  pen  of  Mr. 
Ferguson  are  undeniably  the  best. 
In  the  "Book  of  Irish  Ballads," 
edited  by  Mr.  M*Carthy,  we  are  in- 
clined to  think  that  the  productions 
of  Mr.  Duffy  are  superior  to  those  of 
the  other  contributors,  who  have  been 
pressed  into  the  service,  with  the  excep- 
tion, perhaps,  of  some  of  those  to  which 
we  have  already  alluded,  by  Griffin  and 
others,  which  are  to  be  found  in  thb 
volume  also. 

The  introduction, by  Mr.  McCarthy, 
to  this  volume,  although  by  no  means 
equal  in  point  of  information  or  ability 
to  that  which  prefaces  Mr.  Duffy's  vo- 
lume, is  cleverly  written  ;  and  we  can- 
not too  sufficiently  recommend  his  ad- 
vice to  young  writers  to  avoid  the 
"  used-up"  common  places  of  the  Eng- 
lish literarv  market,  but  rather  to  cul- 
tivate the  literature  of  their  own  coun- 
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try-»to  treasure  her  legends— eteroal-  Nor  friendly  ^i^il  and  holy  dirge, 

ize  her  traditions — people  her  scenerjy  And  long  laipent  of  lore ; 

and  ennahle  her  superstitions.     What  Around  Wm  ffftared  the  angry  surge, 

can  he  more  heautiful,  for  example.  The.  wrlew  screamed  above ; 

than  the  verses  of  Gerald  Griffin,  called  ^       .  ^  ^"°^  ^"^^^  ^  ^ 

«  The  Wake  of  the  Absent,"  which  nl^f  C"?^^  *J^  ^?  ",?.*.T  "''''' 

^^\.r.A»  *i»^  ««<.»^,u  ^c                   X  Could  I  but  touch  that  pallid  brow, 

embody  the  custom  of  our  peasantry,  *^ 

who,  when  any  member  of  the  family  ^^  mi.    .          .      ,^  . , , 

has  been  lost  at  sea,  or  dies  away  from  The8tream.tornbuW>le8  soonest  burst, 

home  celebrate  his  obsequies,  a/ if  the  Bul'^lrt^lrb'ir '^Vf^^^^^^ 

dead  body  was  present :—  In  nature's  wonted  course. 

With  guarded  pace  her  seasons  creep 

"  THE  WAKB  OP  THE  ABSENT.  By  slow  decay  expire  5 

"  The  dismal  yew  and  cypress  taU  ''''^iZl^Z'^l^  ^'' 

Lave  o'er  the  churdiyard  lone.  ^o  chuma,  lorn  am  I, 

Where  rest  our  friends  and  fathers  aU  That  death  a  backward  courU  should 


Beneath  the  funeral  stone. 


hold, 


nk     .^?  Yl  F'f^'ll: ^^^^  ^^^P'  To  smite*  the  young  and  spare  the  old." 

Oh,  early  lost  I  o'er  thee  j       a  f 

No  sorrowmg  friend  shall  ever  weep. 

No  stranger  bend  the  knee.  This  is  a  truly  national  ballad— mag- 

Mo  chuma,  lorn  am  I.  nificent  and  pathetic  in  its  ideas  and 

Hoarse  dashing  rolls  the  salt-sea  wave  i^  i„,agery  ;  and  the  following  one,  by 

Over  our  perisled  darlmg  s  grave.  j^r.  M'Dermott  is  fully  equal  to  it. 

«  The  winds,  the  sullen  deep  that  tore,  ij'^^t^!  J?^*!?  'f  ««^,<^«^?  *«  ^%  ^<>«nd  »« 

His  death-song  chanted  loud—  ^^:  McCarthy  s  collection  a  finer  com- 

The  weeds  that  line  the  clifted  shore  position  than 
Were  all  his  burial  shroud. 

«THE    IRISH    EXILES. 

"  When  round  the  festive  Christmas  board,  or  by  the  Christmas  hearth. 
The  glorious  mingled  draught  is  poured— wine,  melody,  and  mirth  ; 
When  friends,  long  absent,  tell  low-toned  their  joys  and  sorrows  o*er, 
And  hand  grasps  hand,  and  eyelids  fill,  and  lips  meet  lips  once  more ; 
Oh,  in  that  hour  t'were  kmdly  done,  some  woman's  voice  would  say — 
Forget  not  those  who  're  sad  to-night — ^poor  exiles  far  away ! 

"  Alas  for  them  I — ^this  morning's  sun  saw  many  a  moist  eye  pour 
Its  gushing  love  with  longings  vain  the  waste  Atlantic  o'er  ; 
And  when  he  turned  his  lion-eye  this  evening  from  the  west. 
The  Indian  shores  were  Imed  with  those  who  watched  his  couched  crest, 
But  not  to  share  his  glory  there,  or  gladden  in  his  ray, 
They  bent  their  gaze  upon  his  path — those  exiles  far  away ! 

"  It  was — oh,  how  the  heart  will  cheat! — because  they  thought  beyond 
His  glowing  couch  lay  that  green  isle  of  which  their  hearts  were  fond ; 
And  memory  brought  old  scenes  of  home  into  each  welling  eye. 
And,  though  each  breast  poured  many  a  thought  that  fill^  it  like  a  sigh, 
'Twas  then — 'twas  then—all  warm  with  love,  they  knelt  them  down  to  pray 
For  Irish  homes,  and  kith  and  kin — ^poor  exiles  far  away  I 

**  And  then  the  mother  blest  her  son,  the  lover  blest  the  maid ; 
And  then  the  soldier  was  a  chUd,  and  wept  the  while  he  prayed ; 
And  then  the  student's  pallid  cheek  flushed  red  as  summer  rose. 
And  patriots'  souls  forgot  their  griefs,  to  weep  for  Erin's  woes ; 
And  oh  I  but  then  warm  vows  were  breathed  that,  come  what  might  or  may. 
They'd  right  the  suffering  isle  they  loved — those  exiles  far  away  T 

**  Then  oh !  to  hear  the  sweet  old  strains  of  Irish  music'rise. 
Like  gushing  memories  of  home,  beneath  far  foreign  skies — 
Beneath  the  spreading  calabash,  beneath  the  trellised  vine. 
The  bright  Italian  myrtle  bower,  or  dark  Canadian  pine ; 
Oh,  don't  these  old  familiar  tones,  now  sad  and  now  so  gay, 
Speak  out  your  very,  very  hearts — ^poor  exiles  far  away  ! 
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'*  Bat  heayeDS !  how  many  sleep  afar,  all  heedless  of  these  strains — 
Tired  wanderers,  who  sought  repose  through  Europe's  battle-plains  I 
In  stron?,  fierce,  headlong  fight  thej  fell— 4is  ships  go  down  in  storms, 
They  fell,  and  human  whirlwmds  swept  across  their  shattered  forms. 
No  shroud  but  glory  wrapped  them  round  ;  no  prayer  nor  tear  had  they. 
Save  the  wandering  winds  and  the  heavy  clondsl-poor  exiles  far  away  I 

"  And  might  the  sineer  claim  a  sigh ;  he,  too,  could  tell  how  tost 
Upon  the  stranger  s  dreary  shore  his  heart's  best  hopes  were  lost : 
How  he,  too,  pined  to  hear  the  tones  of  friendship  greet  his  ear ; 
And  pined  to  walk  the  riyer-side,  to  youthful  musing  dear ; 
And  pined  with  silent,  yearning  love,  amongst  his  own  to  stay-— 
Alas !  it  is  so  sad  to  be  an  exile  far  away  ! 

<*  Then  (^  I  when  round  the  Christmas  board,  or  by  the  Christmas  hearth. 
The  glorious  mingled  draught  is  poured — ^wine,  melody,  and  mirth ; 
When  friends,  lone  absent,  tell  low-toned  their  joys  and  sorrows  o'er. 
And  hand  grasps  hand,  and  eyelids  fill,  and  lips  meet  lips  once  more ; 
In  that  bri|;ht  hour  perhaps,  perhaps,  some  woman's  voice  would  say — 
'  Think,  thmk  on  those  who  weep  to-night — ^poor  exiles  far  away  !'  * 


While  we  possess  among  us  men 
who  can  write  like  this,  we  need  never 
despair  of  creating  a  national  literature 
for  Ireland.  We  have  trespassed  al- 
ready so  largely  upon  oar  limits,  as 
well  as  upon  the  attention  of  our  read- 
ers, by  the  copiousness  of  our  extracts, 
that  we  almost  doubt  if  we  should  have 
ventured  to  add  another ;  but  we  do  feel 
most  strongly  assured  that  if  there 
were  any  one  sceptical  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  the  beauties  of  Irish  literature, 
he  has  been  ere  now  converted. 

We  have  devoted  so  much  space  to 
the  discussion  of  these  volumes,  that 
we  have  not  more  than  a  corner  re- 
maining for  the  consideration  of  the 
**  Irish  Popular  Songs,"*  with  the  ori- 
ginals, edited  by  Mr.  Walsh ;  and  we 
have  already  dwelt  so  much  at  length 
upon  the  productions  of  the  bards-^ 
whose  compositions,  for  the  most  part 
confined  to  those  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  this  collection  contains — that 
any  very  elaborate  notice  is  unnecessary. 
The  translations  are  written  with  taste 
and  spirit;  and  although  there  is  a 
slight  want  of  elegance  evident  in  the 


composition  of  some  of  them— possibly 
the  result  of  an  over-anxiety  to  render 
the  translations  as  literal  as  possible — 
this  little  volume  is  by  no  means  un- 
worthy to  take  its  place  beside  its  three 
companions ;  while  the  juxta-position 
of  the  Irish  originals  with  the  transla- 
tions will  render  it  a  valuable  help  to 
students  of  the  Irish  language. 

We  are  fully  aware  that  we  have 
by  no  means  done  ample  justice  to 
the  many  beautiful  pieces  scattered 
throughout  these  volumes — ^indeed  it 
was  scarcely  possible,  within  the  nar- 
row limits  of  a  single  paper ;  and  in 
turning  over  the  pages  we  see  many 
which  we  had  marked  for  extract, 
but  which  we  are  reluctantly  obliged 
to  pass  over  or  reserve  for  some  other 
opportunity. 

Upon  the  whole,  these  volumes  do 
infinite  credit  to  the  genius  and  the 
taste  of  the  writers  of  the  day  ;  and  we 
hidl  their  appearance  as  affording  abun- 
dant promise  that  the  literature  of  Ire- 
land shall  yet  assume  the  position  to 
which  it  is  well  entitled  among  the  na- 
tions of  the  world. 


•"Irish  Popular  SonJ^,  with  English  Metrical  Translations,  and  introductory 
Remarks  and  JNotes,  by  Edward  Walsh."    Dublin :  James  McGlashan.    1847. 
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ANOTHER   BVEl^XNd    WIT 

SoMERSETSHiEE  was,  all  that  cenltirjry 
vexed  with  witchcrafts  above  otiie^ 
English  counties.  Or  it  maj  be  that 
more  of  these  works  of  darkness  were 
brought  to  light  there  than  in  anv  other 
districts,  owing  to  the  good  fortune 
of  that  shire  in  numbering  a  Hunt 
among  its  justices,  and  a  Glanvil 
among  its  clergy.  The  former  wor- 
shipfvd  person,  as  we  learn  from  his 
reverend  fellow-helj^er  in  the  good 
work,  kept  by  him  his  "  Book  of  Exa- 
minations of  Witches,"  fairly  written 
out,  which,  says  our  F.  R.  o.,  "  con- 
tains the  discovery  of  such  an  hellish 
knot  of  them,  and  that  discovery  so 
clear  and  plain,  that  perhaps  tJiere 
hath  not  yet  any  thing  appeared  to  us 
with  stronger  evidence  to  confirm  the 
belief  of  witches.  And  had  not  his 
discoveries  and  endeavours  met  with 
great  opposition  and  discouragement 
from  some  then  in  authority,  the  whole 
clan  of  those  hellbh  confederates  in 
these  parts  had  been  justly  exposed  and 
punished. "  This  bin t  gives  us  a  glimpse 
of  the  length  to  which  preiu<£ce  was 
got  already  in  that  time.  No  doubt, 
the  ''some  then  in  authority,**  whom 
the  ex-royal  chaplain  charitably  for- 
bears to  hand  down,  b^  name,  to  the 
reprobation  of  posterity,  looked  on 
Robert  Hunt,  Esq.  as  a  living  proof 
that  it  is  possible  to  be  an  old  woman^ 
without  being  a  witch.  In  spite,  how- 
ever, of  these  impracticable  people, 
Somersetshire  ^ot  tolerably  well  weed- 
ed of  its  grannies.  In  1658,  a  certain 
Jane  Brooks  was  executed  at  Charde 
Assizes,  for  bewitching  Richard  Jones, 
son  of  Henry  Jones,  of  Sbepton  Mallet, 
a  boy  of  about  twelve  years  of  age. 
Brooks  had  not  the  grace,  like  Style, 
to  confess  her  guilt;  however,  she 
made  amends  for  this  by  not  dying  in 
gaol,  and  thereby  "preventing  execu- 
tion," as  the  latter  did.  The  way  in 
which  she  wrought  her  evil  will  on  the 
boy  was  by  giving  him  an  apple,  and 
stroking  him  down  the  right  side,  after 
which,  with  an  hypocrisy  which  croco- 
diles might  envv,  she  shook  hands  with 
him,  and  bid  him  good  night.  The 
effect  was*  that  he  was  presently  seized 


9^tltfit  pain  in  that  side  on  which  she 
nad  stroked  him;  and  the  next  day, 
having  roasted  her  apple,  and  eaten 
about  half  of  it,  he  became  ''extreamly 
ill,"  and  was  some  time  speechless. 
As  soon  as  ha  was  somewhat  come  to 
himself,  he  told  his  father  of  what  had 
happened  him  with  Jane  Brooks :  the 
father  took  an  opportunity,  as  soon  as 
possible,  of  scratching  Brooks,  so  as 
to  draw  some  blood  from  her,  upon 
which  the  boy  immediately  got  well ; 
but,  about  a  week  after,  meeting  Alice 
Coward,  Brooks*s  sister,  the  latter  said 
to  him,  "How  do  you  do,  mj  honey?" 
and  thereupon  he  fell  ill  again. 

After  this,  the  bov  had  frequent 
fits,  in  which  he  cried  out  that  Jane 
Brooks  and  her  sister  appeared  to  him; 
and,  as  in  Styles  case,  he  described 
their  dress,  &c., exactly  as  was  verified 
by  the  constables  who  went  to  the 
house  of  these  sisters  at  such  times, 
on  purpose  to  try  how  far  the  boy's 
allegations  were  worthy  of  credit.  At 
one  time,  a  certain  Gibson,  a  cousin  of 
Jones's,  made  a  stroke  with  a  knife  at 
the  place  where  the  boy  said  he  saw 
&ooks,  whereupon  the  boy  cried  out» 
"Oh,  father,  Coz  Gibson  hath  cut 
Jane  Brooks  her  hand,  and  *tis  bloody." 
The  father  lost  no  time  in  repairing, 
with  Gibson  and  the  constable,  to  the 
witch's  house,  and  found  her  with  her 
hand  newly  cut  and  bleeding. 

One  of  the  most  unequivocal  proofs 
of  the  boys  havii^  been  bewitched  by 
Brooks,  was  the  effect  her  eye,  and 
still  more  her  touch,  had  upon  him. 
Even  in  the  justice-room,  and  in  the 
awful  presence  of  Mr.  Hunt,  a  look 
from  her  on  more  than  one  occasion 
rendered  him  speechless,  when  begin- 
ning to  give  his  testimony  against  her. 
But  the  manner  in  which  he  was 
affected  by  her  touch  was  so  curious, 
that  we  must  give  the  account  of  it  iu 
Mr.  Glanvil's  own  words  :— 

"  On  the  next  appearance  at  Sbepton, 
which  was  on  the  17th  of  February 
(1667),  there  were  present  many  gentle- 
men, ministers,  and  others.  The  boy 
fell  into  his  fit  upon  the  sight  of  Jane 
Brooks,  and  lay  in  a  man's  arms  like  a 


*  See  our  number  for  July,  1847. 
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.  dead  {MTSOQ ;  the  woman  was  tben  willed 
to  lay  her  hand  on  him.  which  she  did, 
and  he  thereupon  startea  and  sprang  oat 
in  a  YGty  strange  and  unusnal  manner. 
One  of  the  iustices,  to  prevent  all  pos- 
sibilities of  legerdemain,  caused  Gibson 
and  the  rest  to  stand  off  from  the  boy, 
and  then  that  justice  himself  held  him. 
The  youth  being  blindfolded,  the  justice 
called  aa  if  Brooks  should  touch  him, 
but  winked  to  others  to  do  it,  which 
two  or  three  did,  but  the  boy  appeared 
not  conoemed.  Thejustice  then  called 
on  the  father  to  take  him,  but  had  pri- 
yately  desired  one  Mr.  Qeoffry  Strode 
to  bnng  Jane  Brooks  to  touch  him  at 
sueh  time  as  he  should  call  for  his  father, 
wUdi  was  done,  and  the  boy  imme- 
diately sprang  out  after  a  yery  odd  and 
yiole&t  fashion.  He  was  after  touohed 
by  seyeral  persons,  and  moyed  not,  but 
Jane  BrooKs  beine  again  caused  to  put 
her  hand  upon  nim,  he  started  and 
sprang  out  twice  or  thrice  as  before. 
All  this  while  he  remained  in  his  fit,  and 
some  time  after ;  and  being  then  laid  on 
a  bed  in  the  same  room,  the  people  pre- 
sent could  not  for  a  long  time  bow  either 
of  his  arms  or  legs." 

It  ii  uonecdMary  to  point  out  the 
completely  mesmeric  character  of  thb 
case :  the  cataleptic  state  of  the  patients 
and  the  rapport  subsisting  between  him 
and  his  tormentress,  are  too  marked  to 
.escape  the  reco^ition  of  any  one  that 
has  but  dipped  into  Townsend  or  Col- 
quhonn*  His  continually  seeing  the 
two  hags  (Brooks  and  her  sister)  about 
him,  is  another  clear  indication  of  a 
somnambulous  state>  in  which  both 
they  and  he  were  inyolyed.  When 
they  appeared  to  hinif  their  hands  were 
cola,  tbair  eyes  staring,  and  their  lips 
and  cheeks  looking  pale;  in  other 
worda,  their  appearance  was  that  of 
ghosts,  showing  that  their  haunting  of 
ihe  hoj,  like  their  resorting  to  the 
witcbW>baths,  was  without  the  body. 
A  more  enigmatical  circumstance  is, 
that  at  one  of  their  viaits  they  put  a  two- 
penny piece  into  his  pocket,  which  one 
does  not  immediately  see  how,  in  their 
didembodied  condition,  they  carried 
with  them.  And  yet  this  is  not  more 
difficult  to  conceiye  than  that  the  deyil, 
being  a  spirit,  should  conyey  material 
cakes  aod  roastfmeat  from  one  place 
to  another ;  which  Mr.  Glanyil  finds 
easy  to  a4)coant  for,  on  the  supposition 
(oonamoaf  as  be  observes,  to  the  Pla- 
iMiical  and  Christian  antiquity)  that 
^nrits  are  not  destitute  of  a  subtile 
corporeal  yehicle,  which  places  them 


In  communication  with  the  world  of 
matter.  For  the  rest,  the  twopenny 
piece  was  no  phantom ;  it  was  shown 
to  every  one  that  came  to  the  house, 
and  had  the  remarkable  property,  that 
when  it  was  put  into  the'  fire  aud 
heated,  the  boy  would  fall  ill,  but  as 
soon  as  it  was  taken  out,  and  cold,  he 
would  be  again  as  well  as  before. 

Many  times  a  uoise  was  heard  in  the 
boy  like  the  croaking  of  a  toa4,  and 
some  were*aware  of  a  yoio^  within  him, 
saying,  ^' Jane  Brooks,  Alice  Coward,'* 
twelve  times  in  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour.  On  one  occasion  he  was  seen 
to  rise  up  from  the  grounds  &nd  to 
mount  to  a  good  height  in  the  air,  ^ 
he  passed  over  a  garden  wall,  and  was 
carried  a  length  of  more  than  thirty 
yards,  when  he  fell,  and  lay  insensible 
for  a  time.  On  coming  to  himself,  he 
declared  that  Brooks  had  caught  him 
np  by  th»  arm,  and  carried  him  through 
the  air  in  this  fashion.  More  than 
once  he  was  found  in  a  room  by  him- 
self, his  hands  flat  against  a  beam  that 
traversed  the  ceiling,  and  his  body  sua- 
pended  in  such  a  manner  that  his  feet 
were  about  a  yard  from  the  ground. 
At  such  a  times  he  was  iu  a  profound 
stupor,  and  would  hang  there  as  if 
held  on  by  a  magnetic  force  to  the 
beam,  a  quarter  of  an  hour  toffether. 
When  consciousness  returned,  he  told 
those  who  found  him,  that  'Oane 
Brooks  had  carried  him  to  that  place, 
and  held  him  there.'* 

These  vexations  continued, with  little 
intermission,  from  the  15th  of  Novem- 
ber, 1657,  the  day  the  boy  was  be- 
witched, till  the  10th  of  March  follow- 
ing,  the  day  Brooks  was  sent  to  gaol. 
From  that  time  he  had  no  more  fits. 
Brooks  was  executed  the  26th  of 
March  ;  Coward  had  been  sent  to 
gaol  with  her  sister,  but  it  does  not 
i^>pear  what  was  done  with  her  after- 
wards. This  story,  Mr.  Glanvil  thinks, 
is  good  evidence  of  the  being  of 
witdies ;  and  he  professes  himself 
curious  to  know,  wtkat  kind  of  proof 
tbd  Sadducee,  if  not  satisfied  with  it, 
would  expect.  Here  are,  as  he  points 
out,  the  testimonies  of  sense,  the  oaths 
of  several  credible  attestators  (some  of 
them  clergymen),  the  nice  and  deli- 
berate scrutiny  of  quick-sighted  and 
judicious  examiners  (Mr.  Hunt  among 
the  rest),  and  the  judgment  of  an  as- 
sise upon  the  whole.  ''And  now," 
concludes  Mr.  G.,  unanswerably 
enough,  ''  the  security  of  all  our  lives 
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Bad  ibrtmies  dmends  npoihiio  greater 
circnmstaiicea  of  erideiKe  than  these. 
If  BQoh  proof  may  not  be  credited^  no 
fact  can  be  provea»  no  ^ckedness  can 
be  puniflhed^  no  right  can  be  deter- 
mined#  law  is  at  an  end^  and  blind 
justice  cannot  tell  how  to  decide  any- 
thing.** 

Another  of  those  hardened  and  im- 
penitent witefaesy  who  to  the  last  per- 
sisted in  denying  their  guilt*  was 
Julian  Cox/who  was  tried  at  the  Sum- 
mer Assizes  at  Taunton,  in  1663^ 
before  Judge  Archer»  and»  being  found 
ffuilty,  was  executed  within  three  or 
four  days»  without  any  confession  of 
the  UcU 

The  witchcraft  of  which  Julian  Cox 
was  accused  was*  that,  having  threat- 
ened a  maid-servant  who  had  denied 
her  an  alms,  that  she  should  repent  it 
before  nighty  this  maid  was  indeed 
before  night  taken  with  a  conyulsion- 
fit,  and,  siter  the  fit  was  past»  she  saw 
Julian  Cox  following  her,  and  cried 
out  to  the  people  in  the  house  to  saye 
her  from  Julum.  A  black  mtai  also 
came  with  Julian,  and  these  two 
tempted  the  maid  to  drink  something 
that  they  offered  her,  which  she  re- 
fused, affirming  that  she  defied  the 
devil's  drend^es.  This  having  con- 
tinued a  whole  night,  the  maid  the 
next  night,  when  she  went  to  bed,  took 
with  her  a  knife,  with  which,  when 
Julian  and  the  black  man  again  came 
with  their  potion,  she  stabbed  Jalian, 
and  wounded  her  in  the  leg.  And  one 
forthwith  riding  to  Julian's  house,  and 
forcing  the  door,  found  her  dressing  a 
fresh  wound  in  her  leg,  to  which  the 
knife  the  maid  had  used,  on  trial,  fitted 
exactly.  There  was  blood  also  found 
upon  the  maid's  bed. 

The  next  morning  Julian  appeared 
to  the  maid  in  the  house-wall,  and 
offered  hw  great  pins,  which  she  was 
forced  to  swallow.  And  all  the  day 
the  maid  was  observed  to  convey  her 
hand  to  the  house-wall,  and  from  the 
wall  to  her  mouth,  and  she  seemed, 
by  the  motion  of  her  mouth,  as  if  she 
ate  something.  Up  to  this  time,  the 
people  of  the  house  (who  appear  to 
have  been  of  an  unusually  sceptical 
turn  of  mind),  seeing  nothing,  thought 
all  this  might  be  the  maid's  <'phancy," 
and  did  not  much  mind  it.  But  to- 
wards night  she  began  to  complain  of 
being  intolerably  tormented  by  the 
pins  in  all  parts  of  her  body ;  where- 


upon she  was  undressed,  and  these 
pins,  to  the  number  of  thirty,  came 
out  at  different  parts  of  her  body,  the 
points  foremost*  They  were  great 
pins,  were  afterwards  produced  in 
court,  and  Mr.  Glanvil  himself  handled 
them. 

Here  was  evidence  enough  to  satisfy 
any  jury  of  that  century  and  county. 
Nevertheless,  Julian  Cox  was  not 
moved  to  confession.  Nay,  she  al- 
lied that  she  had  even  refused  the 
offer  of  being  a  witch,  which  had 
many  times  been  pressed  on  her  by 
the  devil.  And  she  related  how  that 
'^  one  evening  she  walked  about  a  mile 
from^her  own  house,  and  there  came 
riding  towards  her  three  persons  upon 
three  broomstaves,  borne  up  about  a 
yard  and  a-half  from  the  ground. 
Two  of  them  she  formerly  knew, 
which  were  a  witch  and  a  wizard 
that  were  hanged  for  witchcraft  several 
years  before.  The  third  person  was 
a  black  man,  who  tempted  ner  to  give 
him  her  soul,  or  to  that  effect,  and  to 
express  it  by  pricking  her  finger,  and 
giving  her  name  in  her  blood  in  token 
of  it."  On  these  terms  he  promised 
her  revenge  against  all  who  offended 
her;  but,  according  to  her  own  ac- 
count, she  did  not  consent  to  the  pro- 
posal. 

But,  notwithstanding  thb  plausible 
account  of  her  resistance  to  the  solici- 
tations of  the  tempter,  evidence  was 
given  which  placed  it  beyond  all  doubt 
that  Julian  Cox  was  a  witdi.  The 
first  witness  called  to  prove  this  was  a 
huntsman,  who  swore  that  he  was  out 
with  a  pack  of  hounds  to  hunt  a  hare, 
and,  not  far  from  Julian  Cox's  house, 
he  started  one.  The  hare,  being  hard 
run  by  the  dogs,  and  almost  spent, 
made  towards  a  great  bush,  upon 
which  the  huntsman  ran  to  the  otoer 
side  of  the  bush,  to  take  her  up ;  but 
as  soon  as  he  laid  hands  on  her,  it 
proved  to  be  Julian  Cox,  who  had  her 
head  grovelling  on  the  ground,  and 
her  globes,  as  he  expressed  it,  up- 
wards. She  was  quite  out  of  breath 
with  the  run :  the  dogs  came  up  in 
full  cry  to  recover  the  gamo,  but, 
having  smelt  at  Julian,  they  left  off, 
and  hunted  that  day  no  more. 

Another  witness  swore  that,  having 
gone  in  to  smoke  a  pipe  of  tobaoeo 
with  Julian  Cox,  he  saw  ''a  monstrous 
great  toad  betwixt  his  kggs,  stariag 
him  in  the  fac^*'  upon  which  he  threw 
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down  1m8  pipe,  aad  went  home.  Bat, 
being  amved  at  his  own  house,  and 
proceeding  to  smc^e  a  pipe,  the  same 
toad  iippeared  betwixt  hn  'Meggs." 
He  cat  it  in  several  pieces,  bat,  as 
often  at  he  returned  to  hb  pipe,  the 
toad  was  there  again.  He  tried  to 
bom  it,  but  it  was  not  to  be  burnt,  the 
fire  being,  in  all  probabilify,  its  native 
element.  At  last  he  took  a  switch, 
and  beat  it,  when,  after  running 
several  times  round  the  room  (he  still 
pursuing  it  with  correction),  the  toad 
^  erjed  and  vanisht,  and  he  was  never 
after  troubled  with  it.*' 

A  third  witness  proved  that  Julian 
Cox  bewitched  his  cattle,  by  writing 
or  scoring  upon  the  ground  as  she 
passed  by  the  place  where  they  were 
a-milking ;  upon  which  the  beasts 
went  mad,  and  some  ran  their  heads 
against  the  trees,  and  most  of  them 
died  speedily.  And  he  being  advised 
to  cut  off  the  ears  of  the  bewitched 
beasts,  and  bum  them,  as  a  sure 
method  of  finding  out  the  witoh,  did 
so ;  but  while  they  were  burning, 
JuUan  came  to  the  house,  raging  and 
scolding ;  and,  going  to  the  fire,  she 
plucked  out  the  ears  that  were  burn- 
ing, and  then  was  quiet. 

A  fourth  witness  saw  Jtdian  Ck>x 
fly  into  her  own  chamber- window  in  her 
ibll  proportion ;  which,  in  a  woman 
th^i  seventy  years  old,  was,  to  say  the 
least,  nimble* 

It  was,  at  Judge  Archer's  sugges- 
tion, tried  in  court  whether  the  ac- 
cused could  say  the  Lord's  prayer; 
and  it  was  found  that  she  could  not 
say,  **  And  lead  us  not  into  tempta- 
tion," though  this  was  repeated  to  her 
near  half  a  score  of  times,  she  being 
directed  to  fbllow  him  that  repeated 
iU  word  for  word.  But  she  always 
sdd  mtfoer,  **  And  lead  us  into  temp- 
tatsotty"  or  ^  And  lead  us  not  into  no 
temptation.**  However,  the  judge  let 
the  yoBtj  know  that  this  was  not  legal 
evideno#mdnst  her,  and  they  should 
potiufferitto  hifluence  their  verdict, 
but  be  g^uided  solely  by  what  had  been 
d^osed  by  witnesses  upon  oath.  Which 
was  quite  enough,  and,  as  we  said  be- 
fore, the  jury  found  her  guilty,  and 
she  was  hung. 

We  must  here  remark  on  a  point  of 
correspondence  between  the  maid  be- 
witched by  Julian  Cox  and  the  much- 
talked-of  Maria  Moerl,  the  *'E$taiica 
of  CMaro.'*    Maria  declared   that 


<' hideous  black  men"  stood  before  her, 
and  presented  her  with  pins,  needles, 
pieces  of  glass,  &c.,  which  they  com- 
pelled her  to  swallow ;  and  manv  eye- 
witnesses testify  that  these  objects 
came  in  great  quantities,  not  onlv  out 
of  her  mouth,  but  also  out  of  her 
head,  her  breast,  and  other  parts  of 
her  body.  Here,  agsun,  is  a  remark- 
able feature  of  resemblance  between 
a  case  of  ^'theomania"  and  one  of 
'*  demonomania." 

There  is  also  a  point  of  correspon- 
dence to  be  observed  between  the  case 
of  Julian  Cox  and  that  of  Jane  Brooks 
— naraelv,  that  both  these  witches  were 
wounded  in  the  body  by  strokes  given 
to  their  astral  spirits — for  we  assume 
it  was  in  their  astral  spirits  they  ap- 
peared to  the  victims  of  their  sorcery. 

To  illustrate  this  point,  Mr.  Olan- 
vil  relates  a  story  of  an  old  woman  in 
Cambridgeshhre,  whose  astral  spirit 
coming  into  a  man's  house  (as  he  was 
sitting  by  the  fire)  in  the  shape  of  a 
huge  cat,  and  setting  herself  before 
the  fire,  not  far  from  him,  he  stole  a 
stroke  at  the  back  of  it  with  a  fire-fork, 
and  seemed  to  break  the  back  of  it, 
but  it  'f  scambted"  from  him,  and  va- 
nished be  knew  not  how.  But  such  an 
old  woman,  a  reputed  witch,  was  found 
dead  in  her  bed  that  very  night,  with 
her  back  broken,  **as  I  have  heard," 
says  our  author,  ''some  years  ago  cre- 
dibly reported." 

The  reader  knows,  of  course,  that 
the  astral  spirit  is  that  principle,  in 
man  and  the  lower  creation,  which 
forms  the  connecting  link  between  the 
material  and  the  immaterial— «the  body 
and  the  soul.  It  is  more  intimately 
related,  however,  to  ^e  soul  than  to 
the  body,  and  is  ci^Mible  of  bebg  sepa- 
rated fVom  the  latter,  but  not  from  the 
former :  hence  it  serves  the  soul  as  a 
vehiele,  in  which  she  can  ffo  about, 
when  stript  of  her  eorporcM  envdop- 
ment,  either  by  death  or  a  state  of 
ecstasy.  Thus,  in  aU  apparitions,  both 
o£  ghosts  andfeUkes,  it  is  the  astral 
spirit  that  is  seen.  And  the  form  in 
which  it  is  seen  is  that  in  w^efa  the 
soul  at  the  time  imagines  herself;  now 
human,  now  bestial ;  now  in  this  habit, 
now  in  that ;  os  the  witches  Brooks 
and  Cox  appeared  in  their  ordinary 
shape  and  attire,  and  tiiat  old  woman 
of  Cambridgeshire  in  the  likeness  of 
an  animal  which  is  a  long<*recogniBed 
jninister  of  the  powers  of  dorkaess. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


150 


Another  Evming  with  the  Wiichfindere* 


[Aug. 


That  the  wounds  giv&n  to  these 
witches  in  their  astral  spirits  should 
take  effect  upon  their  material  bodies, 
is  not  so  incomprehensible  a  thing  as 
it  might  seem  to  a  hasty  observer. 
For,  when  Jane  Brooks  appeared  to 
the  boy  Jones,  she  did  it  by  the  force 
of  her  imagination,  beine  transported, 
as  in  a  dream,  to  the  place  where  he 
was ;  and  so  also  of  Julian  Cox  and 
the  old  woman  of  Cambridgeshire. 
The  consciousness  they  had  of  being 
in  the  presence  of  those  to  whom  they 
appeared  was  that  of  a  vivid  dream : 
their  return  from  a  visit  to  the  object 
of  their  persecution  was  the  awaking 
out  of  a  state  of  entrancement,  into 
which  thev  had  thrown  themselves  by 
means  used  in  their  incantations.  Now, 
we  have  many  examples  that  persons, 
having  in  their  sleep  dreamed  of  being 
wounded,  found  real  wounds  iii  their 
bodies  when  they  awoke.  Thus  Anna 
Eatharina  Emmerich,  a  Tyrolese  nun, 
had  in  her  youth  a  vision  of  one,  who 
offered  for  her  choice  a  wreath  of 
flowers  and  a  crown  of  thorns.  She 
chose  the  latter,  and  pressed  it  with 
enthusiasm  on  her  head,  but  on  coming 
to  herself,  found  her  brows  wounded 
and  bleeding,  as  if  this  picture  of  her 
phantasy  had  been  reaL  But  this  is  a 
matter,  for  the  explanation  of  which 
we  must  refer  the  reader  to  a  former 
number  of  thb  Magazine.* 

Come  we  now  to  Sootch  witches. 

About  the  18th  of  October,  1677, 
Sir  George  Maxwell,  of  Pollock,  was 
taken  ill,  and  had  great  pain  and  tor- 
ment, the  seat  of  which  was  in  his 
right  and  left  sides.  This  continued 
until  December,  when,  suspicion  light- 
ing upon  one  Janet  Mathie,  reputed  a 
witch,  her  house  was  searched,  and  a 
waxen  image  found,  in  a  little  hole  in 
the  wall  at  the  back  of  the  fire,  with 
pins  sticking  in  its  sides,  corresponding 
to  the  seat  of  Sir  George's  pains. 
Upon  this,  Janet  Mathie  was  taken 
into  custody,  and  the  pains  in  a  great 
measure  left  Sir  George  ;  but  in  Janu- 
ary, 1678,  they  returned  upon  him  in 
greater  force  than  before  ;  whereupon 
the  house  of  John  Stuart,  son  to 
Mathie,  was  searched,  and  in  his  bed- 
straw  an  image  of  clay  was  found,  with 
pins  in  like  manner  stuck  in  it,  and  im- 


mediately Sir  George  had  an  allevia- 
tion of  his  sufferings. 

In  consequence  of  this,  John  Stuart 
and  Annabil  Stuart  his  sister,  were 
arrested;  and,  these  two  being  in- 
duced to  make  confession  of  their  prac- 
tices, a  mysterv  of  iniquity  was  un- 
veiled, worse,  if  possible,  than  that  of 
which  John  Knox  had  pureed  the 
'Mand  o'  cakes"  in  the  preceding  cen- 
tury. 

First,  Annibal>  or  Annabil  Stuart 
confessed  that,  in  the  time  of  harvest, 
she  being  then  fourteen  years  of  age, 
*^  or  thereby,"  a  black  man  came  to 
her  mother*s  house,  and  announced 
himself  to  be  the  devil,  and  proposed 
to  her  to  fi^ve  herself  up  to  him,  and 
she  should  not  want  anything  that  was 

good.  Which  proposal  being  backed 
y  her  mother  with  the  promise  of  a 
new  coat,  and  by  one  Bessie  Weir,  who 
enjoved  a  place  of  some  trust  in  the 
devil's  service,  she  consented  to  it,  and 
gave  herself  up  to  the  sidd  devil,  **  put- 
ting one  hand  to  the  crown  of  her 
head,  and  the  other  to  the  soal  of  her 
foot."  Hereupon  the  devil  gave  her 
a  familiar  spirit,  whose  name  was 
Emppaioxidi,  in  token  of  the  bargain, 
nipped  her  arm,  which  was  sore  for 
hidf  an  hour.  After  this,  she  was 
embraced  by  the  devil,  and  (contrary 
to  all  reasonable  expectation)  found 
him  cold. 

Some  time  after,  a  meeting  of 
witches  was  held  at  her  mother's 
house,  and  at  this  meeting  were  pre- 
sent the  black  man,  Annabil  Stuart, 
and  Janet  Mathie  her  mother,  Bessie 
Weir,  Margaret  Craig  and  Margaret 
Jackson.  And  these  witches  made  a 
waxen  effigies  for  Sir  George  Maxwell, 
and  turned  it  on  a  spit  before  the  fire, 
repeating^  the  mean  while,  *<  Sir  George 
Maxwell  1  Sir  George  Maxwell  I" 
This  was  in  October,  1677>  just  before 
Sir  George  was  taken  with  his  first 
illness.  In  December,  as  we  have 
seen,  Janet  Mathie  being  apprehended 
and  the  effigies  found,  the  knight's  tor- 
ment abated ;  but,  in  Januarv,  another 
meeting  of  witches  was  held,  at  John 
Stuart's  house,  to  which  Annabil 
Stuart  was  summoned  by  Bessie  Weir, 
and  here  an  effigies  of  clay  was  made, 
and  pins  stuck  in  the  breast  and  sides 
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of  it,  the  intontioD  of  which  was  to 
take  away  Sir  George  MaxwelFs  life, 
for  his  i4>prehen(liog  of  Janet  Mathie. 
At  this  meetiDg  the  devil  was  present 
in  hlack  clothes  and  a  blue  band ;  he 
wore  also  white  handoufb,  with  "  ho- 
gers,*'  and  his  feet  were  cloven. 

John   Stnart,  brother  to  Annabil, 
declared  in  his  confession  that  he  ''did 
envy  against  Sir  George  Maxwell  for 
apprehending  Janet   Mathie  his  mo- 
ther ;"  and  that  on  the  8rd  January 
Bessie  Weur  came  to  him  late  at  night* 
and  advertised  him  that  there  was  to 
be  a  meeting  at  his  house  next  day, 
and  that  the  devil,  under  the  shape  of 
a  black  man,  Margaret  Jackson,  Mar- 
garet Craig,  and  the  said  Bessie  Weir, 
were  to  be  present.     The  next  night 
the  devil  came  accordingly,  after  Stu- 
art was  in  bed,  and  call^  him  quietly 
by  his  name ;  upon  which  he,  Stuart, 
got  up,  put  on  his  clothes,  and  lighted 
a  candle.     Then  the  witches  iS>ove- 
named  came  flying  in  at  the  gable  win- 
dow.    The  business  of  the  evening  be- 
gan with  John  Stuart's  initiation  into 
3ie  hellish  mysteries,  which  was  effect- 
ed by  his  pi^tinff  one  hand  on  the 
crown  of  his  head,  and  the  other  on 
the  sole  of  his  foot,  renouncing  hb 
baptism,  and  giving  himself  up  wholly 
to  the  black  man.     In  recompense  of 
this  gift,  the  devil  promised  that  he 
should  not  want  any  pleasure,  and  that 
he  should  get  his  heart  filled  on  all  that 
did  him  wrong :  a  fimiiliar  spirit  was 
given  to  him  at  the  same  time,  which 
be  was  to  call  on  by  the    name  of 
Jonas.     The  initiation  completed.  Sir 
(j^eorge  Maxwell's  affair  was  brought 
on  the  tapis,  and  the  devil  demanded 
the  consent  of  all  present  to  the  mea- 
sures to  be  taken  for  afflicting  that 
gentleman.     All  giving  their  consent, 
the  clay  effigies  was  made,  the  women 
fashioning  the  trunk,  and  the  devil  fur- 
nishing the  parts  in  which  a  more  ar- 
tistic hand  was  required,  as  the  head 
and  arms :  pins  were  then  thrust  into 
the  breast  and  sides  of  it,  as  related  in 
Annabil    Stuart's    confession ;     and, 
while  all  this  work  was  going  on,  John 
Stuart  held  the  candle.    Annabil  came 
in  during  the  making  of  the  effigies, 
not  at  the  window,  but  the  door,  and 
having  stayed  some  time,  went  away 
asain  by  the  same  mode  of  egress :  the 
older  witches  flew  out  at  the  window. 
John  Stuart  describes  the  diabolical 
costume  in  the  same  terms  as  his  sis- 


ter, black  clothes,  with  a  bluish  band 
and  handcuffs,  and  ''hogers,"  on  the 
legs,  without  shoes.  He  observed  one 
of  the  black  man's  feet  to  be  cloven, 
and  says  his  voice  was  ''  hough  and 
gousty,"  whatever  that  is. 

Margaret  Jackson  also  confessed 
her  share  in  these  villanies.  She  had 
been  forty  years  the  devil's,  having 
devoted  herself  to  him  by  the  same 
form  as  the  others,  renouncing  her 
baptism,  and  putting  one  hand  to  the 
crown  of  her  head,  and  the  other  to 
the ''soar  of  her  foot. 

The  name  of  the  sphrit  placed  at 
her  command  waa  Locas.  Among 
other  things,  she  confessed  thatt  about 
the  drd  or  4th  of  that  same  January, 
awaking  in  the  night,  she  found  a  man 
to  be  in  bed  with  her,  whom  she  sup- 
posed to  have  been  her  husband, 
though  her  husband  had  been  dead 
twenty  years,  "  or  thereby,"  and  that 
the  man  immediately  disappeared :  and 
this  man,  who  disappeared,  was  the  de- 
vil. Which  we  think  a  very  pretty 
Scotch  version  of  the  mythos  of  Cupid 
and  Psyche. 

With  respect  to  the  making  of  the 
effigies,  and  now  the  devil  was  dressed, 
this  witch  gave  a  similar  account  to 
those  of  the  two  Stuarts.  The  three 
declarants  agreed  in  stating  that  the 
name  of  the  devil,  who  "  compeired  in 
the  black  man's  shape,"  was  EjoalL 
Bessie  Weir  was  officer  to  the  witch- 
meetings  ;  her  familiar  spuit  was 
named  Sopha;  Janet  Mathie's  was 
Landlady,  and  Bfargaret  Cridge's,  Bi- 
gerum. 

In  both  eases  of  the  finding  of  the 
effigies,  Sir  George  had  relief  of  his 
pains  before  he  was  informed  of  the 
discovery,  a  proof  that  the  amendment 
was  no  work  of  imagination.  The 
witches  were  tried  at  the  assizes  in 
Paisley,  February  15th,  1678.  Mr. 
Glanvil  is  silent  as  to  the  result  of 
the  trial;  but  justice,  no  doubt,  was 
done.  A  point  on  which  one  would 
have  liked  information  is,  whether  the 
Knight  of  Pollock  got  well ;  but  here 
we  are  left  in  a  painful  state  of  uncer- 
tainty. What  first  brought  the  ill- 
will  of  these  witches  upon  him  was  an 
offence  he  had  given  to  Bessie  Weir, 
by  not  "  entering  her  husband  to  his 
harvest  service."  Bessie,  naturally, 
could  not  forgive  this,  and  the  rest  of 
the  "  sodality"  were  b^und  to  espouse 
her  quarrel. 
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Are  there  no  Bessie  Weirs  in  Ire- 
land ?  We  confess*  were  we  a  mem- 
ber of  a  relief  committee  this  summer, 
we  should  never  feel  inconvenientlj 
warm  of  a  night*  without  conceiving  a 
suspicion  that  some  conclave  of  old 
women  was  toasting  us  in  effigy  before 
the  slowest  of  possible  fires ;  especially 
if  we  were  oonscious  of  ever  having 
been  instrumental  in  spoiling  the  game 
of  any  poor  fellow*  who  had  hoped*  by 
the  help  of  rations*"  to  ^et  over  the 
hard  times  without  breaking  in  on  his 
little  deposit  at  the  savings*-bank.  But« 
happily*  Irishmen  (at  least  now-»-days) 
are  too  religious  to  have  anv  dealings 
with  the  man  in  '*  black  clothes  and  a 
little  band  ;*'  and*  in  the  sublime  piety 
which  is  peculiar  to  them*  would  a 
thousand  times  rather  riddle  your  body 
with  bullets  than  your  effigies  with 
pins*  and  roast  you  in  your  own  skin 
than  in  a  proxy  of  wax.  However*  it 
was  not  always  so*  as  we  shall  show 
before  the  end  of  this  paper. 

But*  before  leaving  Scotland*  let  us 
cast  an  eye  on  that  famous  trial*  held 
in  1590*  by  which  the  practices  of 
John  Fien*  Agnes  Sympson*  and  other 
warlocks  and  witches  their  confede* 
rates*  against  the  life  of  the  sagest  of 
British  Princes*  w^e  happily  brought 
to  lifffat.  Fien  heard  the  devil  preach 
in  a  kirk*  in  the  pulpit*  by  candle-light* 
the  candles  burning  blue ;  and  it  will 
be  satisfactory  to  our  evangelical 
friends  to  know  that  the  devil  preached 
in  a  surplice.  Also*  in  a  chapter  of 
witches*  he  (Fien)*  as  well  as  the 
others  present  kissed  the  devil's  bot- 
tom at  parting.  After  this  he  heard 
the  devil  again  preach  in  a  pulpit  in  a 
gown — showing  an  advance  of  Protes- 
tant feeling  in  a  certain  place*  which 
our  Puseyite  friends  will  know  what 
to  think  of.  At  the  end  of  the  sermon* 
the  devil  pomted  his  hearers  to  graves* 
that  they  should  open  them*  and  dis- 
member the  **  corps"  therein ;  whidi 
done*  incontinently  they  were  trans- 
ported without  words. 

Fien  related*  among  other  things* 
that  he  himself  lay  dead  three  or  four 
hours*  and  was  carried  to  many  moun- 
tains* and*  as  he  thought*  through  the 
world.  On  which  subject*  consider 
what  Novalis  says — 

"  We  dream  of  journeys  through  the 
universe — is  not  the  universe,  then, 
within  us  ?  The  depth  of  our  own  spirit 


we  know  not.  Inwards  goes  the  mys- 
terious way :  within  us,  or  nowhere,  is 
eternity,  with  its  worlds  ;  within  us  are 
the  past  and  the  future  ?*' 

The  great  object  of  Fien  and  his 
accomplices*  in  their  sorceries*  was  to 
drown  the  king  (James  the  First)*  by 
ridsing  a  storm  during  his  voyage  to 
Denmark.  The  storm  was  raised  by 
a  simple  process  enough*  namely*  that 
of  casting  a  cat  into  the  sea;  but  it 
does  not  seem  to  have  been  a  common 
cat*  for  it  was  delivered  to  the  witches 
by  the  devil  himself*  who  instructed 
them  to  cry  «  Hokl"  when  they  first 
cast  it  in.  Another  thing  Fien  did  was* 
to  rabe  a  mist  when  the  Kbg  was  on 
his  way  back  from  Denmark*  by  get- 
ting Satan  to  oast  a  thing  like  a  foot- 
ball* or  wisp*  into  the  sea  ;  the  effect 
of  which  was*  that  a  vapour*  or  reek 
arose*  and  his  migesty  had*  in  conse- 
quence* a  narrow  escape  of  being  cast 
upon  the  coast  of  England.  It  would 
seem  that  the  powers  of  darkness  had  a 
foreboding  of  the  damage  this  sapient 
prince  would  one  day  do  to  their  em- 
pire* by  letting  in  daylight  upon  the 
black  secrets  of  "  Demonologie." 

Other  feats  of  John  Fien's  were  his 
opening  locks  by  blowing  on  them; 
his  "  riusing  four  candles  on  the  luggs 
of  an  horse*  and  another  on  the  top  of 
the  staff  of  his  rider  in  the  night*  that 
he  made  it  as  light  as  day;  and  the 
man  fell  down  dead  at  the  entering 
within  his  house  at  his  return  home ;" 
and  his  '^  embarquing  in  a  boat  with 
other  witches*  and  sailing  over  sea* 
and  entering  within  a  ship*  and  drink- 
ing good  wine  and  ale  there*  and  sink- 
ing the  ship  when  they  had  done*  with 
the  persons  in  it."  We  say  nothing 
of  his  kissing  the  seat  of  Satanic  hon- 
our again*  after  another  conventicle  of 
witches. 

From  the  confession  of  Agnes  Symp- 
son we  give  the  following  extract : — 

•*/(fem,  Fyled  and  convict  for  sameckfe 
(so  much)  as  she  confest  before  his 
Majesty,  that  the  devil  in  man's  like* 
ness  met  her  going  out  in  the  fidds 
from  her  own  house  at  Keith  between 
five  and  six  at  even,  being  alone,  and 
commandit  her  to  be  at  Northbervick- 
kirk  the  next  night.  And  she  past  then 
on  horseback,  conveyed  by  her  good- 
son,  called  John  Coup?r,  and  lighted  at 
the  kirkyard,  or  a  little  before  she  came 
to  it,  abeut  eleven  houra  at  even.  They 
danced  along  the  kirkyard,  <jfeilie  Dun* 
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oiui  pbud  to  them  on  a  tramp,  John 
Fien  mnssUed  led  all  the  rest,  the  Baid 
Agnes  and  her  daughter  followed  next. 
Brides,  there  were  Kate  Grey,  George 
Moilis*s  wHe,  RobertGreirson,  Katharine 
Duncan,  Bessie  Rig^t,  Isabel  Gilmore, 
John  Graymaill,  JDuncan  Buchanan, 
Thomas  Barnhil  and  his  wife,  Gilbert 
Macgil,  Joh.  Maogil,  Katharine  Macgil, 
with  the  rest  of  ueir  complices,  abore 
an  hundred  persons,  whereof  there  were 
six  men,  ana  all  the  rest  women.  The 
women  made  first  their  homage,  and 
then  the  men.  The  men  were  turned 
nine  times  widdershins  about,  and  tho 
women  six  times.  John  Fien  blew  up 
(open)  the  doors,  and  blew  in  the  lights, 
which  were  like  mickle  black  candles 
sticking  round  about  the  pulpit.  The 
deyil  startit  up  himself  in  the  pulpit, 
like  a  mickle  black  man,  and  eyery  one 
answered  '  Here  !'  Mr.  Robert  Greir- 
son  being  named,  they  all  ran  hirdie 
ghrdte,  and  were  angry ;  for  it  was 
pronused  he  should  be  called  Robert  the 
€k>mptrolIer,  alias  Rob  the  Rowar,  for 
expnming  of  his  name.  The  first  thing 
he  demandit  was,  if  they  keept  all  pro- 
mise, and  been  good  servants,  and  what 
they  had  done  since  the  last  time  they 
had  convened.  At  his  command  they 
opened  up  three  graves,  two  within  and 
one  without  the  kirk,  and  took  off  the 
joynts  of  thenr  fingers,  toes,  and  neise, 
and  parted  them  among  them,  and  the 
said  Ag^es  Sympson  got  for  her  part  a 
winding-sheet  and  two  joynts.  The 
devil  commandit  them  to  keep  the  joynts 
upon  them  whUe  (until?)  they  were  dry, 
and  then  to  make  a  powder  of  them  to 
do  evil  withal.  Then  he  commandit 
them  to  keep  his  commandments,  which 
were  to  do  all  Uie  evil  they  could. 
Before  they  departed,  they  kiss'd  his 
bree^.  He  had  on  him  ane  eown  and 
ane  bat,  which  were  both  black;  and 
thev  that  were  assembled,  part  stood 
and  part  sate.  John  Fien  was  ever  tho 
nearest  the  devil  at  his  left  elbock; 
Graymain  keeped  the  door." 

Doctor  Thompson,  in  his  notes  to 
Salverte,  gives  some  particulars  of 
this  case,  not  mentioned  by  Mr.  Glan- 
v3,  and  taken  from  the  confession  of 
a  certain  Ag^es  Tompson,  whether 
an  aUas  of  Sympson  or  not  we  do  not 
know.  Tompson  stated  that  she  and 
the  other  witches 

**  Went  altogether  by  sea,  each  one 
in  her  riddle  or  sieve,  with  flagons  of 
wine,  making  merry  and  drinking  by 
the  way,  to  the  kirk  of  North  Berwick, 
in  Lothian,where,  when  they  had  landed, 
thev  took  hands  and  danced,  singing  all 
with  one  voice — 


««*  Commer  goe  ye  before.  Commer  goe  je, 
Oif  ye  will  not  goe  bdbre,  Conuner  let  me,' 

GUes  Duncane  did  go  before  them,  play- 
ing said  reel  on  a  Jew's  trump,  ana  the 
devil  met  them  at  the  kirk." 

This  appears  to  have  been  a  different 
excursion  fh>m  that  to  which  the  con- 
fession given  by  Mr.  Glanvil  relates, 
when  Agnes  Svmpson  "past  (to  North 
Berwick)  on  horseback,  conveyed  by 
her  goodson  John  0>aper;"  though 
on  that  occasion,  too»  the  witches,  on 
arriving,  observed  the  solemnity  of 
dancing  along  the  kirkyard,  while 
**  Greilie  Doncan,"  who  seems  to  have 
had  a  permanent  engagement  in  that 
way,  «*  plaid  to  them  on  a  tramp." 
We  should  like  to  know  something 
about  that  kirk  of  North  Berwick. 
What  was  the  particular  recommenda- 
tion that  made  the  devil  select  its  pulpit 
for  his  homiletio  exercises?  What 
sort  of  man  was  the  minister  ?  What 
was  the  state  of  religion  in  the  parish  ? 
And  were  the  congregation,  when  they 
came  together  in  the  kirk  on  ''Sab- 
bath," sensible  of  a  prevailing  odour 
of  brimstone? — bat  this  they  might 
be  from  various  causes. 

Agnes  Sympson's  confession  is  fa- 
mous, or  deserving  of  fame,  for  having 
converted  King  James  from  a  previous 
scepticism  as  to  witches  and  witch- 
craft to  an  earnest  faith  in  the  same. 
Some  of  the  particulars  confessed  ap- 
pearing to  the  sagacious  prince  a  little 
improbable,  he  qaestioned  Agnes  in 
private,  and  on  points  calculated  to 
put  her  preternatural  knowledge  to 
the  proof.  Bat  when  the  witch  ''de- 
dared  to  him  the  very  words  which 
had  passed  between  him  and  his  queen 
on  the  first  night  of  their  marriage, 
with  their  answers  to  each  other,"  he 
**  wondered  greatly,"  as  no  wonder  he 
should,  "and  swore  by  the  living 
God,  that  he  believed  all  the  devils  in 
hell  could  not  have  discovered  the 
same." 

We  were  not  a  little  shocked  to  learn 
from  Mr.  Glanvil  that  Agnes  Sympson 
was  in  the  habit  of  using  "  long  scrip- 
tural prayers  (which,  it  seems,  she  did 
not  say  backwards)  and  rhymes,  con- 
taining the  main  points  of  Chris- 
tianity." Just  the  description,  the 
reader  perceives,  of  what  is  oaHed,  in 
our  own  times,  a  serious  person.  To 
find  an  individual  of  this  stamp  sitting 
under  the  ministry  of  the  devil  is  not 
only  unexpected,  but  alarming,  and 
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leaves  one  doabtfdl  what  to  think  of 
the  religious  world.  But  this  is  a 
subject  we  had  rather  not  dwell  on : 
we  pass,  therefore,  to  some  other  pe- 
culiarities of  this  witch ;  such  as,  her 
skill  in  diseases^  and  power  of  fore- 
telling the  patients  whether  they  should 
die  or  recover ;  her  takine  sick  people's 
pains  and  ailments  upon  herself  for  a 
time,  and  then  paseb^  the  sickness  to 
a  third  person  (which,  as  we  have 
heard,  was  done  also  bj  a  woman  with 
a  familiar  spirit  at  Oxford,  in  1884)  ; 
her  manner  of  invoking  her  devil, 
<<  Elva»  come  and  speak  to  me,"  where- 
upon he  came  in  the  likeness  of  a  dog ; 
her  dismissinff  him,  after  business  done^ 
bj  t\ie  formwh  **  I  charge  thee  to  de- 
part, on  the  law  thou  livest  on  ;*'  her 
sailing  with  others  in  a  boat  to  a  ship, 
where  the  devil  caused  her  to  drink 
good  wine,  she  neither  seeing  the  ma- 
riners, nor  the  mariners  her,  after 
which  the  devil  raised  awind,wherebT 
the  ship  perished ;  her  baptising,  and 
using  other  ceremonies  upon  a  cat,  to 
hinder  the  queen's  coming  into  Scot- 
land ;  and  her  raising  a  spirit  to  con- 
jure a  picture  of  wax,  for  the  destroy- 
ing of  Mr.  John  Moscrope* 

After  citing  all  which  things,  Mr. 
Qlanvil  very  pertinently  asks,  '<  But 
for  a  perverse  caviller,  or  crasy  scep- 
tick,  what  is  it  that  will  satisfie 
them  r 

We  hinted,  a  couple  of  pages  back» 
that  the  Irish  conscience  was  not 
idways  so  scrupulous  as  it  happily  now 
is,  on  the  point  of  meddling  with  an 
enemy's  health  otherwise  than  by  na- 
tural means.  In  proof  of  this,  we  now 
adduce  the  case  of  Florence  Newton, 
of  Youghal,  who  was  tried  for  witch- 
craft, at  the  Cork  assises,  in  1661. 

The  particular  charge  asainst  New- 
ton was  the  bewitching  of  Mary  Long- 
don,  maid-servant  to  John  Pyne,  in 
Youghal.  This  Mary  Longdon  had 
been  asked  by  Newton  to  give  her  a 
piece  of  beef  out  of  the  powdering- 
tub ;  to  which  the  maid  replied  that 
she  could  not  g^ve  away  her  master's 
beef.  At  this  the  other  was  very 
angry,  and  said,  <*Thou  hadst  as  good 
have  given  it  to  me;"  and  so  went 
away  grumblinff. 

About  a  week  after,  the  maid,  carry* 
ing  a  pail  on  her  head,  met  Florence 
Newton,  who  came  up  to  her,  and 
embracing  her  in  so  violently  affec- 
tionate a  manner,  that  she  threw  down 


the  pail  off  her  head,  kissed  her,  and 
sfud,  *'  Mary,  I  pray  thee,  let  thee  and 
I  be  friends,  for  I  bear  thee  no  ill-will, 
and  I  pray  thee  bear  me  none."  A 
few  nights  after  this,  she  saw  a  veiled 
woman  standing  at  her  bedside,  and  a 
little  old  man  by  her,  in  silk  clothes ; 
and  this  man  took  the  veil  from  the 
woman's  face,  who  then  appeared  to 
be  Goody  Newton.  Then  the  man 
spoke  to  Mary  Lonp^on,  and  would 
have  had  her  promise  to  follow  his 
advice,  and  she  should  have  idl  things 
after  her  own  heart;  to  which  she 
answered  that  she  would  have  nothing 
to  say  to  him,  for  her  trust  was  in  the 
Lord. 

About  a  month  after  this,  she  began 
to  be  taken  with  fits,  in  which  she 
vomited  pins,  needles,  and  other  such 
things.  In  these  fits  her  muscular 
power  was  so  prodigious,  that  three  or 
four  men  could  not  hold  her.  During 
her  paroxysms,  she  saw  Florence  New« 
ton,  who  stuck  pins  into  her  arms  ; 
and  these  pins  were  seen  by  those 
about  her,  as  in  the  case  of  Elizabeth 
Hill.  She  was  also  carried  about  in 
a  strange  manner,  and  deposited  in 
the  most  inaccessible  places,  upon 
lofts  and  in  chests,  and  sometimes 
among  the  roof-timbers  of  the  house, 
where  she  could  not  be  come  at  but 
with  a  ladder.  She  was  fdrther  pelted, 
as  she  went  up  and  down,  by  invisible 
hands,  with  small  stones,  which,  after 
hitting  her,  would  fall  to  the  ground, 
and  vanish  away;  and,  many  times, 
when  she  was  reading  in  a  bible,  the 
bible  was  struck  out  of  her  hands  into 
the  middle  of  the  room,  and  she  her- 
self seized  with  a  violent  fit.  In  her 
fits,  they  sometimes  laid  two  bibles  on 
her  breast,  which  were  immediately 
flung  with  violence  to  the  farther  part 
of  the  room,  or  thrust  between  the 
two  beds  the  maid  lay  upon. 

It  was  found  that  when  the  witch 
was  put  in  irons,  the  bewitched  got 
well.  Does  this  indicate  a  magnetic 
rapport,  which  the  iron  diverted  ? 

On  the  trial,  after  the  maid  had 
given  her  evidence  as  above,  Florence 
Newton  peeped  at  her  between  the 
heads  of  the  bystanders,  and,  shaking 
her  manacled  hands  at  her  with  an 
angry  air,  said,  "  Now  she  is  down ;" 
which  words  were  scarcely  spoken 
when  the  maiden  fell  to  the  ground 
like  a  stone,  and  had  a  most  violent 
fit,  biting  her  arms,  *^  shreeldng**  out  in 
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a  hideous  manner*  and  straggling  with 
snch  a  superhuman  force,  that  it  was 
scarcely  possible,  in  a  fhU  court,  to 
get  people  enough  to  hold  her.  And 
this  naving  lasted  about  a  quarter  of 
SQ  hour,  she  was  taken  with  a  vomit- 
ings and  brought  up  crooked  pins, 
straws,  and  wool,  in  great  abundance  | 
all  which  time  Florence  sat  pinching 
her  own  hands  and  arms.  At  last  the 
coort,  remembering  what  the  maid  had 
said  of  her  baring  been  quite  well  so 
long  as  Florence  was  in  bolts,  de« 
manded  of  the  gaoler  if  the  prisoner 
was  in  bolts  or  no ;  to  which  it  was 
answered  that  she  was  not,  but  onlj 
manacled.  Upon  this,  order  was  given 
to  put  on  her  bolts,  and  no  sooner  was 
this  done^Florenoe  crjing  out  she 
was  killed,  she  was  undone,  she  was 
^>oiled.^than  the  maid  was  well. 

A  witness  having  deposed  that  the 
accused  could  not  say  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  she  desired  the  court  to  hear 
her  say  it.  But  leave  being  ffiven  her 
to  try,  she  lefl  out  the  words,  **  And 
forgive  us  our  trespasses;"  which 
having  done  on  four  dinerent  attempts, 
the  court  appointed  one  near  her  to 
teach  her  those  words.  But  it  was  in 
▼ain»  for  she  either  could  not  or  would 
not  sav  them,  pleading  in  her  excuse 
that  she  was  old,  and  had  a  bad  me- 
mory, and  could  not  help  it. 

It  was  deposed  bv  several  witnesses, 
that  Florence  herself,  being  questioned 
about  Mary  Longdon,  denied  having 
bewitched  the  girl,  but  acknowledged 
that  she  might  have  <^  overlooked*'  her* 
and  at  the  same  time  she  fell  down 
upon  her  knees,  and  prayed  God  to 
forgive  her  for  wronging  the  poor 
wench.  She  added,  however,  that  there 
were  others  in  Yonghal  who  could  do 
these  things  as  well  as  she,  such  as 
Goody  Halfpenny  and  Goodv  Dod, 
and  it  might  be  one  of  them  tnat  had 
hurtthog^L  But  afterwards  a  method 
was  used  to  put  her  guilt  past  denial, 
which  was  as  follows: — A  tile  was 
taken  off  the  prison,  near  the  place 
vhere  the  witch  lav,  and  brought  to 
the  house  in  whicn  the  maid  lived: 
here  it  was  put  into  the  fire  till  it  was 
red  hot,  and  then  somethbg  belonging 
to  the  maid  was  taken  and  dropped 
upon  it.  Hereupon  the  witch  was  tor- 
mented and  vexed  in  a  grievous  man- 
ner, and  had  no  relief  until  what  had 
been  dropped  upon  the  tile  was  con- 
simied.     llie  experiment  being  over. 


Florence  was  interrogated  again,  how 
she  came  to  hurt  the  midd?  And  now 
she  confessed  that  she  did  it  by  kissing 
her,  and  forthwith  fell  upon  her  knees, 
and  desired  God  to  forgive  her.  Yet 
even  at  this  time,  being  challenged  to 
say  the  Lord's  Prayer,  she  coiUd  not 
say,  "  Forgive  us  our  trespasses." 

She  confessed  while  in  prison  that 
her  familiar  came  to  her  in  Uie  shape  of 
a  greyhound ;  and  some  of  the  watch- 
men that  were  in  the  room  with  her 
when  he  came  heard  the  door  shaken, 
and  a  noise  as  if  something  with  a 
chain  were  running  up  and  down  the 
room,  but  saw  nothing. 

The  mayor  of  Youghal  at  that  time 
seems  to  have  been  a  wise  man,  for  he 
got  a  boat  to  **  try  the  water  experi- 
ment" upon  Goodies  Newton,  Half- 
penny, and  Dod,  but  was  prevented  by 
Newton's  admitting  that  she  had 
«« overlooked"  the  girl. 

Not  content  with  her  villainy  to- 
wards Mary  Lonedon,  and  towards 
three  aldermen's  children  of  Youghal, 
whom  she  kissed  so  that  they  shortly 
after  died  (which  was  deposed  by  the 
mayor  on  her  trial),  Florence  Newton, 
while  in  prison,  in  the  month  of  April, 
1661,  bewitched  one  David  Jones  to 
death,  by  kissing  his  hand  through  the 

frate  of  the  prison,  in  recompense  for 
is    endeavouring  to  teach    her  the 
Lord's  Prayer. 

This  poor  David  Jones  had  con- 
ceived a  curiosity  to  see  whether  any 
cats  or  other  creatures  went  in  at 
night  to  Florence  through  the  grate  of 
her  window ;  and  for  this  purpose  he 
invited  a  certain  Francis  Beseley  to 
watch  with  him  a  night  before  the 
prison.  Beseley  agreed,  and  at  night 
thev  went  thither.  David  Jones  spoke 
to  the  witch  through  the  nrate,  and  asked 
her  how  it  was  she  could  not  say  the 
Lord's  Prayer,  to  which  she  answered 
she  could.  He  then  desired  her  to 
say  it,  but  she  excused  herself  by  the 
delay  of  memory  through  old  .age. 
Then  Jones  began  to  teach  her,*  but 
his  pains  were  tnrown  away. 

Upon  this,  Jones  and  Beseley  being 
withdrawn  a  little  from  her,  and  dis- 
coursing of  her  not  being  able  to  learn 
this  prayer,  she  called  out  to  Jones, 
and  said  **  David,  David,  oome  hither  I 
I  can  say  it  now."  Beseley  would  have 
dissuaded  Jones  from  going  to  her; 
nevertheless  he  went,  and  Florence  be- 
gan the  prayer,  but  broke  down,  as  be- 
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fore,  at  '*  Forgive  us  our  trespasses/' 
Hereupon  David  renewed  his  endea- 
vours to  teach  her»  which  she  took  so 
thankfully  that  she  told  him  she  had  a 
great  mind  to  have  kissed  him,  did  not 
tiie  grate  hinder^  but  desired  she  might 
kiss  nis  hand.  The  simple  man  gave 
her  his  hand  through  the  grate»  and 
she  kissed  it>  and  towards  break  of 
daj  the  two  men  went  home. 

Poor  David,  on  coming  into  his 
house,  told  his  wife  he  was  sure 
Florence  Newton  had  bewitched  him, 
''for  she  hath  kist  my  hand,"  said  he, 
''through  the  grate,  and,  ever  since  she 
kist  my  hand,  I  have  a  great  pain  in 
that  arm,  and  I  firmly  believe  she  hath 
bewitched  me,  if  ever  she  bewitched 
any  man."  To  which  his  wife  answer- 
ed, "  the  Lord  forbid."  But  it  turned 
out  to  be  as  Pavid  had  said ;  for  from 
that  time  he  continued  restless  and  ill, 
complaining  exceedingly  of  a  great 
pain  in  his  arm  for  several  days  to- 
grether;  and  at  the  end  of  the  seven 
days,  he  said  that  the  pain  was  come 
from  his  arm  to  his  heart ;  and  therer 
upon  he  took  to  his  bed,  and  in  about 
fourteen  days  he  died,  having  all  the 
time  cried  out  against  Florence  New- 
ton, and  said  she  had  him  by  the  hand, 
and  was  pulling  off  his  arm,  and  that 
he  laid  his  death  on  her. 

We  do  not  learn  whether  Florence 
Newton  suffered  the  condign  penalty 
of  her  crimes,  but  we  must  say  it  was 
anything  but  justice  to  Ireland  if  she 
did  not. 

But,  of  all  the  cases  of  witchcraft 
related  in  Mr.  Glanvirs  book,  beyond 
all  question  that  which  happened  at 
Mora,  in  Sweden,  in  the  pear  1669,  is 
the  most  notable.  The  sorceries  prac- 
tised in  this  place  became  so  notorious^ 
and  ^spread  such  a  general  terror 
1juH>ughout  Sweden,  that  the  king 
found  ^t  necessary  to  appoint  a  com- 
mission, consisting  partly  of  laymen, 
partly  of  ecclesiastics,  to  institute  an 
exact  inquiry  into  the  whole  matter. 
We  subjoin  some  extracts  from  the 
confession  of  the  witches  s  and  first, 
concerning  their  journey  to  Blockula, 
where  their  "  sabbath"  was  held. 

"We  of  the  province  of  Elfdale  do 
confess,  that  we  used  to  go  to  a  gravel- 
pit  which  lay  hard-by  a  cross-way,  and 
there  we  put  on  a  vest  over  our  heads, 
and  then  danced  round,  and  after  this 
ran  to  the  cross-way,  and  called  the 
devil  thrice,  first  with  a  still  voice,  the 


second  time  somewhat  louder,  and  the 
third  time  very  loud,  with  these  words — 
'  Antecessour !  come,  and  carry  us  to 
Blocknla!'  Whereupon,  immediately  he 
used  to  appear,  but  m  different  habits  f 
but  for  the  most  part  we  saw  him  in  a 
grey  coat,  and  red  and  blue  stockings. 
He  had  a  red  be&rd,  ahigh-erown'd  faAt, 
with  linnen  of  divers  colours  wrapt 
about  it,  and  long  garters  upon  his 
stockings. 

*•  Then  he  asked  us,  whether  we 
would  serve  him  with  soul  and  body. 
If  we  were  content  to  do  so,  he  set  us 
on  a  beast  which  he  had  there  ready, 
and  carried  us  over  churches  and  high 
walls,  and  after  all  we  came  to  a  green 
meadow,  where  Blockula  lies.  We 
must  procure  some  scrapings  of  altars, 
and  filings  of  church  clocks,  and  then  he 
gives  us  a  horn  with  a  salve  in  it,  where- 
with we  do  anoint  ourselves,  and  a  sad- 
dle with  a  hammer  and  a  wooden  nail, 
thereby  to  fix  the  saddle;  whereupon 
we  call  upon  the  devil  and  away  we  go, 

"  For  their  journeyi  they  said  they 
made  use  of  all  sorts  of  instruments,  o^ 
beasts,  of  men,  of  spits  and  posts,  ac- 
cording as  they  hiid  opportunity :  if 
thev  do  ride  upon  goats,  and  have  many 
children,  that  all  may  have  room,  they 
stick  a  spit  into  the  backside  of  the 
goat,  and  then  are  anointed  with  the 
aforesaid  ointment.  If  the  children  did 
at  any  time  name  the  names  of  those 
that  had  carried  them  away,  they  were 
again  carried  by  force  either  to  Block- 
ula, or  to  the  cross-way,  and  there 
miserably  beaten,  insomuch  that  some 
ofthemdiedofit. 

"After  this  usage  the  children  are 
exceedingly  weak ;  and  if  any  be  carried 
over-niffht,  they  cannot  recover  them- 
selves the  next  day,  and  they  often  fall 
into  fits,  the  coming  of  which  they  know 
by  an  extraordinary  paleness  that  seizes 
on  the  children,  and  if  a  fit  comes  upon, 
them,  they  lean  on  their  mothers'  arma^ 
who  sit  up  with  them  sometimes  all 
night,  and,  when  they  observe  the  pale- 
ness coming,  shake  the  children,  but  t^ 
no  purpose.  They  observe,  further, 
that  their  children^  breasts  ctow  cold 
at  such  times ;  and  they  sometimes  take 
a  burning  candle,  and  stick  it  in  their 
hair,  which  yet  is  not  burnt  by  it.  They 
swoon  upon  this  paleness,  which  swoon 
lasteth  sometimes  half  an  hour,  some- 
times an  hour,  sometimes  two  hours ; 
and  when  the  children  come  to  them- 
selves again,  they  murmur  and  lament, 
and  ^roan  most  miserably,  and  beg  ex« 
ceedmgly  to  be  eased. 

"  Touching  Blockula,  the  witchjes 
unanimously  confessed  that  'tis  situatec( 
in  a  delicate  lare^e  meadow,  whereof  you 
can  see  no  end.    The  place  or  hoooe 
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tlMgr  w«iit  to  had  before  it  s  gate  paint- 
ed with  divers  ooloors:  throuea  this 
l^e  they  went  into  a  little  meadow  dis- 
tinct frmn  the  other,  where  the  beasts 
west  that  they  used  to  ride  on.  But 
the  men  whom  thev  made  use  of  in  their 
jovmey  stood  in  the  house  by  the  srate 
m  aslnmbering  postnre,  sleeping  agiSnst 
the  wall. 

"  In  a  hoge  large  room  of  this  house, 
they  said,  there  stood  a  very  long  table, 
at  which  the  witches  did  sit  down  :  and 
that  hard  by  this  room  was  another 
diamber,  where  there  were  very  lovely 
and  delicate  beds. 

*•  The  first  thing  they  said  they  must 
do  at  Blockula  was,  that  they  must  de- 
ny all,  and  devote  themselves  body  and 
soul  to  the  devil,  and  promise  to  serve 
him  faithfully,  and  connrm  all  this  with 
an  oath.  Hereupon  they  cut  their  fin- 
gersy  and  with  their  blood  writ  their 
name  in  his  book.  They  added,  that  he 
caused  them  to  be  baptized,  too,  by 
such  priests  as  be  had  there,  and  made 
them  confirm  their  baptism  with  dread- 
fvX  oaths  and  imprecations.  Hereupon 
the  devil  gave  them  a  purse,  wherein 
there  were  filings  of  clocks,  with  a  stone 
tied  to  it ;  which  they  threw  into  the 
water,  and  then  were  forced  to  speak 
theso  words — •  As  these  filings  or  the 
dock  do  now  return  to  the  clock  from 
which  they  are  taken,  so  may  my  soul 
never  return  to  heaven.'  To  which 
they  add  blasphemy,  and  other  oaths 
and  curses. 

"  After  this  thev  sate  down  to  table, 
and  those  the  devil  esteemed  most  were 
placed  nearest  to  him  ;  but  the  children 
must  stand  at  the  door,  where  he  him- 
self gives  them  meat  and  drink.  The 
diet  they  did  use  to  have  there  was,  they 
said,  broth  with  colworts  and  bacon  in 
it,  oatmeal-bread  spread  with  butter, 
milk,  and  cheese.  And  they  added,  that 
sometimes  it  tasted  very  well,  and  some- 
times very  ill.  After  meals  they  went 
to  dancing,  and  in  the  meanwhile  cursed 
and  swore  most  dreadfully,  and  after- 
ward went  to  fighting  one  with  ano- 
ther. 

"One  day  the  devil  seemed  to  be 
dead,  whereupon  there  were  great  la- 
mentations at  Blockula;  but  he  soon 
awaked  ag^n.  If  he  hath  a  mind  to  be 
merry  with  them,  he  lets  them  all  ride 
upon  spits  before  hun,  takes  afterwards 
the  spite  and  beats  them  black  and  blue, 
and  then  langhs  at  them.  And  he  bids 
them  believe  the  dav  ofjudgment  will 
come  speedily,  and  therefore  sets  them 
to  work  to  build  a  great  house  of  stone, 
promising  that  in  that  house  he  will  pre- 
lerve  them  from  God's  fury,  and  cause 
them  to  enjoy  the  sreatest  delights  and 
pUasures :  but  whue  they  work  exceed- 
ing hard  at  it,  there  fails  a  great  part 
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of  the  wall  down  again,  whereby  some 
of  the  witches  are  commonly  hurt; 
which  makes  him  laugh,  but  presently 
he  cures  them  again. 

<*  They  said  they  had  seen  sometimes 
a  very  great  devil  like  a  dragon,  with 
fire  round  about  him,  and  bound  with 
an  iron  chain  ;  and  the  devil  that  con- 
verses with  them  tells  them,  if  they  con- 
fess anything,  he  will  let  that  great 
devil  loose  upon  them,  whereby  all 
Sweedland  shall  come  into  great  dan- 
ger. 

"  They  added  that  the  devil  had  a 
church  there,  such  another  as  in  the 
town  of  Mora. 

•'  Touching  the  mischief  or  evil  which 
the  vHtches  promised  to  do  to  men  and 
beasts,  they  confessed  that  they  must 
promise  to  the  devil  that  they  would  do 
all  that's  ill ;  and  that  the  devil  taught 
them  to  milk,  which  was  in  this  wise : — 
They  used  to  stick  a  knife  in  the  wall, 
and  hang  a  kind  of  label  on  it,  which 
they  drew  and  streaked ;  and  as  long  as 
this  lasted,  the  persons  they  had  power 
over  were  miserably  plagued,  and  the 
beasts  were  milked  that  way,  till  some« 
times  they  died  of  it. 

''The  minister  of  Elfdale  declared 
that  one  night  these  witches  were,  to 
his  thinking,  upon  the  crown  of  bis  head, 
and  that  from  thenoe  he  had  had  a  long- 
continued  pain  of  the  bead.  One  of  the 
witches  confessed  that  the  devil  had  sent 
her  to  torment  that  minister  ;  and  that 
she  was  ordered  to  use  a  nail  and  strike 
it  into  bis  head,  but  it  would  not  enter 
very  deep ;  and  hence  came  that  head- 
ache. 

"  The  aforesaid  minister  said  also 
that  one  night  he  felt  a  pain,  as  if  he 
were  torn  vHth  an  instrument  that  they 
cleanse  fiax  with,  or  a  flax-comb  ;  and 
when  he  waked,  he  heard  somebody 
scratching  and  scraping  at  the  window, 
but  could  see  nobody.  And  one  of  the 
witches  confessed  that  she  was  the  per- 
son that  did  it,  being  sent  by  the  de- 
vil.»' 

**  The  minister  of  Mora  declared  also 
that  one  night  one  of  these  vritohes 
came  into  his  house,  and  did  so  violently 
take  him  by  the  throat,  that  he  thought 
he  should  have  been  choked;  and, 
waking,  he  saw  the  person  that  did  it, 
but  could  not  know  ner:  and  that  for 
some  weeks  be  was  not  able  to  speak,  or 
perform  divine  service. 

*'  They  confessed,  also,  that  the  devil 
g^ves  them  a  beast  about  the  bigness 
and  shape  of  a  young  cat,  which  they 
call  a  carrier ;  and  that  he  gives  them 
a  bird,  too,  as  big  as  a  raven,  nut  white. 
And  these  two  creatures  they  can  send 
anywhere;  and  wherever  they  come, 
they  take  away  all  sorts  of  victuals  they 
can  get,  buttef,  cheese,  milk,  bacon, 
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and  all  sorts  of  seeds  whateyer  they  find, 
and  carry  It  to  the  witch  What  the 
bird  brings  they  may  keep  for  them- 
selves ;  but  what  the  carrier  brings, 
they  mast  reserve  for  the  devil;  and 
that's  brought  to  Block ula,  where  he 
doth  give  them  of  it  so  much  as  he 
thinks  fit.  They  added,  likewise,  that 
these  carriers  fill  themselves  so  full 
sometimes,  that  they  are  forced  to  spue 
by  the  way,  which  spueine  is  found  in 
several  gardens  where  ecHworts  grow, 
and  not  far  from  the  houses  of  those 
witches,  tt  is  of  a  yellow  colour,  like 
gold,  and  Is  called  butter  of  witches. 

*'  The  Lords  Commissioners  took 
great  pwns  to  persuade  them  to  show 
some  of  their  tricks,  but  to  no  purpose  ; 
for  they  did  all  unanimously  confess 
that  since  they  had  confessed  all,  they 
found  that  all  their  witchcraft  was  gone, 
and  that  the  devil,  at  this  time,  appeared 
to  them  very  terrible,  with  claws  on  his 
hands  and  feet,  and  with  horns  on  his 
head,  and  a  long  tail  behind,  and  showed 
to  them  a  pit  burning,  with  a  hand  put 
out ;  but  tne  deyil  did  thrust  the  person 
down  again  with  an  iron  fork,  and  sug- 
gested  to  the  witches  that,  if  they  con- 
tinued in  their  confession,  he  would  deal 
with  them  in  the  same  manner.** 

The  end  of  all  this  was,  that  seyenty 
witches  were  discoyered  in  Mora^ 
whom  **  seyeral  people  of  fashion" 
did,  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  entreat 
the  Lords  CommlBsioners  to  burn  ;•— 
the  rather  beoause,  since  some  witches 
had  been  burnt  in  Elfdale,  that  plaoe 
had  had  peace  and  quietness.  Three 
and  twenty  of  the  witches  confessed 
their  gailt»  and  were  burnt  on  the 
25th  of  Aug^t,  the  day  being  bright 
and  glorious,  the  sun  shining,  and 
some  thousands  of  people  being  pre- 
sent  at  the  spectacle.  The  remain- 
ing seyen  and  forty  denied  their  guilt, 
all  but  one,  who  pleaded  her  being 
with  child.  All  these  were  sent  to 
Fablun,  where  most  of  them  were 
afterwards  executed. 

Fifteen  children,  who  likewise  con- 
fessed that  they  were  engaged  in  this 
witchery,  died  as  the  rest;  six  and 
thirty  more,  between  nine  and  sixteen 
years  of  age,  who  had  been  less  guilty, 
were  forced  to  run  the  gauntlet,  and 
were  afterwards  whipt  with  rods,  on 
the  hands,  at  the  church-doors,  every 
Sunday,  for  a  year ;  twenty,  who  were 
yery  young,  and  who  had  been  seduced 
into  these  hellish  intrigues,  without 
any  great  inclination  of  their  own 
thereto,  were  whipped  in  the  same 


manner  three  Sundays*  The  Dwnber 
of  the  seduced  children  was  about 
three  hundred.  These,  as  well  as  the 
children  of  the  village  generally,  could 
read,  most  of  them,  and  sing  psalms, 
and  so  could  the  women,  though  ''not 
with  any  great  zeal  or  fervour/* 

It  is  a  remarkable  instance  of  the 
perverseness  of  human  judgments, 
that  that  very  seyenteenth  century,  in 
which  the  devil  was  so  busy  in  Eng- 
land and  other  parts  of  the  world, 
witnessed  the  rise  of  a  school  of 
would-be -enlightened  thinkers,  who 
denied  the  existence  of  witches.  Of 
these,  Reginald  Scot  was  the  father, 
whose  "  Discoverie  of  Witchcraft" 
was  published  in  1601.  Bir.  Glanyil 
speaks  of  this  work  with  great  con- 
tempt, professing  that  he  ''met  not 
with  the  least  suggestion  in  all  that 
farragot  but  what  it  had  been  ridicu- 
lous for  him  to  have  gone  about  to 
answer  ;"  and  that,  "  'twill  be  a  won- 
der to  him  if  any  but  boyes  and  buf- 
foons imbibe  any  prejudices  lu^ainst  a 
belief  so  infinitely  confibrmed,  ^om  the 
loose  and  impotent  suggestions  of  such 
a  discourse." 

To  prove  that,  in  this  censure,  he 
does  no  injustice  to  his  opponent,  our 
author  presents  his  readers  with  a  spe- 
cimen of  the  style  of  reasoning  adopted 
in  the  "  Discoverie."  Speakinji^  of 
the  witch  of  Endor,  and  her  eyoca- 
tion  of  the  shade  of  Samuel,  he 
says — 

"Mr.  Reginald  Scot,  the  father  of 
the  modern  witoh-advocates,  orders  the 
matter  thus.  When  Saul,  said  he,  had 
told  her  that  he  would  have  Samuel 
brought  up  to  him,  she  departed  from 
his  presence  into  her  closet,  where, 
doubtless,  she  had  her  ^miliars,  to  wit, 
some  lewd  crafty  priest,  and  made 
Saul  stand  at  the  door  like  a  foql  (as  it 
were  with  his  finger  in  a  hole)  to  hear 
the  couzening  answers,  but  not  to  see 
the  couzening  handling  thereof,  and  the 
counterfeiting  of  the  matter.  And  ao 
goeth  she  to  work,  using  ordinary  wordj 
of  conjuration,  &c.  So,  belike,  after 
many  such  words  spoken,  she  saith  to 
herself — *  Lo  I  now  the  matter  is  brought 
to  pass — I  see  wonderful  thines.'  So,  as 
Saul,  hearing  these  words,  longed  to 
know  all,  and  askt  her  what  she  saw — 
whereby  yon  know  that  Saul  saw  no- 
thing, but  stood  without  like  a  mome, 
whilst  she  plaid  her  part  in  her  clo- 
set." 

Mr.  Glanvil,  or  anybody  else,  might 
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wen  be  excused  for  declining  to  reply 
to  drivelling  like  this ;  and  we  quite 
agree  with  onr  author  in  the  opinion^ 
**  that  there  is  nothing  more  needful  to 
be  said,  to  discover  the  Discoverer." 
Seot  was  not  the  onlj  adversary 
that  Mr.  Glanvil  had  to  cope  withal. 
Even  while  Mr.  Hunt  was  burning 
witches  in  Somersetshire,  Mr.  Wel^ 
ster  and  Mr.  WagstafTe  were  putting 
forth  books  against  their  existence  in 
London  ;  and  this  story  of  the  witch 
of  Endor  being  the  great  stumbling- 
block  of  that  Saddncean  school,  it  was 
taken  in  hand  by  them  all  in  turn,  with 
little  better  success  than  had  attended 
the  endeavours  of  their  leader.  Web- 
ster says  of  the  witch — 

"  That  what  she  did,  or  pretended  to 
do,  was  only  by  ventriloquy,  or  casting 
herself  into  a  feigned  trance,  by  grovel- 
ling on  the  earth  with  her  face  down- 
wvds  ;  and,  ^o  changing  her  voice,  did 
mutter  and  murmur,  and  peep,  and 
chirp  like  a  bird  coming  forth  of  the 
shell,  or  that  she  spake  in  some  hollow 
cave  or  vault  through  some  pipe,  or  in 
a  bottle,  and  so  amused  ana  deceived 
poor  timorous  and  despairing  Saul." 

*'  What  stuff  is  this !"  exclaims  our 
author;  and  we  think  the  reader  will 
not  find  the  exclamation  more  uncivil 
than  just.  Certes,  if  the  belief  in 
witchcraft  had  never  been  assailed  but 
with  such  weapons  as  Mr.  Webster's, 
'we  should  not  now  be  living  in  the 
millennium  of  old  women;  and  if 
this  writer,  as  Mr.  Glanvil  more  than 
insinuated,  was  really  fee'd  by  the 
grandmothers  of  England  to  prove 
them  no  witches,  we  must  say  that 
their  choice  of  an  advocate  went  far- 
ther to  establish  their  innocence  of  the 
charge  than  anything  the  advocate 
they  chose  was  able  to  urge  in  their 
favour. 

Doctor  Henry  More,  who  wrote  a 
preface  to  Mr.  GlanviFs  book,  is 
rougher  than  the  latter  in  his  handling 
of  Mr.  Webster.  For,  W.  having 
affirmed  that  Saul  saw  not  Samuel 
himself,  but  stood  waiting  like  a 
drowned  puppet  (puppy  ?)  in  another 
room,  to  hear  what  would  be  the  issue, 
the  doctor  cries  with  a  lively  indigna- 
tion— 

'*  See  of  what  a  base,  rude  spirit  this 
sooire  of  hags  isj  to  use  such  language 
of  a  prince  m  hia  distress  1" 


And  then  he  goes  on  :^ 

*<  That  this  gallant  of  witches  should 
dare  to  abuse  a  prince  thus,  and  fei^ 
him  as  much  foolisher  and  sottisher  m 
his  intellectuals,  as  he  was  taller  in  sta- 
ture than  the  rest  of  the  people,  even 
by  head  and  shoulders,  and  meerly,  for- 
sooth, to  secure  his  old  wives  from  being 
so  much  as  in  a  capacity  of  being  ever 
suspected  for  witches,  is  a  thing  ex- 
treamly  coarse,  and  intolerably  sordid. 
And,  indeed,  upon  the  consideration  of 
Saul's  beine  said  to  bow  himself  to  Sa- 
muel (which  plainly  implies  that  there 
was  a  Samuel  that  was  the  object  of  bis 
sight  and  of  the  reverence  he  made), 
his  own  heart  misgives  him  in  this  mad 
adventure ;  and  he  shifts  off  from  thence 
to  a  conceit  that  it  was  a  confederate 
knave  that  the  woman  of  Endor  turned 
out  into  the  room  where  Saul  was,  to 
act  the  part  of  Samuel,  having  first  put 
on  him  ner  own  short  cloak,  which  she 
used  with  her  maund  under  her  arm  to 
ride  to  fairs  or  markets  in.  To  this 
countrey-slouch,  in  the  woman's  mantle, 
must  Kmg  Saul,  stooping  with  his  face 
to  the  very  ground,  make  his  profound 
obeysance.  What?  was  a  market-wo- 
man's cloak  and  Samuel's  mantle,  which 
Josephus  calls  h^rxd^n  Ui»rt»nf,  a  sacer- 
dotal habit,  so  like  one  another  ?  Or, 
if  not,  bow  came  this  woman,  being  so 
surprized  of  a  sudden,  to  provide  herself 
of  such  a  sacerdotal  habit  to  cloak  her 
confederate  knave  in?  Was  Saul  as 
well  a  blind  as  a  drowned  puppet,  that 
he  could  not  discover  so  gross  and  bold 
an  imposture  as  this  ?  Was  it  possible 
that  he  should  not  perceive  that  it  was 
not  Samuel  when  they  came  to  confer 
together,  as  they  did  ?  How  could  that 
confederate  knave  chancre  his  own  face 
into  the  same  figure,  look,  and  mien  that 
Samuel  bad,  which  was  exactly  known 
to  Saul?  How  could  he  imitate  his 
voice  thus  of  a  suddain,  and  they  dis- 
coursed a  very  considerable  time  to- 
gether ?" 

Another  conceit  of  Webster's  is, 
that  the  witch  eounterfeited  ventrilo- 
quism by  means  of  a  bottle,  trans- 
lating 31K  nSp3»  Bagnalath  Obh, 
not  "one  that  hath  a  familiar  spirit,*' 
but  "  the  mistress  of  the  bottle.  On 
which  Doctor  More  remarks : — 

**  Who  but  the  master  of  the  bottle, 
or  rather  of  whom  the  bottle  had  be- 
come master,  and,  by  guzling,  had  made 
his  wits  excessively  muddy  and  frothy, 
could  ever  stumble  upon  such  a  foolish 
interpretation  ?  But  because  Obh  in  one 
place  of  the  Scripture  signifies  a  bottle, 
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it  must  signifie  so  here ;  and  it  must  be 
the  instrument,  forsooth,  out  of  which 
this  cheating  quean  of  Endor  doth  whis- 
per, peep,  or  chirp  like  a  ohiclcen  comine 
out  of  tne  shell.  And  does  she  not,  1 
beseech  you,  put  her  neb  also  into  it 
sometimes,  as  into  a  reed,  as  it  is  said 
of  that  bird,  and  cry  like  a  butter-bump? 
Certainly  he  mieht  as  well  have  inter- 
preted Bagnalath  Ohh  of  the  great  tun 
of  Heydeiberg,  that  Tom.  Coriat  takes 
such  special  notice  of,  as  of  the  bottle." 

And  agiJn : — 

••  And  Saul  said,  I  pray  thee  dirine 
unto  me  H'tbO,  Beobh,  by  vertue  of  the 
familiar  spirit,  whose  assistance  thou 
hast,  not  by  vertue  of  the  bottle,  as 
Mr.  Webster  would  have  it.  Does  he 
think  that  damsel  in  the  Acts,  which  is 
said  to  have  had  ^nvf*a  irt^wf«f,  a  spirit 
of  python,  that  is,  to  have  had  Obh, 
carried  an  aquavitse-bottle  about  with 
her,  hung  at  her  girdle,  whereby  she 
might  divine,  and  mutter,  chirp,  or  peep 
out  of  it,  as  a  chicken  out  of  an  egg- 
shell, or  put  her  neb  into  it  to  crv  like 
a  bittern,  or  take  a  dram  of  the  bottle 
to  make  her  wits  more  quick  and  divi- 
natory  ?  Who  but  one  that  had  taken 
too  many  drams  of  the  bottle  could  ever 
fall  into  such  a  fond  conceit  ?  Where- 
fore Obh  in  this  place  does  not,  as  in- 
deed no  where  else,  signifie  an  oracular 
bottle  or  fMfritsVf  into  which  Saul  might 
desire  the  woman  of  Endor  to  jetire 
into,  and  himself  expect  answers  m  the 
next  room;  but  signifies  that  famih'ar 
spirit  by  vertue  of  whose  assistance  she 
was  conceived  to  perform  all  those  won- 
drous offices  of  a  wise-woman." 

However,  Doctor  Moore  does  not 
deny  that  Obh  sometimes  signifies  a 
bottle ;  but  thinks  this  name  was  ap- 
plied to  a  familiar  spirit,  because  such 
a  being,  having  its  seat  within  the 
body  of  the  witch,  swelled  up  the  same 
to  a  protnberancy  like  the  side  of  a 
bottle.  It  would  appear  that  the  spi- 
rit commonly  spoke  out  of  the  witch, 
for  the  Septuagint  translates  Shoel 
Obh  *Eyymf^ifitf4§t,  This  is  not  to  be 
confounded  with  the  modern  sense  of 
a  ventriloquist,  but  rather  seems  to 
imply  that  the  witch  fell  into  a  sort  of 
somnambulous  or  hysterical  state,  like 
the  prophetesses  of  the  heathen  ora- 
cles, and  of  some  crazy  sects  of  our 
own  time.  The  swelling  of  the  belly 
is  also  a  common  symptom  of  hysteria. 


and  occurs  in  most  of  the  modern 
cases  of  religious  ecstasy. 

But  there  is  another  way  of  looking 
at  this  bottle<affair,  which,  perhaps, 
may  be  the  true  one.  A  bottle  or 
globe  of  glass,  filled  with  water,  was 
used  by  the  Greeks  as  a  magic  mirror, 
the  princij)le  and  mode  of  using  it 
being  the  same  as  in  the  mode  of  divi- 
nation described  by  Lane  as  being 
practised  by  the  Egyptians  to  this 
day.*  Mesmer  used  a  globular  mir- 
ror for  throwing  his  patients  the  more 
speedily  into  the  magnetic  crisis  ;  and 
Mr.  Braid's  method  of  **  hypnotising*' 
people  is  founded  on  a  similar  prm- 
ciple. 

But  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  an 
Obh,  apart  from  magic  mirrors  and 
mesmeric  trances,  we  happen  to  know 
from  the  testimony  of  a  friend  of  our 
own,  who  is  a  Swiss  clergyman,  and 
an  excellent  Hebraist  as  well  as  ghost- 
seer.     Our  friend  has  but  too  good 
grounds  to  know  that  an  Obh  is  no 
imaginary  being,  having  himself,  from 
an  early  period  of  life,  experienced  the 
implacable  personal  hostility  of  one, 
who  has  followed  him  from  place  to 
place — from  Basle    to    Wirtemberg, 
from   Wirtemberg   to    Geneva,  and 
from  Geneva  to  Basle  again,  to  cross, 
vex,  and  molest  him.     This  Obh,  our 
friend  says,  is  no  devil,  but  the  spirit 
of  a  departed  wicked  man ;  and  such 
he  takes  those  to  have  been  whom  the 
necromancers,  or  *«  questioners  of  the 
dead"  {DoreshHammethim),  in  former 
times  dealt  with.     The  Obh  in  "ques- 
tion was,  in  his  lifetime,  a  Swiss  pas- 
tor, and  exercised  his  office  in  the  very 
parish  to  which  our  friend,  on  his  or- 
dination, was  first  appointed.     It  was 
from  that    appointment    the  enmity 
dated.     Our  friend  became  aware  of 
him  the  very  day  he  entered  upon  his 
charge  ;   and  heard  him   concerting 
measures  with  two  other  pastors  of  his 
own  standing  in  Hades,  to  counteract 
the  operations  of  the  new  labourer  in 
the  vineyard.     Finding  that  be  could 
not  prevail  against  the  husband,  this 
wicked  being  sought  to  gain  over  the 
wife,  to  whom  he  addressed  the  most 
insidious  flatteries,  with  plausible  re- 
presentations of  the  injury  her  husband 
would  do  to  the  interests  of  his  family 
by  the  religious  principles  he  was  act- 


•  See  Dublin  University  Magazine,  for  M»y,  1845,  p.  £31. 
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ing  on.  For  indeed  our  friend,  at  that 
time,  was  somewhat  disposed  to  run 
after  religions  will-o'-the-wisps,  and 
had  a  great  faith  in  the  Irvingite  pro- 
phets. Well,  the  Obh  endeavoured  to 
stir  up,  as  we  said,  the  wife  of  our 
friend  to  rebel  against  her  husband, 
bidding  her  not  to  regard  him  as  her 
"  head."  "  But,"  said  the  Obh,  "  oh- 
serve  what  /say,  do  what  1  tell  you, 
speak  the  words  /  shall  put  into  your 
mouth  ;"  and  so  on,  very  much  as 
Florence  Newton's  Irish  devil  in  silk 
clothes  (who  was  probably  also  an  Obh) 
talked  to  Mary  Longdon.  All  the  time 
he  spoke  to  her,  our  friend's  wife  lay 
in  a  kind  of  sleep-waking  condition  on 
a  sofa,  her  husband  meanwhile  stand- 
ing before  her,  and  endeavouring  by 
the  force  of  his  will  to  bring  her  out  of 
that  state,  which  he  knew  to  be  one 
that  placed  her  in  contact  with  the 
powers  of  the  invisible  world.  How- 
ever, she  gave  no  place  to  the  sugges- 
tions of  the  Obh,  but  steadfastly  re- 
sisted him  in  her  spirit,  *'  abiding  in 
the  acknowledgment  of  her  husband's 


headship  ;"  and,  on  at  length  coming 
to  herself,  she  declared  to  the  latter 
all  that  had  taken  place.  The  Obh, 
as  she  described  him,  had  the  appear- 
ance of  an  old-fashioned  citizen  of 
Basle,  and  did  not  speak  pure  High- 
Dutch,  but  the  corrupt  dialect  which 
the  Basle  people  use. 

What  we  consider  worthy  of  remark 
in  this  story  is,  that  the  Obh  was  seen 
both  by  the  husband  and  the  wife ; 
not,  indeed,  by  both  at  the  same  time, 
but  now  by  the  one,  now  the  other, 
according  as  either  was  in  a  state  to 
be  affected  by  its  presence.  This  is  a 
proof  of  what  the  Germans  call  the 
objectivity  of  the  apparition. 

Our  friend  saw  many  other  spirits 
beside  the  above-mentioned;  and  so 
did  his  wife.*  It  was  unpleasant,  how- 
ever, that  they  were  visited  by  none 
but  people  that  were  gone  to  the 
devil.  It  is  just  ten  years  since  we 
heard  any  thing  about  Uiem :  goodness 
grant  they  may  not  by  this  time  be 
gone  to  return  the  visits ! 


*  On  his  journey  from  Geneva  to  Basle,  a  road  which  he  then  travelled  for  the 
first  time,  stopping  one  night  at  the  village  of  Tavanne,  be  saw  in  his  room  at  the 
inn  a  ghost,  which  by  a  gift  of  spiritual  intuition,  peculiar  to  him,  be  perceived  to 
be  that  of  a  former  master  of  the  house,  who,  as  he  knew  by  the  same  inward  per- 


the  nie 


light  well  ?"    "  Very  well,  indeed."    "  You  were  not  frightened  ?"    •*  Not  at 
alL'     "  You  didn't  see  a  ghost?"    '*  Oh,  yes,  I  saw  a  ghost."     "  Ah  1  I  would  not 

1:  the  I  -     -         


pass  a  nieht  at  that  inn  for  the  world :  the  last  landlord  cut  his  throat,  and  they 
say  his  ghost  haunts  the  house  ever  since."  "  So  he  does,"  said  our  friend ;  "  but 
what  then  ?    Do  you  suppose  there  are  not  ghosts  everywhere  ?'* 

Another  ghost  he  saw  was  that  of  a  man  who  had  been  what  is  called  a  religious 
professor,  but  who,  some  time  before  his  death,  had  fallen  into  a  profound  melan- 


am  ?'•  "  They  thmk  you  are  in  heaven,"  replied  our'  friend.  "  And  what  do  you 
think  ?"  •*  I  do  not  think  as  they  do."  **  You  are  right,"  said  the  ghost ;  '*  I  am 
in  helJ  !^ 
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LIFE    IN    THB     MOUNTAINS     OF    ARCADIA. 
PART  H.—OONOLCSIOM. 


CHAPTER  Y. — A  GALLOP  OTER   THE   ARCADIAN   MOUNTAINS. 


''Xanthi,"  said  Spiro,  speaking  for 
the  first  time  in  a  low,  smothered 
voice. 

*'I  am  here*  quite  alive,"  said  the 
poor  little  bride,  who  was  half  bewil- 
dered with  terror. 

"  Xanihi  mou !  we  must  escape ;  if 
we  stay  here  till  morning  we  shall  cer- 
tainly perish." 

**Oht  Spiro,  thrice  beloved  I  they 
may  kill  me,  but  I  will  not  see  you 
die  ;**  and  the  young  wife  threw  her 
poor  weak  arms  around  him,  as  though 
she  could  have-  defended  him. 

**  Better  to  die  trying  to  escape 
than  wait  to  be  murdered  to-morrow. 
Listen,  Xanthi,"  continued  the  young 
man,  unclasping  her  clinging  arms 
from  his  neck,  <<  do  you  hear  tnat  ?" 

Xanthi  listened,  and  heard  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  wall  a  sound  like 
t£at  of  a  horse  champing  his  bit,  and 
pawing  the  ground  from  time  to  time. 

'<  Tnat  is  Efiendi,  who  is  there  in 
his  stable,"  said  Spiro,  for  this  was  the 
honourable  title  with  which  all  the 
villagers  spoke  of  the  Aga's  favourite 
horse ;  "  and  look,  here  is  the  garden- 
gate  close  at  hand,  half  open — nothing 
could  be  so  easy  as  to  sup  in  gently, 
and  bring  him  out  here." 

*•  To  bring  him  out  here  ?"  echoed 
Xanthi,  wonderingly. 

'•  Yes,"  to  bring  mm  out,  and  mount 
him,  and  dash  through  the  midst  of 
these  Infidel  murderers,  and  perhaps 
be  saved  after  all,  light  of  my  eyes !" 

Xanthi  heard  this  bold  project  with 
a  shriek  of  terror,  which  her  husband 
stifled  by  placing  his  hand  on  her 
lips. 

"But  they  would  all  pursue  us," 
she  murmured,  in  a  more  suppressed 
tone. 

**  Well,  they  would  all  pursue  us ; 
but  have  you  never  seen  with  what 
wings  Efiendi  flies  over  the  plain  when 
the  Aga  rides  him  ?  We  shall  be 
mounted  before  he  or  his  people  find 
out,  they  are  all  so  occupied  with  the 
Bey's  reception." 

The  young  peasant  already  made  a 
movement  to  put  his  project  in  execu- 


tion, for  it  seemed  to  the  bold  spirited 
Mainote  not  altogether  impracticable, 
to  ride  at  such  a  pace  towards  the 
mountains  as  should  enable  them  to 
reach  their  shelter  in  safety  ;  but 
Ximthi  clung  to  hb  arm — 

**  Oh,  stay,  Spiro  mou  I  Think 
what  the  Aga  will  say  when  he  finds 
we  have  stolen  his  horse  I" 

**Sev8ekal"  (little  fool)  said  her 
husband,  half  laughing,  '<  and  where 
shall  we  be  to  care  for  nis  anger  ?" 

**TrueI  but  then  there  is  always 
the  Fanagia!  oh,  mv  husband,  what 
will  she  tmnk  of  us  il  we  steal?" 

**Now,  Xanthi,"  said  Spiro,  an- 
grily, "I  put  it  to  you.  When  the 
ranagia  has  to  judge  between  a  vile, 
unbeUeving  Turk,  and  a  good  Chris- 
tianos,  which  of  the  two  is  she  likely 
to  favour  ?" 

Xanthi  bowed  her  head  in  silence^ 
for  this  seemed  very  conclusive ;  be- 
sides, no  Greek  wife  ever  dreams  of 
opposing  her  husband's  authority,  and 
Spiro,  rising  with  determination,  though 
stealthily,  said  firmly — 

''Stay  here,  and  be  ready  to  mount 
behind  me  the  moment  I  appear.  I 
do  not  say  it  is  not  a  terrible  risk,  but 
anvthing  is  better  than  to  wait  in  tiiis 
hole  to  be  slaughtered." 

He  lefl  her  side  as  he  spoke,  and, 
shivering  with  dread,  she  watched  him 
by  the  light  of  the  rising  moon  as  he 
crept  along  beneath  the  shade  of  the 
wau,  and  disappeared  within  the  gar- 
den of  the  Aga.  He  had  rightly  cal- 
culated that  the  noise  and  confusion, 
caused  by  the  presence  of  the  illustri- 
ous visitor,  would  enable  him  to  ac- 
complish his  bold  theft  unperceived, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  he  returned, 
leading  out  the  beautiful  ammal,  ready 
bridled,  as  the  Turkish  horses  always 
are,  day  and  night.  Xanthi  instantly 
stole  through  the  brushwood,  and  stood 
by  his  side ;  but  when  they  prepared 
to  mount,  Efiendi  began  to  show  his 
mistrust  of  their  proceedings,  by  vari- 
ous  caperings  and  boundings,  quite 
sufficiently  noisy  to  attract  the  atten* 
tion  of  the  soldiers  on  the  opposite 
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side  of  the  tower;  Spire  instantly 
threw  his  arm  round  the  neck  of  the 
graceful  Arabian,  and  began  to  whis- 
per in  his  ear — that  strange  and  unac- 
countable method  by  which  all  who 
are  acquainted  with  the  secret  can 
tame  at  once  the  most  fiery  horse  in 
eastern  countries  I  It  produced  its 
effect  instantaneously.  Efiendi  stood 
^uiet  as  a  lamb,  and  Spiro  vaulted 
lightly  on  his  back  ;  he  then  held  out 
his  hand  to  Xanthi,  who  showed  her 
Midnote  blood  in  the  flashinff  eye  and 
glowing  che^>  which  proved  how  com- 
lately  her  womanish  fears  had  given 
way  before  the  excitement  of  the  mo- 
ment ;  placing  her  little  foot  on  that  of 
her  husband,  with  ^one  bound  she 
sprung  up  behind  him,  and  sat  firm  as 
a  rock,  grasping  him  round  the  waist. 
Efifendi  tossed  his  head  at  the  im^ 
wonted  burden,  and  showed  no  dispo- 
sition to  move.  Stooping  down,  Spiro 
suddenly  seized  his  ear  between  his 
teeth,  and  bit  it  with  considerable 
violence.  At  once  stuns  with  the 
pain,  the  horse  bounded  mto  the  air, 
then  reared  right  up,  and  remained 
stififand  almost  erect,  till  the  young 
man  released  his  hold,  when  instantly, 
with  glaring  eye  and  dilated  nostril, 
giving  one  shake  to  his  glossy  mane, 
the  magnificent  Arab  fairly  took  the 
bit  between  his  teeth,  and  wildly 
darted  £rom  the  spot,  shooting  over 
Uie  plain  with  an  arrow-like  swiRness, 
which  altogether  took  away  the  breath 
of  the  riders.  They  made  no  attempt 
to  guide  him,  having  quite  enough  to 
do  to  keep  their  seats,  and  he  began 
by  carrying  them  right  through  the 
midst  of  the  soldiers,  like  a  very  flash 
of  lightning,  trampling  some  under 
foot,  and  bounding  over  the  heads  of 
the  others.  The  amazement  of  the 
Torks  may  be  conceived,  when  this 
flying  vision  suddenly  passed  before 
their  eyes — scarce  seen  before  it  was 
&r  away,  careering  on  with  incredible 
speed.  Those  whose  horses  were  at 
hand  mounted  in  the  vain  attempt  at 
pursuit.  In  an  instant  the  air  was 
filled  with  the  flashing  of  the  musketry, 
and  the  balls  were  raining  round  the 
young  lovers,  as,  clinging  to  each 
other  on  the  back  of  the  winged  steed, 
they  sped  on  and  on  through  the  dark- 
ness. The  tremendous  pace  at  which 
ihej  were  ^oing^  utteriy  bewildered 
them ;  all  things  seemed  to  whirl  round 
with  them }  they  could  discern  nothing 
clearly;    the  stars  appeared  to  ru£ 


madly  over  theur  heads ;  the  rocks 
and  the  trees  fled  past  them  like  vi- 
sions. Soon  the  voices  of  their  pur- 
suers died  utterly  away,  and  the  shot 
ceased  to  drop  around  them.  Thev 
were  in  the  mountains  now — the  wild, 
lone  mountains  ;  but  the  child  of  the 
desert,  drunk  with  the  fresh  night  air, 
so  far  from  abating  the  marvellous 
swiftness  of  his  mad.  career,  seemed 
now  to  redouble  his  speed,  if  it  were 
possible,  and  flew  like  a  shot  up  the 
steep  hill  side,  while  his  feet  struck  a 
train  of  fire  behind  him  I  They  had 
no  power  to  avert  his  reckless  course* 
even  had  they  wished  it,  nor  even  to 
moderate  his  terrible  ardour.  On,  Ma-^ 
zeppa-like,  they  race,  panting,  breath- 
less on  the  wmgs  of  the  wmd,  over 
stones  and  brushwood,  and  through 
the  wild  ravine.  The  landscape  reels 
aroimd  them — the  clifls  and  the  crags 
whirl  past— the  trees  of  the  forest  seem 
to  melt  into  air ;  now  thev  dash  through 
a  torrent,  blind  with  die  foam ;  now 
they  rise  over  a  towering  rock ;  now 
plunge  into  a  clef);  in  the  wild,  dark 
mountain!  Once  Spiro  would  have 
cried  out  in  horror,  had  he  had  time  or 
breath,  for  he  saw  that  they  were  ap- 
proaching a  terrible  precipice,  caused 
by  a  deep  rent  in  the  clifl,  that  gaped 
gloomy  and  wide,  with  a  great  river 
raging  beneath,  but  the  desert-bom 
paused  but  one  moment  on  the  brink 
of  the  abyss,  and  gathered  his  feet 
together  like  a  cat  about  to  leap  on 
his  prey,  then,  with  one  bound,  he 
sprung  over  the  terrible  gulf,  and 
dashed  on  through  the  forest  of  pine 
beyond.  It  seemed  to  the  palpitatmg, 
gasping  riders,  as  though  their  flight 
ksted  for  hours,  and  so  m  truth  it  did ; 
but  they  could  take  no  account  of  time* 
thus  darting  through  the  air,  and  when 
at  last  Spiro  succeeded  in  abating  the 
speed  of  the  horse,  and,  finally,  arrest* 
ing  him  altogether,  they  found  them- 
selves  in  the  very  heart  of  the  most 
savage  mountains  of  Arcadia,  where# 
perhaps,  never  foot  of  man  had  trod- 
den before. 

The  noble  Eflendi  had  done  them 
good  service.  Many  and  many  a  mile 
behind  them  lay  their  native  village, 
now  peopled  with  their  enemies !  they 
were  free  1  beyond  all  thought  of  dan- 
ger, and  clasped  living  and  uninjured 
to  each  other's  hearts!  Spiro  dis- 
mounted, staggering  on  his  imsteady 
feet,  after  Sieir  giddy  course ;  he 
lifted   down  his  trembling,  panting 
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bride,  and  the  beautiful  hone  stood 
quietly  beside  them,  as  raising  their 
eyes  to  heaven,  tiiey  made  the  sign  of 
the  cross  on  their  breasts  and  Tore- 
headsy  in  fervent  gratitude  for  their 
deliverance  ;  then  Qiey  embraced  each 
other,  weeping  for  very  joy;  and 
when  these  firat  transports  had  some- 
what subsided,  they  turned  to  look  on 
the  new  world  to  which  EjQTendi  had 
introduced  th^n. 

Never  before  had  the  young  pea- 
sants looked  on  scenery  so  solemn  in 
its  magnificence  as  that  which  now 
surrounded  them.  The  moon  had 
come  forth  in  her  pale  loveliness,  and 
was  sailing  through  an  ocean  of  liquid 
blue,  like  a  glorious  ship  freighted 
with  innumerable  souls  for  the  para- 
dise beyond ;  the  towering  mountains, 
hoary  with  the  ancient  snows  which 
even  the  sun  of  Greece  could  never 
melt,  had  folded  the  great  shadows 
round  them  like  a  dark  robe;  the 
fresh  breeze,  purer  than  any  they  had 
ever  felt  before,  fled  past,  bearing  ou 
its  wings  the  songs  of  a  thousand  rush- 
ing torrents;  on  all  sides,  mighty 
rocks  and  wooded  difis  seemed  aiming 
to  the  skies,  and  the  whole  air  was 
scented  with  the  aromatic  perfume  of 
the  wild  hill  plants.  The  young  cou- 
ple sat  down  on  a  stone,  still  gazing 
upon  this  scene,  holding  each  other  bpr 
the  hand,  quite  overcome  with  their 
great  happiness.  Gradually  the  little 
Xanthi  crept  closer  to  her  husband, 
and  insinuated  her  hand  into  his,  awed 
by  the  vast  loneliness  of  this  sublime 
solitude ;  and  Uius  they  sat  for  some 
time  resting  side  by  side.  At  last  the 
same  thought  began  to  rise  in  the 
minds  of  both — ^here  they  were  in  the 
heart  of  this  unknown  desert,  and  what 
were  they  to  do  next  ?  Spiro  was  the 
first  to  answer  the  simultaneous  ques- 
tion ;  they  would  stay  where  they 
were  for  the  night,  because  they  were 
both  so  exhausted ;  but  with  the  first 
dawn  of  light,  they  would  mount  once 
more  on  the  back  of  their  faithful 
Effbndi,  and  ride  away— but  where  ? 
was  the  next  great  question ;  to  this 
also  Spiro  gave  a  ready  answer ;  he 
was  stdl  determined  to  keep  faith  with 
Ipsilanti,  and  join  him  at  Athens. 
He  would  discover  by  the  sun  in  what 
direction  that  queenly  city  lay,  and 
ihi^r  would  they  travel,  pausing 
only  to  rest  at  the  villages  he  was  con- 
fident  they  should  fy^a  in  their  way. 
The  geompkical  information  of  the 
young  Mainote    was   somewhat   too 


limited  to  have  taught  him  that  the 
Arcadian  mountains  have  never  yet 
bartered  their  loneliness  for  the  degree 
of  civilization  which  even  a  peitfant 
hamlet  would  have  brought  thm ;  but 
they  were  so  full  of  hope  and  hipwr 
ignorance,  that  gay  younff  pair,  that  ail 
seemed    most    easy    and   promising. 
Without  a  care  or  a  fear  for  the  future, 
they  fastened  their  gallant  horse  to  a 
tree,  and  sat  down  on  the  green  mose, 
at  the  foot  of  a  rock.   For  a  long  time 
XantJii  chatted  gaily  on  the  wonders 
of  the  scene  around  her,  to  her  so  new 
and  strange ;  entering  into  all  sorts  of 
vague  surmises  concerning  the  moon 
and  stars,  and  every  now  and  then 
bursting  into  a  ioyous  laugh,  when  she 
described  to  the  exulting  Spiro  the 
rage  and  amazement  of  the  old  Aga 
next  morning  when  he  would  call  ms 
Eflendi  to  come  and  kiss  his  hand  as 
usual,  and  found   he  had  vanished. 
At  last  her  pretty  head  be^an  to  droop, 
as  though  the  weight  of  its  long  hair 
were   too  great  a  burden    for  her; 
finally  it  sunk  altogether  on  her  hus- 
band's knees,    and   Xanthi  fbll  fast 
asleep.     Spiro  leant  back  against  the 
rock,  and  was  not  long  in  following 
her  example,  so  that   all  was  again 
still  in  the  great  solitude  of  the  Arca- 
dian mountains,  and  the  moon,  pur- 
suing her  glorious  path  over  head, 
looked  down  benignly  on  these  two 
innocent  and  fearless  beings  slumber- 
inffso  calmly  in  the  desert  wild. 

The  first  sunbeam  that,  stealing 
from  flower  to  flower,  at  last  lit  on  the 
eye-lids  of  the  young  Xanthi,  awoke 
her  from  her  quiet  sleep,  and  starting 
up,  her  movement  soon  roused  Spiro. 
Both  rubbed  their  eyes  for  a  minute, 
and  looked  round  bewildered ;  then  a 
loud  neigh  of  recognition,  with  which 
Effendi  greteted  them  from  his  bower 
in  an  oak  tree,  recalled  them  to  them- 
selves. They  remembered  all  a«fl&n, 
thanked  heaven  for  their  nuraeulous 
escape,  and  prepared  to  start  on  their 
journey.  Enendi  seemed  quite  ready 
to  set  out ;  he  pawed  the  ground  im- 
patiently, and  would  easily  have  been 
induced  to  consent  even  to  kneel  and 
take  them  on  his  back.  Once  mount- 
ed and  ready,  it  became  necessary  to 
take  measures  for  shaping  their  course 
in  theproper  direction. 

'*  The  sun  rises  in  the  east,"  began 
Spiro. 

"Does it?"  inquired  Xanthi>  inno- 
cently. 

**  It  does,"  said  Spiro,  dogmatically^ 
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'^^therofore  Athens  must  be  ia  that 
(]tiarter,'*  and  he  pointed  far  over  the 
raoontains  that  towered  around  him. 
•'Away,  Effendi,'*  he  shouted,  **  over 
rocks  and  stones,  for  we  have  no  paths 
here ; "  then  lightly  shaking  Uie  bridle 
on  his  neck,  the  obedient  creature 
qpsrung  forth  at  a  rapid  pace,  though 
y^ay  unlike  the  tremendous  speed  of 
the  night  before.  For  a  time  they 
greatly  enjoyed  their  singular  journey; 
they  never  before  had  known  how 
fori^bt  and  fresh  is  the  morning  on  the 
lonely  mountains,  where  none  may 
eool  their  foreheads  in  its  sparkling 
dew,  or  meet  the  wild  kiss  of  its  free, 
rough  breeze.  The  scenery  through 
wh£ch  they  passed,  though  varied,  never 
changed  m  its  character;  the  moun- 
tains seemed,  indeed,  to  grow  wilder 
'itid  more  inaccessil^e  as  they  pene- 
trated fiurther  into  their  deep  recesses. 
It  was  but  an  interminable  succession 
ef  dark  ravines  and  towering  cliffs, 
that  often  closed  in  so  completely 
Toand  them,  that  they  were  quite  be- 
wildered as  to  their  course.  Often, 
too,  they  came  to  some  tremendous 
precipice,  which  turned  them  back, 
and  VtiAy  had  to  extricate  themselves 
£p«n  many  a  dangerous  pass.  Still, 
however,  they  travelled  on  through- 
out the  whole  day,  only  stopping  occa- 
sionally that  Effendi  might  rest,  as  well 
as  poor  Xanthi,  who  was  little  accus- 
tomed to  such  rou^h  riding,  and  very 
often  they  8to(^>ed  to  drmk  from  the 
dear  streams  which  they  met  conti- 
nually on  their  way.  Towards  even* 
ing  Spiro  perceived  that  his  Xanthi 
was  becommg  very  restless,  and  even 
now  and  then  gave  vent  to  a  gentle 
foA :  they  had  paused,  or  rather 
Effendi  had  thought  proper  to  do  so, 
beoaase  an  enormous  rock  was  rising 
up  right  before  him,  which  he  did  not 
know  well  how  to  surmount,  and,  per- 
haps^ saw  no  good  reason  for  attempt- 
ing. Spiro  turned  round,  and  looked 
into  hi0  young  wife's  eyes. 

*'  Xanthi,'*  he  asked,    ^^  are   you 
tired?" 
'•No." 

**  Are  you  sleepy,  then?" 
"Oh,  noT* 

**  If  you  are  thirsty  I  can  get  you 
£resh  water  in  a  moment." 

•*  Light    of  my  heart,   I  am    not 
:  thirsty." 

Spiro  paused,  hesitated,  passed  his 
hand  over  his  eyes,  and  at  last  said 
bddly— 


'' Xanthi  mou,  you  are  very  hvLTL- 

At  these  words  she  lifted  up  her 
soft  dark  eyes,  and  said — 

^'Ipomoni,  my  husband." 

Now,  •*  ipomoni"  is  the  Greek  word 
expressing  patience ;  and  in  that  coun- 
try they  use  it  on  all  occasions,  as  the 
complete  embodiment  of  perfect  resig- 
nation ;  it  is,  indeed,  generally  the 
last  word  on  their  lips ;  for  the  dying 
man,  or  the  mother  just  expiring,  often 
turn  to  the  disconsolate  8urvivors..-.£or 
whom  in  the  last  hour,  when  they  have 
power  to  suffer,  their  heart  is  break- 
luj^,  and  breathe  out  their  final  sigh 
with  the  whisper  of  **  ipomonL"  A 
sudden  pan^  of  fear  shot  through  the 
breast  of  Spuro,  as  Xanthi  uttered  this 
word  with  a  gentle  smile ;  for  it  was 
the  first  time  that  he  had  thought  of 
their  perilous  wandering  as  anything 
but  a  charming  adventure.  As  to  at- 
tempting to  procure  any  kind  of  food, 
were  it  but  a  few  wild  berries,  or  the 
acorn  of  the  vallonia  oak,  the  thing 
was  utterly  out  of  the  question  ;  for 
they  were  now  surrounded  only  by 
gigantic  rocks,  more  sterile  and  bleak 
than  anydiing  they  had  ever  beheld 
before,  and  devoid  of  all  vegetation* 
except  the  sombre  hardy  pines  which 
clung  to  their  rugged  sides.  Quite 
unconsciously  throughout  the  whole 
day  the  poor  creatures  had  only  been 
advancing  deeper  and  deeper  into  the 
mountain  desert,  in  their  vague  at- 
tempt to  follow  a  direct  course ;  and 
even  Spire's  voice  had  lost  much  of  its 
cheerful  confidence,  as  he  looked  round 
on  the  vast  inaccessible  mountains  that 
hemmed  them  in  on  all  sides,  and  pro- 
posed to  Xanthi  that  they  should  not 
attempt  to  sleep  that  night,  but  hurry 
on  tin  they  reached  a  vilU^e  some- 
where. Xanthi  quietly  acquiesced, 
though  less  even  than  hunself  did  she 
think  it  likely  that  they  would  encoun- 
ter any  human  habitation  within  the 
range  of  these  terrible  hills ;  but  the 
time  was  now  come  when  she  was  to 
find  within  herself  and  use  that  power 
of  passive,  uncomplaining  su£&ring, 
which  every  woman  possesses  unknow- 
ingly, perhaps,  till  it  is  called  forth 
by  circumstance.  Once  more,  then, 
urging  on  the  patient  Effendi,  they 
proceeded  in  their  dangerous  and  wea- 
risome course.  Eor  a  time  their  at- 
tention was  distracted  by  the  spectacle 
of  the  sunset  in  that  majestic  scenery ; 
but  soon  the  day  periahed  in  its  bright- 
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nesfl^  and  the  swift  ui^ht,  rushing 
down  from  heaven,  on  its  wings  of 
darkness,  hung  brooding  over  the  vast 
mountains,  like  a  great  vulture  over 
it%prey.  Very  long  and  dreary  were 
the  hours  which  fouowed  to  the  wan- 
derers ;  they  spoke  but  little,  and 
Xanthi's  heaid  hung  droopingly  on  her 
husband's  shoulder ;  even  Efiendi, 
accustomed  as  he  was  religiously  to 
keep  the  bairam,  seemed  not  alto- 
gether pleased  with  this  secular  and 
unusual  fast ;  and  besides,  the  conti- 
nual fatigue  he  had  underg<me  for 
the  last  four-and-twenty  hours  had  so 
much  damped  his  usual  ardour,  that 
he  now  plodded  on  over  the  dippery 
rooksj  as  tamely  as  any  horse  of  igno- 
ble birth  could  have  done.  They 
soon,  however,  got  into  such  difficult 
and  dangerous  ground  that  their  pro- 

fress  was  extremely  slow^  and  they 
ad  oft-en  to  dismount^  and  lead  the 
horse  along  the  brink  of  the  precipices. 
The  first  £iwn  of  light  was  beginning 
to  mingle  with  the  softer  moonbeams, 
when  Qiey  came  to  a  precipitous  as- 
cent>  which  it  seemed  impossible  they 
could  surmount.  Spiro  thought  there 
might  be  some  means  of  skirting  round 
the  base  of  the  cliff,  and  he  desired 
Xanthi  to  remain  in  chaise  of  the 
horse,  while  he  went  to  reconnoitre. 
She  sat  down  on  a  stone,  holding  Ef- 
fendi  by  the  bridle,  and  he  left  her  to 
seek  a  path  among  the  rocks.  It  was 
some  little  time  oefore  he  returned, 
and  when  at  last  he  rejoined  her,  she 
was  still  sitting  where  he  had  left  her, 
but,  exhausted  with  huneer  and  fa« 
tigue,  she  had  dropped  asleep.  Her 
h^  had  fallen  back  upon  the  rock, 
her  hand  hung  motionless  by  her  side, 
and  Efiendi  luad  vanished !  With  one 
bound,  Spiro  darted  towards  her ;  he 
shook  her  almost  roughly  by  the  shoul- 
der, exclaiming-^ 

"In  the  name  of  all  the  saints, 
Xanthi,  where  is  the  horse?" 

She  started  up  bewildered  and  ter- 
rified, gave  one  wild  glance  all  around, 
and  then  clasping  her  hands  in  utter 
despair,  exclaimed — 

''Pai!"(«*hei8goner) 

He  was  gone,  indeed,  and  beyond 
recall  ;  for  Spiro,  chancing  to  look 
down  a  tremendous  ravine  that  vawn- 
ed  on  one  side  of  them,  suddenly  dis- 
cerned the  gallant  horse,  like  a  speck 
in  the  distance,  bounding  over  the 
hills  in  the  joyous  freedom  he  had  so 
cunningly  obtained,  by  sofUy  jerking 


his  bridle  out  of  the  relaxed  grasp  of 
the  poor  little  Xanthi,  as  she  sanK  to 
sleep.  In  another  instant  he  had  dis- 
appeared altogether.  This  fatal  loss 
seemed,  indeed,  to  be  the  climax  of  their 
fate.  If  they  had  failed  in  reaching 
any  place  of  refuge  with  the  aid  of  the 
swiftest  of  horses,  how  were  they  even 
to  attempt  it  on  foot,  amongst  these 
rugged  cufis,  wearied  and  exhausted 
as  wey  were?  Poor  Xanthi  looked 
so  woefully  penitent,  as  she  met  her 
husband's  eye,  that,  so  far  from  re- 
proaching her,  he  could  only  throw  his 
arms  around  her,  and  bid  her  be  of 
good  cheer,  though  he  spoke  with  a 
sinking  heart  ana  a  quivering  lip. 
They  sat  down  together  on  the  rock ; 
it  was  now  nearly  two  days  and  two 
nights  since  they  had  tasted  food,  and 
something  very  like  despair  began  to 
settle  down  upon  those  two  young 
hearts  that  so  lat^y  throbbed  wit£ 
deepest  joys.  Spiro  tried  to  convince 
himself  that  it  was  the  cold  ^y  light 
of  dawn  which  made  Xantm's  cheek 
seem  so  pale,  and  she  turned  away 
her  head  to  hide  the  starting  tears, 
when  she  saw  him  tightening  the  scarf 
round  his  waist  — a  measure  often 
adopted  by  the  hardy  mountaineers  to 
allay  the  pangs  of  hunger.  Then  they 
gradually  both  sunk  to  sleep,  until 
uie  burning  rays  of  the  sun,  as  it 
ascended  in  the  horizon,  forced  them 
to  move  from  the  spot. 

'*  Let  us  go  on,  Xanthi  mou,"  said 
Spiro,  with  a  sort  of  desperation,  <'  it 
does  no  ^ood  to  linger  here." 

Xanthi  obeyed  unresisting,  and  with 
a  feeble  and  unsteady  step  Uiey  b^an 
to  wander  on  through  this  terrible 
desert.  It  seemed  to  them  almost 
as  though  they  had  somehow  been 
banished  to  a  strange  world,  of  which 
themselves  only  were  the  inhabitants, 
so  utter  was  the  silence  and  soUtuda 
all  around;  they  hardlj  made  any 
attempt  now  to  shape  their  course,  but 
stumbled  on  over  the  stones  in  a  sad 
hopelessness.  Of  the  two,  Spiro  suf- 
fered perhaps  the  most ;  for  the  ex- 
treme hunger  only  produced  a  sort  of 
faintness  in  Xanthi,  while  in  the  strong 
man  the  intense  craving  was  intole- 
rable. As  the  interminable  day  wore 
on,  he  suddenly  felt  his  young  wife 
lean  more  heavily  on  his  arm;  then 
she  tottered,  and  would  have  fallen 
had  he  not  supported  her.  He  laid 
her  down  gently  on  the  ground,  and 
looking  on  the  sweet  face  he  loved  so 
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fondly^  he  mw  that  her  eyes  were 
quite  cloeedj  and  her  lips  of  a  deadly 
white.  In  a  transport  of  fear  he  flew 
to  a  stream  that  was  rushing  near,  and 
returned  with  some  of  the  water  in  his 
cap,  with  which  he  bathed  her  pale 
Ibrehead  and  hands.  It  had  only  been 
a  passing  weakness,  for  she  almost 
instantly  opened  her  eyes,  and,  looking 
up  in  his  face  with  a  faint  sad  smile, 
murmured  softly,  "  IpomQni,  my  hus- 
band!" 

Spiro  fairly  tore  his  hair  at  the  as- 
pect of  this  gentle  and  seemingly 
unavailing  resignation ;  he  sat  down 
beside  her,  leant  his  arms  on  his  knees, 
and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  while 
a  thousand  terrible  thouehts  careered 
through  his  brain.  Was  £ere  no  hope, 
no  means  of  escape  ?  was  he  actually 
destined  to  see  his  young  wife,  his 
sweet  bride  of  yesterday,  dying  in 
his  arms  of  mere  starvation?  Heb^an 


to  doubt  not  only  the  saints  and  the 
Fanagia,  but  heaven  itself;  when 
looking  up,  he  suddenly  perceived  a 
tacit  reproof  to  his  impiety.  On  the 
bank  of  the  rivulet  that  was  flowing 
near,  he  distinguished  a  plant  of  the 
Asphodel,  or  silver  rod,  the  root  of 
which,  though  far  from  nutritious, 
especially  if  eaten  raw,  is  oflen  used 
by  the  Greek  peasants  in  cases    of 

freat  necessity.  Dashing  to  the  spot, 
e  tore  up  the  roots  wim  his  hands, 
and  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  consider- 
able number,  with  whiqfi  uiey  satisfied 
their  hunger  to  a  certain  degree. 
This  unexpected  relief  save  them  a 
sort  of  hope  that  heaven  had  not  alto- 
gether abandoned  them  ;  and  they  lay 
down  to  sleep  again,  in  order  to  re- 
cruit their  strength,  for  Xanthi  was 
still  far  too  weak  to  attempt  moving 
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Many  hours  elapsed  while  the  wan- 
derers slumbered  tranquilly.  Spiro 
was  the  first  to  awake,  and  as  he  slowly 
opened  his  eyes,  his  glance  fell  at  once 
on  a  sight  that  fllled  him  with  a  sudden 
and  unspeakable  delight.  At  the  dis- 
tance of  but  a  few  yurda  from  the  spot 
where  they  lay,  a  thin  column  of  smoke 
was  wreathing  itself  up  into  the  air, 
occanonally  brightened  by  a  gleam  of 
red  light,  which  was  plainly  discem- 
able  in  the  darkness  (for  it  was  night 
once  more).  It  seemed  to  arise  from 
the  rock  itself,  but  Spiro  at  once  con- 

i'ectured  that  it  was  produced  by  a  fire 
it  within  some  cave,  from  whence  the 
smoke  esci^d  by  an  aperture  in  the 
roof.  But  at  idl  events  there,  where 
the  fire  was,  there  were  human  beings, 
and  in  all  probability  they  were  eatmg 
aad  drinking.  His  exclamation  of  joy 
aroused  Xanthi,  and  as  her  eyes  met 
the  gleam  of  the  fire,  the  very  light  of 
life  to  them,  she  flung  her  arms  round 
her  husband's  neck,  and  exclaimed — 

**Joy  of  my  soul  I  we  are  saved. 
Oh,  Panagia,  good  and  true  I" 

Spiro  cud  not  answer  her;  a  mo- 
ment's reflection  seemed  somewhat  to 
have  damped  his  first  delight.  At 
last  he  whispered — 

"  They  may  be  shepherds  seeking  a 
wandering  flock;    but  at  all  events 
I  silent,  and  we  will  go  near." 

I  stealthily  along  among  the 


rocks,  the  youn^  couple  advanced^ 
guided  by  the  light,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  came  almost  dose  upon  ^e 
mouth  of  the  cave,  which  was  of  con^ 
siderable  size,  and  admitted  of  their 
seeing  all  that  was  passing  within. 
Crouching  down  behind  a  great  stone, 
they  looked  cautiously  in,  and  in- 
stantly grasped  one  another's  hands  in 
utt^r  terror:  these  were  no  peaceful 
shepherds  who  were  lurking  in  the 
cave,  but  some  twenty  or  thirty  fierce, 
bloodthirsty-looking  brigands !  They 
were  seated  in  a  circle  round  the  fire, 
over  which  hung  suspended  a  whole 
enormous  sheep,  roasting  on  a  spit, 
formed  by  a  branch  of  a  tree,  which  was 
turned  by  two  of  the  number.  These 
brigands,  who  at  that  time  ravaged 
the  whole  country,  and  formed  quite  a 
people  apart,  having  a  sort  of  consti- 
tutional government  of  their  own, 
admitted  none  to  their  ranks  but  the 
most  lawless  characters ;  and  the 
swarthy  savage  countenances  that  now 
bent  over  the  red  embers,  lit  up  by  the 
glare,  certainly  indicated  that  there 
was  not  a  man  among  them  who, 
independent  of  the  regular  system, 
would  not  have  relished  highly  the 
trade  of  murderer  on  his  own  private 
account.  Thev  were  all  armed  up  to 
the  teeth,  and  the  hands  of  many 
seemed  covered  with  blood— a  circum- 
stance that  might  well  be  accounted 
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for  by  the  occujpatipn  of  one  of  £he 
party,  whc/.  was  engaged  it  emjrtyjtig 
a  large  bag,"whiA  he  held,  of  a  ntnn- 
ber  of  humaW  heads,  which  he  com- 
posedly counted,  aijd  piled  up  in  at 
corner.  The  terror  of  ttie. ^wW  ^ung 
couple,  on  finding  that  they  were 
likely  to  meet  with  dreadful  enemies, 
where  they  stood  so  much  in  need  of 
friends,  was  heightened,  on  the  part  of 
Spiro  at  least,  almost  to  agony,  when 
the  chief  of  the  party,  turning  round 
to  the  firelight,  disclosed  his  counte- 
nance. He  had  never  seen  him  before, 
but  at  a  glance  he  recognized,  firom  the 
description,  the  peculiar  appearance  of 
the  most  terrible  of  all  the  Klefts, 
famed  for  his  frightful  cruelty,  and* 
remarkable  even  m  that  country  at 
such  a  period  for  his  insatiable  thirst 
for  blood — a  craving  so  extraordinary 
that  it  seemed  a  positive  disease,  and 
causes  his  memory  to  live,  even  to  the 
present  day,  in  the  remenibrance  of 
the  Greeks.  He  was  at  this  period  a 
man  above  seventy-six  years  of  age ; 
but  time  seemed  to  have  rushed  unfelt 
over  his  head,  for  there  was  no  appear- 
ance of  his  being  at  all  advanced  in 
Hfe,  except  in  the  snowy  whiteness  of 
hid  hair  and  beard,  which  contrasted 
strangely  with  his  menacing  face, 
darkened  by  the  suns  of  so  many  sum- 
mers ;  his  small  grey  eye  glared  with 
an  expression  of  unconquerable  fero- 
city as  brightly  as  ever ;  the  strength 
of  his  great  bony  hand  was  undi- 
minished, and  his  ^aunt,  erect  frame 
had  not  lost  an  inch  of  his  height. 

**  It  is  Groffos — ^we  are  lost  I"  whis- 
pered Spiro,  hoarsely. 

**It  is  Gogos — ^but  we  are  saved  I" 
answered  Xanthi ;  "  I  know  him." 

**  You  know  him  ?" 

"  Sojja,"  (hush)  they  will  hear  you, 
Spiro ;  if  you  will  trust  to  me  we  are 
saved.  I  must  go  to  them  first 
alone." 

**  Alone — you,  Xanthi  I"  He  clasp- 
ed her  tightly  in  his  arms. 

**  Listen,"  said  his  young  wife,  calm- 
ly;  **  this  is  no  time  for  many  words. 
It  must  be  as  I  B&y.  We  will  not  stay 
to  stiirve  here,  with  a  roast  so  near 
us.  You  know  that  if  you  go,  they 
will  shoot  you  dead  before  you  reach 
the  door." 

"I  know  it." 

**  If  they  see  me  alone,  they  will  not 
kill  me."  Spiro  made  no  answer,  but  he 
held  her  tight.  **  Before  they  can  touch 
me,  Gogoa  himself  will  be  my  protec- 


tor and  yours  too,"  continued  Xanthi, 
6oaxingIy,  but  he  did  not  relax  his 
hold.  '*  Spiro,  if  you  see  any  danger; 
you  can  rush  in  and  die  with  me.  It 
IS  death  you  see  on  all  sides ;  but 
here  is  our  only  chance  for  life."  Hi* 
fingers  be^an  to  relax  a  little,  and 
Xanthi,  slipping  from  his  arms,  had 
escaped,  and  was  at  the  mouth  <A  the 
cave  before  he  could  stop  her ;  then 
he  wished  he  had  died  before  he  let 
her  go.  However,  there  was  nothing 
for  it  now  but  to  watch  ber  proceed- 
ings in  an  {^ony  of  fear.  Quietly,  as 
though  she  were  entering  her  mother's 
house,  Xanthi  walked  up  to  the  moutH 
of  the  cave.  As  her  shadow  darkened 
the  threshhold,  a  spontaneous  excla- 
mation burst  from  the  lips  of  the  rob- 
bers— one  and  all  started  to  their  feet, 
and  instantly  a  score  of  muskets  were 
levelled  at  her  breast.  "  Wait  a  mo- 
ment," exclaimed  -Xanthi,  **  I  am 
Gogos's  friend." 

*<  In  the  name  of  the  Panagia,  who 
is  it?"  said  the  chief,  -as  the  klefts, 
stupified  with  astonishment,  remained 
motionless. 

**  A  woman,  and  alone,"  they 
answered,  amazed. 

'*  A  woman  alone  on  the  mountains ! 
How  can  that  be?  Let  us  see  her,** 
said  Gogos. 

Xanw  composedly  passed  through 
the  midst  of  the  menacing  troop,  and 
coming  forward  to  the  side  of  the  terri* 
ble  chief,  sat  down  tranquilly  at  his 
feet. 

"  I  am  your  friend,"  she  said,  liftins^ 
up  her  gentle  eyes  to  the  fierce  daiK 
face. 

Gogos  looked  at  her  for  one  mo* 
ment,  and  then  burst  into  a  fit  of 
laughter. 

•*  Child  I  what  are  you  ?  Whence 
do  you  come?"  Then,  before  she 
could  answer,  he  had  seized  her  arm 
with  a  ^asp  which  had  nearly  extort- 
ed a  shnek  of  pain  from  the  brave  girl, 
and  with  the  other  hand,  drawing  out 
along  sharp  knife,  that  gleamed  bright 
in  the  fire-light,  he  held  it  close  to  her 
throat.  **  xou  are  a  spy,  and  a  brave 
one  too  ;  but  your  courage  shall  not 
save  vou." 

"jfiear  me  speak,  before  you  cut 
my  throat,"  said  Xanthi  calmly,  though 
her  heart  was  bounding  to  ner  lips. 
**  You  can  kill  me  afler  quite  as  well 
as  now." 

"  Panagia  kleftrina  (holy  virgin  of 
the  robbers)  saw  you  ever  so  dauntless 
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a  vonwui/'  exdauned  the  old  chiefs 
wumg  at  her  vithont  relaxing  hi« 
hoUL  <' Why  the  last  I  killed,  deafen* 
ed  me  wiUi  shrieks  till  I  cut  off  her  ^ 
head»  and  that  stopt  her  mouth,  when  ' 
nothing  else  would.  Ha,  ha  I"  and  all 
the  klefls  laughed  in  chorus  at  the 
brigand-like  jest.  '*  Speak,  then,  my 
daughter,"  he  continued,  *•  as  you  say 
I  can  kill  you  quite  as  well  a  little  later.  *' 

*'  Listen,  Uien,'*  began  Xantlii  ; 
*'  bat  stay,  make  them  all  sit  down, 
for  I  am  going  to  tell  you  a  long 
story."  Gcgos  shrugged  his  shoulders 
in  utter  astonishment,  but  he  nodded 
to  hb  men,  who  resumed  their  seats, 
OYerwhelmed  with  amazement  at  the 
composure  with  which  their  redoubt- 
able chief  was  braved  by  a  feeble  wo- 
man. **One  fine  summer's  night,** 
began  Xanthi,  her  voice  trembling 
slightly — **  it  is  long  ago  now — a  little 
Mainote  girl  came  creeping  through 
an  olive  grove  that  grew  all  round  a 
villaffe,  towards  a  lonely  chapel  that 
stood  in  the  midst  of  it.  She  had  been 
sent  to  trim  the  lamp  before  the  Pa- 
nagia's  picture,  and  she  stole  along, 
.trembling  and  looking  back  very  often, 
for  there  was  a  great  sirocco  sweeping 
through  the  forest,  and  darkening  the 
sky,  and  she  knew  that  in  every  one 
of  Uie  whirling  circles  of  dust  it  had 
zaised,  there  dbuiced  a  demon  conceal- 
ed from  her  eyes.  But  the  Panagia 
knew  she  was  going  to  the  chapel,  so 
she  protected  her,  and  she  got  there 
in  safety.  The  lamp  had  nearly  gone 
out,  but  she  replenished  it  with  oil ; 
it  sprung  up  in  a  bright  flame,  and  as 
she  looked  round  by  uie  light  it  gave, 
she  screamed  out  with  a  terrible  fear, 
and  fled  to  the  door.  She  had  seen 
peering  out  from  behind  the  altar 
where  he  was  hid,  the  dark  face  of  a 
great  fierce  kleft,  with  his  eyes  glar- 
ing at  her  as  thoush  he  would  devour 
her,  and  his  hair  hanging  round  him, 
all  dripping  with  blood  ;^  and  just  as 
the  was  fiymg  away,  shrieking  out  in 
her  terror,  he  called  out— 

♦•  *  Amaun,  I  am  dying  of  thirst.* 
She  stopt,  though  her  knees  shook  so 
she  could  hardfy  stand,  and  he  said, 
'  Amaun,  little  child  I  I  am  perishing 
with  hunger  and  thirst.* 

'*  So  she  thought  for  a  moment,  and 
her  heart  almost  failed  her;  but  at 
last  she  made  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
and  said — 

*•  «I  will  bring  you  water  and  food, 
oh,  terrible  klefir 


-<'*  But  listen,'  theil  said  thisklcft, 
*  if  yqp'dfti^^tovTitiispfer  you  have  seen 
m^  I  wHl  shoot  you  through  the  head. 
Wherever  you  noajr*  fe  I  will  find  you 

'  "AnA/ibSnflM;  *I  win  not  tell. 
TVhy  sliouldl?* 

••  So  he  trusted  her  just  as  you  trust 
me  now,"  continued  Aanthi,  looking 
up  in  the  brigand's  face. 

"Gro  on,**  exclaimed  Gogos,  who 
had  been  listening  with  increasing  in- 
terest. 

**  The  little  girl  went,**  resumed 
Xanthi,  ''and  soon  came  back  with 
some  bunches  of  grapes,  and  her  cap 
full  of  water.  The  kleft  had  been 
•wounded,  and  he  was  so  weak  that  he 
could  scarce  riuse  his  hand ;  so  she 
held  his  head,  and  gave  him  to  drink, 
and  then  she  put  the  grapes  into  his 
mouth  one  by  one,  and  next  she  wash- 
ed his  wound,  and  tied  it  up  with  her 
veil.** 

•*I  remember,**  murmured  Grogos, 
**oh,  noble  little  girl.*' 

"  The  kleft  was  too  ill  to  move  for 
some  days,*'  continued  Xanthi,  *'  and 
the  little  girl  tended  him  all  that  time, 
and  crept  through  the  forest  morning 
and  evening  to  bring  him  food.  One 
night  she  was  coming  to  him  as  usual, 
when  she  saw  racing  over  the  plain 
towards  the  chapel  a  great  troop  of 
horsemen,  and  she  knew  they  were  in 
search  of  the  kleft,  so  she  ran  quickly, 
into  his  hiding-place,  and  called  out 
to  him  to  fly  ;  and  he  fled  and  conceal- 
ed himself  amongst  the  brushwood,  so 
that  when  the  soldiers  came,  the  little 
girl  was  alone  in  the  chapel.  Then 
they  all  crowded  round  her,  and  bid 
her  tell  them  where  the  brigand  was." 

**  And  she  would  not !  brave  little 
girl,  I  heard  it  all  1"  exclaimed  Gogos. 

*•  At  last,  one  of  them  struck  her 
with  his  sword  and  nearly  cut  off  her 
arm,**  continued  Xanthi. 

" He  did,'*  said  Gogos ;  **  I  remem- 
bered it,  and  killed  him  next  year !" 

**  So  then  she  fell  down,  and  seemed 
to  be  dead,  and  they  all  rode  away  full 
of  rage ;  but  the  kleft  escaped  to  the 
mountains  1'* 

**  Or  I  should  not  be  here  to-day, 
with  my  pipe  in  my  hand,*'  said  Gogos, 
exultbgly .  *  *  It  is  all  quite  true,  little 
one  ;  but  how  do  you  know  it  so  well  ?" 

Xanthi  turned  back  the  loose  sleeve 
of  her  dress,  and  showed  him  a  deep 
scar  on  her  arm,  where  it  had  been 
nearly  severed  in  two.    Gogos  started, 
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and  seising  hold  of  her,  turned  her 
head  towards  him«  and  looked  into  her 
face. 

'*  The  brave  child  did  not  die  then !" 
he  exclaimed.  **  By  the  beard  of  St. 
SpiridionI  it  is  herself — I  know  the 
great  eyes  and  the  long  black  hair  I" 

**  So  I  am  your  Mend,  am  I  not  ?" 
said  Xanthi,  smiling  gaily. 

"My  friend!  you  are  my  child — 
my  daughter ;  ask  what  you  choose 
and  X  wul  do  it.  Panagia  mou  1  how 
these  children  grow — ^it  was  not  possi- 
ble I  should  imow  you,  my  bird  I — 
And  look  you,"  he  continued,  ad- 
dressing the  brigands,  **this  is  my 
daughter,  and  whoso  touches  a  hair  of 
her  head  shall  not  live  to  repent  it." 

Xanthi  pulled  his  sleeve  impatiently, 
for  she  was  thinking  of  Spiro,  so  hun- 
gry outside. 

**You  do  not  know  how  I  came 
here  ?"  she  said. 

**  True ! — tell  us  how  it  was.  You 
did  well  to  come,  whatever  brought 
you." 

Xanthi  then  told  him  all  their  ad- 
ventures from  the  time  of  her  mar- 
riage ;  and  the  old  brigand  made  the 
cave  resound  with  his  shouts  of  merry 
laughter,  when  he  heard  of  the  theft 
of  the  great  Efiendi,  and  still  more  at 
the  manner  in  which  the  sly  horse  had 
taken  his  revenge,  and  escaped  from 
their  hands.  As  soon  as  she  had  con- 
cluded, finishing  off  with  a  brilliant 
list  of  her  husband's  good  qualities, 
Gogos  called  out  loudly — 

**Come  in,  palikarl  come  in — we 
are  all  friends  here ;  you  shall  be  safe 
and  welcome." 

Instantly,  there  was  a  rush  of  steps, 
and  Spiro  bounded  into  the  cave,  half 
expecting  to  see  his  poor  little  wife 
lying  murdered  before  him ;  but  the 
blood  flowed  back  io  his  heart  when 
he  saw  her,  not  only  uninjured,  but 
smiling  upon  him  as  brightly  as  ever  ; 
and,  fairly  making  up  his  mind  that 
she  was  half  a  witch,  ne  sat  down  by 
her  side,  and  began  hel|)ing^her,  most 
unsentimentally,  to  discuss  a  huge 
slice  of  roast  lamb  which  Gkgos  set 
before  them.  When  they  had  finished 
their  supper — for  which,  as  it  may  be 
supposed,  they  had  no  common  appe- 
tite— he  bid  them  lie  down  to  sleep  in 
all  peace  and  safety,  trustinff  to  him  to 
see  what  would  be  done  for  them  in  the 
morning ;  and  with  a  heart  full  of  joy 
and  gratitude  the  little  Mainote  laid 


her  head  upon  her  husband's  knees, 
and  fell  into  a  tranquil  slumber 
amongst  all  those  fiarce  and  sangui- 
nary klefts. 

The  morning  broke,  and  one  by  one 
the  robbers  arose,  and  turned  to  the 
pure  beams  of  the  morning  sun  their 
dark  faces,  stamped  with  a  wild  and 
horrible  expression  we  rarely  see  in 
our  own  quiet  and  civilized  country, 
and  which  is  only  tO  be  attained  where 
a  free  licence  has  for  years  been  given 
to  unbridled  passions.  But  the  first 
object  which  met  the  eyes  of  each  one 
was  the  little  Xanthi  seated  in  the  cen. 
tre  of  the  cave,  and  looking  round 
with  the  utmost  astonishment  on  the 
objects  it  contained.  It  is  certain  that 
had  shebeen  a  member  of  some  archsso- 
logical  society,  instead  of  being  only  as 
ignorant  and  innocent  a  little  peasant 
as  ever  breathed,  she  would  have  been 
yet  more  surprised ;  for  even  here,  in 
the  midst  of  the  wild  mountain  desert, 
the  handwriting  of  the  past  had  left  a 
strange  record  of  the  palpable  exist- 
ence, m  the  faith  of  men  like  ourselves, 
of  all  the  fanciful  visions  of  ancient 
mythology.  This  singular  cavern — so 
admirable  for  the  purposes  of  brigand- 
age, that  it  was  the  habitual  resort  of 
Gogos  while  he  lived,  and  has  been  the 
habitation  of  klefts  less  famous  since 
his  death — is  commonly  called  the 
**  Cave  of  the  Nymphs,"  having  been 
dedicated  to  them,  at  their  own  desire 
as  it  would  appear,  by  a  certain  archi- 
tect, who  gives  a  somewhat  verbose  ac- 
count of  the  honor  they  had  done 
him,  in  various  inscriptions  still  per- 
fectly legible  on  the  walls.  He  has 
exhausted  his  ingenuity  in  decorating 
the  interior,  commencing  with  an  ela- 
borate image  of  himself,  which  is  ludi- 
crous from  the  expression  of  supreme 
self-complacency  stamped  on  the  face, 
by  which  the  unfortunate  artist  has  ir- 
remediably perpetuated  his  own  siUy 
character,  and  interesting  from  the 
details  of  the  costume,  which  is  but 
slightly  dissimilar  to  that  of  the  pre- 
sent day ;  but  what  principally  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  Xanthi,  and 
seemed  almost  to  terrify  her,  was  a 
colossal  statue  of  Minerva,  headless, 
as  though  in  honour  of  the  peculiar 
propensities  of  the  klefts,  seated  on  a 
sort  of  throne,  with  an  extreme  majesty 
in  the  attitude  and  formation  of  the 
neck  and  bust.  This  fine  piece  of 
sculpture  is  known  among  the  brigands 
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by  tiie  name  of  the  "  Great  Lady,"  and 
tbey  seem  to  regard  her  with  a  sort  of 
superstitions  reverence.* 

As  soon  as  Gogos  awoke,  Xanthi 
flew  to  bring  him  his  pipe  and  his  cof- 
fee, insisted  on  mending  an  unseemly 
r^it  in  his  sleeve,  and  paid  him  so 
much  attention,  with  such  gay  good 
humour,  that  in  the  space  of  a  very 
short  time  the  unsuspecting  kleft  was 
thoroughly  fascinated  by  the  cunning 
little  Mainote — the  fierce  and  villanous 
old  robber  became  gentle  as  a  lamb, 
and  found  it  utterly  impossible  to  re- 
fuse any  request  backed  by  a  pleading 
^anoe  from  her  merry  black  eyes. 
Xanthi*s  object  in  this  cocjuettish  pro- 
ceeding was  to  obtain  his  escort  for 
Spiro  and  herself  as  far  as  Athens. 
When  she  told  him  her  wish,  he  de- 
murred a  little,  but  finally  acceded, 
provided  the  diviner  of  his  band  should 
^isure  their  finding  a  tolerable  booty 
on  the  way. 

The  secrets  of  the  future,  according 
to  Greek  brigands,  are  to  be  found 
carefully  noted  in  the  shoulder-blade 
of  a  sheep;  and,  after  a  due  examina- 
tion of  this  loquacious  bone,  hy  a  per- 
son who,  being  a  seventh  child,  had 
the  power  of  penetrating  its  mysteries, 
it  was  announced  to  Grogos,  that  if  he 
accompanied  the  wanderers,  they 
would,  in  a  few  days,  meet  with  a  rich 
prize  on  their  roaat  This  at  once  de- 
cided the  old  chief  on  gratifying  his 
bewitching  little  ffuest.  It  was,  in- 
deed, a  matter  of  comparative  indif- 
ference to  these  brigands  in  what  di- 
rection they  went  to  seek  their  neces- 
sary prey.      They  could    no    where 


descend  firom  their  rocky  fastnesses 
without  peril,  for  they  were  as  much 
the  enemies  of  their  countrymen  as  of 
the  Turks.  To  these  mountain  tigers 
gold  was  gold,  and  worthy  to  be  ob- 
tained at  the  price  of  blood  at  all 
times,  whether  it  were  wrung  from 
the  impoverished  hands  of  their  fellow 
Greeks,  or  from  the  overflowing  trea- 
sure-houses of  their  common  oppres- 
sors. 

There  might  have  been  something 
exciting  and  attractive  in  the  wild 
adventurous  life  they  systematically 
led ;  making  their  home  in  the  caves 
of  the  free,  nresh  mountain,  and  rush" 
ing  down  to  the  plains  when  their  pro- 
visions were  exhausted,  to  win  with 
the  sword  their  food  for  the  morrow ; 
but  that,  wherever  they  went  their 
path  was  tracked  in  blood,  and  them- 
selves seemed,  when  they  adopted 
the  brigand  trade,  to  have  actually 
laid  down  their  humanity,  and  taken 
on  them  the  very  nature  of  wolves. 
Their  preparations  for  a  journey  were 
very  soon  made,  each  man  loaded  his 
gun  and  pistols,  and  bound  his  feet 
with  thongs  of  leather,  to  preserve 
them  from  the  sharp  stones.  One  of 
the  baggage  mules,  of  which  they  had 
two  or  t&ee,  was  appropriated  to 
Xanthi,  and  shortly  after  dajr-break 
they  were  already  far  on  their  way 
from  the  nymph-haunted  cave.  The 
klefts,  who  were  all  endowed  with  a 
swiftness  of  foot  which  could  only  be 
attained  by  long  habit,  darted  over  the 
rocks  at  a  rapid  pace,  whilst  G<>go8 
and  Spiro  walked  more  steadily  by 
the  Mainote's  side ;  she  herself,  exhi- 
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lirated  by  the  fresh  air  and  the  rapid 
moyement,  made  the  wild  echoes 
answer  to  the  gay  music  of  her  songs, 
as  she  chanted  her  favourite  ballad  of 
the  great  palikar,  to  which,  in  addition 
to  the  original  version,  she  had  given 
a  few  significant  touches,  that  had 
completely  transformed  it  into  an  epic 
in  honour  of  Spiro.  Their  journey, 
which  was  contmued  for  several  days, 
varied  little  in  its  incidents;  they 
bivouacked  at  ni^ht  on  the  hill-side, 
where  they  lit  a  fire  and  cooked  their 
meal,  for  Uicy  eat  but  once  a-day,  and 
that  only  after  sunset.  Xanthi,  at 
first  thought  it  rather  amusing  to  find 
that  they  had  dailjr  to  steal  a  sheep 
for  their  supper,  till  she  discovered 
that  they  invariably  massacred  the 
keeper  of  the  flock,  whether  he  resisted 
their  depredations  or  not.  At  last 
she  innocently  asked  old  Grogos  why 
they  always  killed  the  shepherd  also, 
since  they  could  not  eat  him  too? 
His  only  answer  was,  •*  I  would  eat 
him  if  I  had  no  better  food  I" 

At  last,  having  long  since  left  the 
Arcadian  mountains  far  behind  them, 
they  descended  into  the  vast  plain  that 
lies  between  the  hills  of  Pentelicus 
and  Hymettus,  and  began  to  traverse 
its  wide  expanse,  skirting  stealthily 
along  iAie  bank  of  a  little  stream,  which 
flows  into  the  lUvssus. 

In  the  most  desert  portion  of  this 
plaiu,  so  wild,  indeed,  tnat  it  is  rarely 
visited,  there  lies,  solitary  and  majes- 
tic in  his  loneliness,  a  colossal  lion  of 
enormous  size,  formed  of  the  purest 
white  marble.  The  peculiarities  of 
the  sculpture  indicate  at  once  that  it 
belongs  to  the  earliest  period  of  art, 
and  consequently  its  unchanging  ex- 
istence exactly  as  it  now  appears,  re- 
cedes back  to  a  remote  antiquity, 
which  baffles  aU  attempts  to  follow  it. 
This  wonderful  monument  of  a  time 
almost  utterly  unknown  to  us,  is  enve- 
loped in  the  deepest  mystery  ;  no  re- 
cord, tradition,  or  inscription  of  any 
kind  gives  the  slightest  clue  to  its  ori- 
gin. The  lower  portion  of  the  limbs 
are  now  firmly  fixed  in  the  earth ;  and 
this  only  is  certain,  that  during  a 
lapse  of  jtime  which  our  imagination 
does  not  easily  grasp,  that  majestic 
old  lion  has  lain  precisely  as  we  now 
behold  him,  in  his  attitude  of  most 
supreme  repose,  whilst  the  rushine 
ages  have  careered  over  his  giant  head, 
and  lefl  no  deeper  trace  than  the 
chariot  wheels  of  the  long  vanished 


wrestlers  for  Olympic  fame  have 
marked  on  the  plain  around  I  There 
is  something  solemn  and  mysterious 
in  the  gaze  which  this  mute  keeper  of 
the  secrets  of  the  past  has  fixed  upon 
the  mountain  of  Hymettus,  that  nses 
up  before  his  face.  Who  shall  say 
how  long  these  unchanging  eyes  have 
dwelt  in  contemplation  on  that  classic 
hill!  before  even  the  forests  waved 
upon  its  brow,  of  which  tradition 
speaks,  and  now,  in  its  sterile  bleak- 
ness, clothed  only  with  the  scented 
heath ;  yet  still  looking  on  it  as  though 
he  never,  from  century  to  century, 
could  weary  of  beholding  the  glory  of 
the  sunlight  upon  it,  and  watching  it 
by  night  fade  into  the  rich  purple, 
glow  which  he  had  witnessed  lone  be- 
fore it  ever  flashed  in  the  eyes  of  that 
poet  of  old  who  has  immortalized  its 
fleeting  brightness !  There  is  that  in 
the  intense  ^aze  of  the  solemn  old 
lion,  which  might  lead  one  to  suppose 
that  he  had  been  for  ever  occupied  in. 
extracting  the  bitter  wisdom  fix)m  the 
experience  of  each  passing  century, 
and  gathered  up  age  by  age  tJl  ms 
knowledge,  never  to  be  reveSed,  with- 
in his  own  marble  breast  1 

It  was  not  until  the  klefts,  and  their 
young  companions,  had  reached  this 
spot,  tliat  any  trace  appeared  of  the 
nch  prey  which  their  soothsayer  had 
promised  them.  They  had  been  sleep- 
ing during  the  sultry  noon-tide  hours, 
under  the  shade  of  some  pomegranate 
trees,  and  were  just  preparing  again 
to  start,  when  a  troop  of  Turkish 
horsemen  were  seen  rapidly  advancing 
towards  them;  the  glitter  of  their 
costly  arms  at  once  roused  the  fierce 
cupidity  of  the  brigands,  and  they 
speedily  determined  on  an  attack,  as 
the  enemies'  force  was  about  equal  to 
their  own. 

Spiro  was,  of  course,  abundantly 
ready  to  fight  the  common  foe  at  all 
times,  and  Xanthi  alone  had  to  be 
suitably  disposed  of.  This  he  accom- 
plished, by  desiring  her  peremptorily 
to  crouch  down,  motionless  and  silent, 
behind  the  great  lion,  whose  gigantic 
form  entirely  concealed  her.  Xanthi 
obeyed  without  a  word,  for  she  dread- 
ed her  husband's  frown  considerably 
more  than  the  Turks,  and  she  had  not 
been  there  fiye  minutes  before  the  loud 
shouts  and  cries  announced  that  the 
skirmish  had  commenced  ;  nor  was  it 
the  less  deadly,  that  Spiro  had  recog- 
nized, in  two  of  the  number,  the  Bey 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


184T.] 


Chapter  VL — Greek  Briganda  "  at  houieJ 


173 


of  Corinth  and  his  n^o  Fehim.  The 
brigands  were  rapid^  gaining  the  ad- 
vantage, when  suddenly  the  Moslem 
war-cry  sounded  loudly  at  a  little  dis- 
tance,  and  the  main  body  of  Kyamil 
Bey's  troop  came  galloping  up  to  the 
rescue.  In  an  instant  the  order  of 
things 'was  reyersed,  the  brigands  fled 
before  them;  for  this  famous,  or  rather 
infamous  race  (which^  by  the  way,  is 
not  altogether  extinct  in  Greece  at  the 
present  day),  with  all  their  reckless 
cruelty,  have  little  of  that  courage 
which  dies  before  it  yields,  and  lightly 
as  they  esteem  their  neighbours*  heads, 
it  is  wonderful  what  a  profound  re- 
spect they  have  for  their  own.  They 
fled  in  the  direction  of  the  old  lion, 
and  the  Turks  pursued  them  beyond 
it;  but  these  easy-living  gentlemen 
found  this  rather  a  heatmg  exercise 
on  so  warm  a  day,  so  they  quietly  al- 
lowed the  robbers  to  escape,  and  rode 
back  on  the  road  to  Corinth,  which 
was  their  ultimate  destination.  As 
they  repassed  the  colossal  lion,  Fehim 
the  nqzTO,  thought  he  could  distinguish 
something  fluttering  between  its  two 
fore-paws,  as  though  the  stately  ani- 
mal nad  actually  declined  so  far  from 
his  eternal  dignity  as  to  catch  an  un- 
wary prey.  In  a  moment  he  was  at 
the  ^)0t,  gazing  down  with  a  wild 
smile  of  triumph  on  the  shivering, 
gasping  Xanthi,  whom  his  look  para- 
tyzed  altogether.  With  a  grin  which 
msplayed  5ie  whole  formidable  range 
of  ms  sharp,  white  teeth,  the  Nubian 
plunged  down  his  hand  into  her  place 
of  concealment,  and  grasping  her  by 
the  garments,  lifted  her  up  as  easily 
as  a  dog  drags  out  a  kitten,  and  threw 
her  across  ms  powerful  horse  before 
him ;  then,  grasping  her  firmly,  he 
urg^  his  steed  to  the  gallop,  and  has- 
tened to  follow  his  master.  How  poor 
litde  Xanthi  twisted  and  writhed  in 
&e  iron  grasp  of  the  negro,  trying,  at 
the  risk  of  being  crushed  in  Uie  fall, 
to  fline  herself  from  his  arms  to  the 
ground.  She  mi^ht  as  well  have  tried 
to  move  the  old  hon  himself  I  At  last 
Fehim  seemed  to  weary  of  her  rest- 
lessness. He  suddenly  stooped  and 
dismounted;  the  fact  was,ne  feared 
lest  her  cries  should  attract  the  atten- 
tion c^  die  Bey,  to  whom  he  must  at 
once  have  delivered  her  up,  an  act  of 
obedience  to  which  he  was  by  no  means 
disposed,  as  he  had  decided  on  selling 
the  preUr  Mainote  at  the  slave-mar- 
ket of  Corinth,  and  pocketing  the 
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price.  Securing  his  prize  with  one 
nand,  with  the  other  he  took  from  the 
back  of  his  horse  an  enormous  bag, 
which  he  seemed  to  carry  with  him 
for  the  convenient  disposal  of  any 
casual  booty  he  might  chance  to  ob- 
tain, and  fairly  shook  her  into  itl 
Then  tying  it  up,  so  as  not  altogether 
to  exclude  the  air,  he  flung  it  over  the 
saddle  once  more,  and  resumed  his 
course.  There  was  a  terrible  differ- 
ence between  this  very  unpleasant  ride 
and  the  last  she  had  taken  with  her 
lost  husband  on  the  back  of  the  trable 
Effendi.  How  Xanthi  hat«d  herself 
for  having  grieved  to  die  by  the  side 
of  Spiro — how  much  better  than  this 
bitter  captivity  I  It  was  not,  more- 
over, just  the  most  advantageous  posi- 
tion for  surveying  the  scenery,  and 
poor  Xanthi,  during  a  journey  of  four- 
and-twenty  hours,  which  seemed  to 
her  like  so  many  ages,  passed  quite 
unconsciously  through  the  fine  tract 
of  land  which  separates  Athens  from 
Corinth ;  nor  did  she  hear,  bewildered 
and  exhausted  as  she  was,  the  loud 
shout  from  the  Turks,  as  the  tall  peak 
of  the  Aero  Corinthus,  detaching  itself 
from  the  semicircle  of  beautiful  hills, 
announced  their  entrance  into  this,  the 
most  crushed  and  degenerate  of  all 
time-honoured  cities. 

Go  where  you  will  now,  it  is  a  sad 
thinff  to  wander  over  Greeoe ;  for  it 
would  seem  as  though  man,  in  his  sin 
and  misery,  weary  of  the  unsympa- 
thizing  and  eternal  smile  of  that  blue 
sky,  had  woven,  by  his  own  dark  deeds 
and  blighting  passions,  as  it  were,  a 
sombre  veil,  spread  out  over  all  that 
land  of  beauty,  of  mournful  associa- 
tions, and  bitter  memories,  through 
which  alone  you  can  look  down  upon 
her  loveliness.  Yet  it  is  pleasing,  aa 
well  as  profitable,  to  linger  amone  her 
ruins,wnen  they  are  desolate  and  lone- 
ly as  they  should  ever  be ;  for  then 
you  can  wrap  yourself  round  in  the 
atmosphere  of  decay  and  death  which 
hangs  so  heavy  on  them,  pondering  on 
the  great  lessons  they  teach,  and  won- 
dering to  see  how  the  seekers  of  earth's 
ephemeral  fflory  have  been  justly 
mocked  in  ue  enduring  existence  of 
the  very  handiwork  wherein  they 
sought  it,  while  themselves  are  all  for- 
gotten and  unknown.  And  you  can  lift 
up  your  head  and  look  on  the  unchang- 
ing brightness  of  the  heavens,  remem- 
bering with  joy  imto  your  soul,  that 
diere  are  works  which  follow  the  dead 
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beyond  their  tomb,  and  wrea^  immor* 
taf  crowns  around  their  livid  brow ;  not 
the  sweet  acoents  of  the  poet,  for  these 
are  but  the  echoes  of  his  living  Toice, 
that  shortly  shall  die  away  when  the 
damp  sod  shall  close  his  lips  t — not  the 
blood-stained  trophies  of  the  warrior, 
from  which,  it  may  be,  his  own  eyes, 
unveiled  by  death,  have  turned  with 
loathing ! — not  the  great  deeds  of  the 
ambitions,  who  on  earth  pillow  their 
throbbing  heads  on  thorns,  that  in  the 
grave  they  may  lay  it  on  a  tablet 
which  shcJl  trumpet  forth  their  name ! 
-—but  that  man  has  raised  an  enduring 
monument  unto  himself,  from  whose 
lips  has  ever  fallen  one  word  of  holy 
hope,  like  heavenly  dew  upon  an  err- 
ing and  a  broken  spirit — whose  guid- 
ing hand  has  led  into  the  narrow  path 
some  doubting  soul,  tossed  wildly  on 
the  billows  of  unguided  thought  — 
whose  meek  example,  or  whose  hea- 
ven-taught voice,  have  sown,  within 
his  own  restricted  sphere,  the  seeds  of 
that  undying  truth,  that  has  sprung 
in  widening  circles  into  fruitful  holi- 
ness long  after  he  has  vanished  from 
the  scene.  But  there  is  no  eloquent 
solitude,  no  phantom-peopled  desola- 
tion, to  be  found  in  Corinth :  her  fair 
remains  are  so  encrusted  with  the  mi- 
serable habitations  of  the  dregs  of  the 
population,  that  whilst  the  ancient 
monuments  would  tempt  you  to  be- 
wail the  mistaken  ambition  of  the  gene- 
rations of  the  dead,  you  are  constrain- 
ed to  turn  in  disgust  from  the  deeper 
degradation  of  mt  living  race  before 
you. 

Kyamil  Bey  entered  his  palace  quite 
unconscious  of  the  prize  which  his  wily 
and  sordid  negro  had  obtained ;  and 
Fehim  had  instantly  repaired  to  the 
slave-market,  where  he  deposited  Xan- 
thi,  now  first  released  from  her  most 
uncomfortable  imprisonment,  in  a  small 
room  along  with  several  others  destined 
for  the  same  &te. 

The  public  sale  was  not  until  the 
next  day,  and  Xanthi  passed  the  dreary 
interval,  crouching  in  a  comer  of  the 
room,  speechless  and  tearless,  but  with 
a  sad  bewildered  gaze  in  her  great  black 
eyes,  and  a  whole  world  of  most  inex- 
pressible misery  struggling  for  vent  in 
the  convulsive  heavings  of  her  breast. 
Her  companions,  who  were  principally 
blacks,  seemed  to  take  up  the  matter 
qjuite  differently,  and  speculated  mer- 
rily on  the  appearance  and  temper  of 
thehr  ititure  master.      The  terrible 


hour  arrived  at  last,  and  Xanthi,  nn^ 
resisting,  because  so  utterly  powerless^ 
was  led  out  by  the  exulting  negro  to 
the  platform  where  the  sale  took  place. 
The  buyers,  chiefly  Turks,  were  very 
numerous,  and,  as  Fehim  had  antici- 
pated, large  sums  were  at  once  offered 
for  the  Mainote  girl.  The  traders  at 
last  be^an  to  dispute  loudly  as  to  the 
price  that  should  be  given  for  her,  and 
she  stood  b^  with  a  sinking  heart, 
though  seenungly  indifferent  enough  ; 
for,  in  fact,  she  had  firmly  determined, 
if  no  other  means  of  escape  presented 
itself,  to  choke  herself  by  swallowing 
her  own  long  hair — a  strange  mode  of 
death,  which  more  than  one  of  these 
unfortunate  slaves  have  proved  to  be 
perfectly  practicable,  provided  the 
tresses  are  profuse  enougn.  Suddenly 
a  tall,  fierce-looking  Turk,  with  an 
enormous  black  beard,  and  a  turban 
covering  half  his  face,  made  his  way 
through  the  disputants,  with  a  great 
bag  of  piastres  m  his  hand.  Having 
examined  the  young  Mainote,  and  con- 
temptuously declared  that  her  eyelashes 
were  not  long  enough,  he  end^  by  of- 
fering so  exorbitant  a  sum  for  her, 
that  Fehim,  overjoyed,  instantly  de- 
livered her  up  to  nim,  and  received 
the  money  in  exchange.  Grasping  his 
slave  by  the  shoulder,  this  fierce-look- 
ing Moslem,  pushed  her  before  him 
through  the  crowd  of  disappointed 
merchants,  and  placing  her  on  the  back 
of  a  dromedary  which  stood  in  the 
lane  below,  he  mounted  himself,  and 
proceeded  at  a  slow  and  dignified  pace 
through  the  streets. 

No  sooner  had  he  passed  throush 
the  vast  currant-grounds  without  the 

fate,  and  fairly  left  the  town  behind 
im,  than  he  urged  the  animal,  as 
swift  as  it  is  unwiddy,  to  its  quickest 
movement.  The  tremendous  trot  of 
the  dromedary,  which  is  probably  un- 
paralleled as  an  unpleasant  exercisej 
(juite  completed  the  confusion  of  mind 
into  which  Xanthi's  many  miseries  had 
thrown  her,  and  she  remained  for  se- 
veral hours  quite  unconscious  of  ih& 
lapse  of  time,  till  she  was  roused  by  a 
wind  of  peculiar  freshness,  that  blew 
across  her  burning  forehead.  Looking 
round,  with  a  dim,  vacant  glance,  she 
saw  that  she  was  once  more  on  the 
lonely  mountains.  Very  shortly  aflet 
the  Turk  suddenly  stopped  and  dis- 
mounted, and  at  the  same  moment,  as 
he  lifted  her  to  the  ground,  a  voice 
die  never  more  had  hoped  to  hear,  a 
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voice,  trembling,  half  stifled  with  un- 
speakable joy,  oJled  out — 

*«Xanthir 

Instantly  on  all  sides  of  her  was  re- 
echoed back  with  wild  delight-* 

'•Xanthi,  Xanthi,  you  are  wel- 
come I" 

Breathless,  bewildered,  she  pushes 
back  her  veil  with  trembling  hands-^ 
her  knees  shake  under  her,  her  lips 
refuse  to  utter  a  sound ;  her  eyes  in- 
stinctively turn  first  with  their  terrified 
gaze  upon  her  purchaser,  but  he  has 
thrown  down  tne  great  turban  from 
his  head,  and  torn  awa^  the  false 
beard  which  dismiised  him.  It  is 
Gi:^os  himself  wno  stands  exulting 
ana  smiling  beside  her  I  and,  in  another 
instant,  ^Spiro,  straining  her  to  his 
heart,  convinces  her  &at  it  is  no 
dream,  and  that  she  is  indeed  restored 


tminjured  to  her  husband  and  her 
friends.  And  the  merry  brigands, 
enchanted  at  the  successful  expedition 
of  their  master,  as  well  as  at  the  rescue 
of  the  little  Mainote,  whom  they  liked 
so  well,  fairly  joined  hands,  and 
danced  round  the  younj^  couple,  half 
bewildered  with  so  much  joy. 

We  cannot  do  better  than  leave 
Xanthi  with  the  klefls,  dancing  round 
her  on  the  bright  hill  side  j  for,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  the  rest  of  her 
career  was  characterized  by  a  moet 
practical  contempt  for  all  the  laws  of 
ner  country  t  The  brigand  li^  had 
appeared  so  charming  to  both  her  and 
her  husband,  that  she  passed  the  re- 
mainder of  her  days  as  the  wife  of  a 
kleft,  dwelling  summer  and  winter  in 
the  Cave  of  the  Nymphs. 
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AN  IBI8B  ELECTION  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE   FORTIES. 


OT  WXLUAM  OARLBTOX. 


XH  TWO  PASTS.— TART  1. 


It  is  utterly  impossible,  upon  princi- 
ples of  plain  reason  or  common  sense, 
to  account  for  the  preposterous  in- 
sanity of  ambition  wnien  prompts  so 
many  men  of  every  party  to  seek,  if 
possible,  all  those  means  which  the  in- 
genuity of  the  head  and  the  blackest 
corruption  of  the  heart  united,  can  call 
into  action,  for  a  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  The  fact,  however,  is  too 
well  known  and  admitted  for  us  to 
philosophize  upon  it  here,  or  to  at- 
tempt any  adjudication  upon  the  na- 
ture and  object  of  human  ambition, 
as  to  whether  it  is  founded  upon  prin- 
ciples that  are  selfish  and  corrupt,  or 
disinterested  and  philanthropic.  It  is 
true  that  we  have  our  opinion  upon 
the  subject ;  and  we  are  inclined  to 
think  that  any  honest  and  impartial 
man  who  could  prevail  upon  himself 
to  watch  the  progr^  of  an  election, 
migkt  probably  arrive  at  our  con- 
clusions. 

Elections  present  nearly  the  same 
features  at  all  times  and  in  all  places ; 
but  as  those  which  occurred  during 
the  existence  of  the  Forty  Shilling 
Franchise  wefe  perhaps  somewhat  more 
remarkable  as  manifestations  of  na- 
tional manners  that  are  now  gradually 
disappearing,  of  systematic  corruption 
equally  gross  and  ingenious,  and  of 
gregarious  and  brutal  degradation, 
which  we  trust  superior  education  and 
more  independent  habits  of  thought 
may  ultimately  remove — ^we  accord- 
ingly select  it,  not  simply,  however, 
as  a  mere  record  of  the  past,  but  with 
a  view  of  startling  the  present  gene- 
ration, if  it  be  yet  possible,  into  some- 
thing like  common  honesty  and  a  sense 
of  shame. 

As  is  always  usual,  the  moment  a 
dissolution  was  determined  on,  or 
about  to  take  place,  an  active  canvass 
was  resorted  to  by  such  as  had  resolv- 
ed to  contest  the  county  or  the  bo- 
rough, as  the  case  miffht  be.  ^  This 
canvass,  as  it  was  conducted  in  the 
olden  time,  was  in  general  a  great 
grierance  to  the  people,  inasmuch  as 


it  threw  the  whole  country  into  a  state 
of  idleness,  excitement,  and  excess, 
that  banished  industry,  sobriety,  and 
honesty  from  the  land.  From  the  mo- 
ment  it  commenced,  all  those  who 
possessed  votes  during  the  existence 
of  the  **  Forties,"  as  they  were  termed, 
becam6  unsettled,  and  at  once  were 
seized  upon  by  a  spirit  of  licentious- 
ness and  tumult,  that  was  agreeable 
to  their  reckless  habits,  their  utter 
ignorance,  the  low  moral  standard  by 
which  they  were  regulated,  as  well  as 
by  the  unparalleled  political  corrup- 
tion  which  animated  and  characterized 
their  superiors.  If,  however,  the  mo- 
rals of  tne  poorer  classes  were  in  those 
days  at  a  low  ebb,  those  of  too  many 
of  the  gentry,  and  of  almost  the  whole 
class  of  vulgar  and  upstart  Squireens, 
in  particular,  were  still  worse  and 
more  objectionable.  In  the  course  of 
those  canvasses,  many  an  innocent  and 
unfortunate  maiden,  possessed  of  the 
fatal  gift  of  beauty,  has  been  marked 
as  a  victim,  and  utterly  ruined,  by  the 
young  squire  or  squireen,  or  others  of 
the  profligate  and  jeering  staff  that 
accompanied  the  principals  upon  their 
tour  through  the  county.  Indeed,  at 
the  period  we  are  writing  of,  the  state 
of  the  whole  country,  in  connexion 
especially  with  the  right  of  franchise, 
was  fearfully  deprav^.  The  whole 
population  of  the  kingdom  might,  with 
truth,  be  divided  into  two  elates — ^the 
lords  of  the  soil — ^the  squireens — and 
the  buckeens — ^many  of  the  two  latter 
--4niddlemen,  on  the  one  side ;  and  the 
ignorant,  semi-barbarous,  destitute, 
whipped,  and  trampled-on  serfs,  on  the 
other.  Such  was  the  condition  of  the 
lower  classes,  as  well  as  of  those  who 
drove  them  like  unreasoning  cattie  to 
the  hustings  at  the  period  mid  in  our 
description. 

Parliament  was  at  length  dissolved, 
and  those  who  had  neglected  the  inte- 
rests of  the  people  began  to  make  pre- 
parations for  bemg  reinvested  with  au- 
thority to  neglect  them  ogairL  Many 
fine  speeches  had  been  made — corn- 
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missioners  appointed  to  examine  par- 
ticular subjects,  and  reports  printed 
in  large  blue  books,  having  immense 
i^ipendixes,  with,  as  one  might  sup- 
pose, the  special  object  of  never  being 
read  or  acted  on — ^patriots  had  been 
nroYided  for,  or,  at  least,  had  their 
nonesty  placed  in  such  a  negociable 
position  as  vastly  increased  the  mani- 
testation  of  their  love  of  country. 
The  Out$t  in  fact,  had  been  in,  and 
the  Ins  had  been  out  two  or  three 
times  alternately.  Many  who  had 
served  their  party  at  the  expense  of 
their  country,  had  been  pensioned  off, 
and  a  few  whose  circumstances  kept 
them  free  of  the  pension  list  were 
eadi  rewarded  by  a  peerage.  In  fact, 
all  those  circumstances  which  indicate 
the  dissolution  of  parliament  had  taken 
place,  and,  amongst  others,  a  writ 
had  been  issued  to  elect  a  member  for 
a  particular  county,  which  it  is  not 
necessary  to  mention  at  present,  inas- 
much as  every  one  of  our  readers  has 
only  to  suppose  it  to  be  his  own,  and 
he  will  necessarily  be  right.  There 
were  two  candidates,  one  of  whom — 
he  who  had  been  the  sitting  member 
in  the  last  parliament — ^was  a  liberal-^ 
a  man  who,  although  not  in  trade, 
dealt  largely  in  promises  that  were 
never  penormed,  and  not  unfrequently 
in  performances  that  were  never  pro- 
mised. Both  candidates  were  absen- 
tees— a  circumstance  which  was  much 
in  tiie  favour  of  each ;  for  it  so  happened 
that  in  those  enlightened  days  our 
virtuous  countrymen — from  a  princi- 
pie,  we  suppose,  of  national  generosity 
— always  gave  a  preference  to  the  man 
who  possessed  least  opportunity  of 
knowmg  his  country,  her  people,  or 
their  wants.  Bv  ab^ntees  we  do  not 
mean  individuals  who  merely  were 
owners  of  property  in  the  country,  but 
persons  who  were  Irishmen  by  birtlj 
and  descent,  and  who  had  princefv 
residences  and  lordly  halls,  in  which 
they  did  not  live,  unless,  perhaps, 
during  a  short  visit,  in  order  to  look 
after  Sieir  own  affairs. 

The  liberal  candidate,  an  emancipa- 
tor, and  strenuous  advocate  of  popu- 
lar rights,  was  a  very  honourable 
and  disinterested  gentleman,  by  name 
Alexander  £goe ;  and  his  rival,  the 
Tory  and  Orangeman,  was  Robert 
Yanston,  Esq.,  of  Constitution  House. 
The  principles  of  the  latter  were,  of 
course,  those  of  Protestant  Ascendancy 
o  Church  and  State,  and,  consequent- 


ly, of  No  Popery.  In  truths  the  con- 
trast, so  far  as  principles — or,  at  least, 
professions — went,  were  sufficiently 
marked  to  give  ample  promise  of  a 
fierce  and  desperate  contest. 

Yanston  was  a  large  diurk  man,  with 
a  composed  but  saturnine  cast  of  coun- 
tenance and  lai^e  limbs;  wyist  his 
rival  was  a  shrewd-looking,  thin  little 
fellow,  with  a  lively  but  circumspect 
and  calculating  ejre,  over  which  jutted 
a  pair  of  projectmg  evebrows,  and  a 
rapidly-retreating  rorehead.  For  two 
montlis  previouJy  the  whole  county 
had  been  traversed  and  canvassed  by 
each,  either  in  person,  or  through  the 
medium  of  their  friends.  In  this  can- 
vass, Mrs.  Egoe,  who  was  celebrated 
for  her  attachment  to  popular  privi- 
leges, rendered  essential  service  to  her 
husband,  by  a  very  ingenious  mode  of 
testing  at  once  the  love  of  fatherland 
and  gallantry  of  our  countrymen.  On 
experiencing  any  particular  difficulty 
in  the  person  canvassed,  and  especially 
when  she  had  ascertained  that  he  waA 
attached  to  the  enemy,  being  the  most 
beautiful  married  toast  of  the  day,  she 
placed  agolden  guinea  betweenher  lips, 
which  the  voter  was  challenged  to  tiuce 
between  his :  thus  turning  Cupid  him- 
self into  a  politician  bj  a  system  of 
such  irresistible  and  dehcious  bribery. 
Her  husband,  who  was  verv  proud  of 
her,  whenever  he  got  deeply  into  his 
cups,  expressed  this  feeling,  and  it  was 
on  one  of  those  occasions  that  he  was 
asked  how  he  could  be  proud  of  a  wo- 
man who  had  been  kissed  by  more 
than  half  the  county.  The  canvass 
on  both  sides  having  been  concluded, 
the  first  day  of  the  election  at  length 
arrived. 

The  town  of  Ballyticklem  not  only 
from  an  early  hour,  but  from  the  pre- 
vious night,  was  literally  overflowmg. 
The  stream  of  human  beings  that 
fiowed  into  it  was  almost  equal  in 
point  of  numbers  to  the  multitudes 
which  flock  towards  a  fair.  Equipages 
of  every  description,  from  the  spank* 
ing  four-in-hand  to  the  one-norse 
jaunting-car,  were  all  in  rapid  motion 
towards  the  scene  of  contest — ^most  of 
them  distinguished  by  the  well-known 
colours  of  the  exposing  candidates, 
and  covered  by  large  placards,  having 
printed  on  them  ** Mr. Egoe's Friends," 
or  **Mr.  Yanston's  Friends,"  as  the 
case  might  be.  Egoe's  colours  were 
a  grogram-grey,  and  those  of  Yanston 
a  cutbeard ;  bat  some  of  their  friends^ 
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net  tatMeli  ivithlo  muoh  mbder&tiom 
had  procured  the  old  0taiLditi|ip  oppo- 
Bentg  of  orfinge  and  green*  which  they 
kept  ready  tor  the  cloee  of  the  con- 
test, when  Toters  on  each  side  might 
bbein  to  get  ecaroe* 

Indeed  tbe  appearance  of  the  various 
gradea,  aa  they  nuffht  be  obaerved 
npon  the  two  gteal  thorotiffhfarefl  that 
1m  to  the  town>  was  anfficienilj  strik*- 
ing.  From  the  private  jauntuig-car« 
ind  the  apraoe  oountry  squireen  upon 
his  bitof  hulf-^Uood,  to  the  common 
hack  vehicle  and  the  firieae-coated 
£miier$  and  from  the  latter  to  the 
struggling  tradesman ;  and  from  the 
tradesman^  somewhat  out  at  elbows^ 
to  the  greffarious  forty-shilling  free* 
holder*  clad  in  open  knultitudinouB 
rags  I  from  ^e  highest  lii^  of  corrup* 
ti^  to  the  very  lowest ;  from  the  con- 
IcioUs  and  ddiberate  profligate  of 
rank*  to  the  most  unthinking*  de- 
graded, and  brutal  dave,  throughout 
3ie  kmunMd  gradations  of  bribery ;-» 
•U  were  thiBre— most  of  the  latter 
eager  for  corfuption,  and  all  of  the 
firmer  anxious  to  corrupts  If  there 
were  aiiy  henestv  at  all  among  them* 
and  there  was  inoeed  but  little,  it  wtaa 
to  be  found  in  the  middle  dasses — ^the 
fact  being  that  the  gentry  and  higher 
ranks  on  tiie  nfipea:  extreme,  and  the 
low,  venal  vagabonds  ott  the  lower, 
were  precisdy  of  the  same  m<M-al 
standiugv  with  the  exception  of  aa  odd 
eonsoientious  creature  am^mg  the  de- 
graded wretdies^  for  whom  no  corres- 
ponding case  could  be  got  among  those 
who  acHight  to  degrack  him.  There 
i^as,  for  instance,  on  the  one  side* 
education,  the  absei^  of  tetnptatimi, 
an  enlightened  position  in  society,  and 
what  ou^t  to  considered  high  moral 
feelingr-«wi1^  deliberate  corruption. 
On  the  other*  ^ere  was  want  oi  edu- 
cation>  moral  ignorance,  neglect*  po^ 
veriy*  destitution,  strong  tenjptation-i* 
witii  a  disposition  to  be  corrupted. 

Every  face  now  was  fill^  with 
anxiety  tjr  importance.  Ihose  who 
knew  how  dosely  the  dianoes  on  eadi 
side  were  balancied*  fdt  in  full  force 
the  desperate  nature  of  the  game  that 
was  about  to  be  played ;  and  those  ivho 
were  in  possession  of  a  vote,  although 
on  every  other  occanon  looked  upon 
only  as  perfect  dirt  under  the  feet  of 
those  who  were  now  courting  them 
with  sugared  words  and  ample  pro- 
mises, appeared  with  countenances  in 
which  conM  be  read  that  spirit  of  the 


slave,  that  would  wax  insolent  wiUi 
tyranny,  if  it  were  entrusted  with  such 
power  as  it  is  (qualified  neither  by  edu- 
cation nor  feelmg  to  etnoy.  Nothiia^ 
indeed*  was  more  striking  than  this. 
The  veriest  prefligate>  abased  iB 
morals  and  brutal  from  ignorance* with 
an  infinitesimal  stride  of  earthen  which 
to  greund  the  perjured  fiction  of  a 
vot^  now  swaggered  about  with  a 
hardened  consciousness  of  authority, 
and  an  utter  abandonment  of  shame 
Imd  decency*  iiiat  prevented  one  from 
feeling  surprise  at  the  furious  scramble 
finr  corruption,  which  characterised 
his  class.  Principle,  manly  feeling*  a 
cleiyr  and  conscientious  perception  of 
duty*  were  altogether  out  of  the  ques- 
tion* and  could  not,  except  in  very  rare 
instances*  indeed  be  seen  at  alL  Con- 
scienoe,  a  sense  of  what  is  due  to  re- 
ligion* to  civil  freedom*  our,  bb  it  i^ 
termed*  political  liberty*  mav*  with  but 
fisw  exceptions*  be  sought  for  in  vain 
at  an  Section.  On  the  contrary,  the 
wretched  people  seem  to  forget  ev^ 
high  and  sao^  feelinf  of  honour*  in- 
tegrity, and  truth*  and  to  become  sub- 
ject for  a  mom^it  to  the  worst  and 
most  debasing  instincts  of  tiieir  nature* 
A  flhameless  contagion  of  profiigacy 
seems  to  prevail,  which>  descendSng^ 
as  every  evil  doee^  from  the  hijgh  to 
the  low,  seems  to  fill  the  latter  with  an 
insolent  gratificaticm*  in  being  able  to 
rival  and  surpass  their  bettera  in  t^ 
venal  and  demoralizing  traffic.  Some 
fbw,  indeed*  you  might  see»  who  came 
uninfluonoed  by  the  contagious  in- 
sanity of  this  brief  but  corrupt  epi- 
demic* 6uch  penons,  however*  k^t 
themselves  aloof  from  the  orush  and  the 
scramble,  and  neither  ran,  nor  rushed* 
nor  shouted,  nor  fought*  nor  partook  at 
all  of  the  disgraceful  spirit  which  pre- 
vailed areund  them.  These  were  com- 
fortable, independent  -  looking  mea^ 
who  either  drove  in  quietly,  and  with- 
out any  hurry*  upon  their  own  jaunt- 
ing cars,  or  rode  in  upcm  their 
plump,  sledk*  well-fed  horses,  dressed 
either  in  warm  superior  frieze  or  ccmir 
fortable  broad-cloth.  The  one  you 
mi^t  know  with  his  long-thonffed 
whip  in  his  hand,  the  other  by  nis 
plated  spurs*  and  both  by  the  calm 
and  unagitated  expression  of  their 
thoughtfid  and  intelligent  faces*  in 
whi(£  might  be  read,  at  a  glance*  in- 
dependent resolution  and  mmds  made 
up  to  an  honest  exeroise  of  their  elec- 
tive franchise.  But*  alas*  how  few  was 
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ik^  Dsniberof  theie  trae  patariot8 !  No 
man  can  know  until  fucn  an  occasion 
as  Uiis  occors^  the  melancholy  a^  hu- 
miliating materials  of  which  the  mass 
of  society  is  coraj^osed  throughout  all 
its  grades.  It  is  indeed  a  painful  and 
a  mournful  thing  to  think  of  it,  and  to 
reflect  that  erery  day  in  the  we^  you 
are  surrounded  by  falsehood,  dis- 
honesty, perjury,  fraud,  venality,  and 
corruption,  m  their  worst  forms,  and 
that,  although  you  see  them  not,  un- 
less in  the  taote  diminished  and  less 
obscurable  escapes  of  ordinary  social 
trial,  yet  that  they  are  before  you,  and 
behind  you,  and  on  each  side,  lying 
latent  and  ready  to  leap  into  active 
life  whenever  the  adequate  temptation 
sbaU  present  itself. 

On  e^Y&Tf  side  now  were  seen  men 
flying  to  and  fro,  some  with  letters, 
notes,  and  written  communications  in 
their  hands,  seeking  out  pcuticular 
persons ;  others,  agam,  were  convers- 
ing in  angry  knots,  or  indulging  in 
loud  mirth,  an4  according  as  a  friend 
or  an  opponent  passed,  they  greeted 
him  with  a  cheer  or  a  groan  for  their 
req)ective  candidates.  But  above  all 
that  was  remarkable,  and  sick^iing  be- 
yond the  power  of  description,  was  the 
aspearance  and  the  incessant  activity 
of  the  whippers-in,  or  acents,  the 
potwallopers,  uid  others,  who  are  the 
organs  or  conduits  Uiroogh  which  the 
black  and  filthv  streams  of  corruption 
flow,  and  which,  like  other  sewers, 
are  themselves  certain  to  retain  sach 
an  ample  portion  of  its  undeanness. 

At  length  the  hour  for  eommencinff 
the  proceedings  arrived,  and  a  heao- 
long  rush,  such  as  always  characterizes 
an  election,  took  place  into  the  court- 
house. Scarcely  anything  could  more 
clearly  demoiMstrate  the  utter  absence 
of  all  reason,  and  the  influence  of  blind 
imperious  impulse,  than  the  conduct 
of  ih%  HK>b  on  that  occasion.  Indeed 
we  have  never  witnessed  such  scenes 
without  feeling  to  what  melancholy 

Siths  of  degradation  mankind  can  be 
need,  when  in  the  very  act  <tf  exer- 
cising a  privilege  which  should  teach 
them  self-respect,  independence,  and 
a  conseioosness  of  mond  elevation. 
But  so  it  is,  and  all  that  remains  for 
OS  is  to  look  on  with  shame  and  pain. 
And  to  exclaim,  in  a  ^irit  of  sorrow, 
"  alas,  ior  poor  human  nature  1" 

When  the  writ  wa^  read  by  the 
sherifl^  a  jgenileman  rose,  and  in  a 
speech  w^ich  was  hissed  by  one  half 


the  meetinf ,  and  che^fed'by  the  othery 
without  one  word  of  it  having  be^t 
heard  by  either  party,  <'  took  the  liber- 
ty," he  said,  "of  proposing  Alexander 
Egoe,  £s(}.,  ^eip  well-tried  friend, 
and  the  friend  of  civU  and  reliffioua 
freedom  all  over  the  world. .  (Cheers 
and  hisses.)  Mr.  Egoe  was  no  asoen>> 
dancy  man,  anxious  to  ereet  has  politic 
cal  superstructure  upon  the  necks  of 
half  his  countrymea>  leaving  the  other 
half  to  be  ground  to  dust  1^  the  mill- 
stones of  iiresponsible  power.  (Cheers 
and  hisses.)  Where  was  there  a  maa 
who  combined  within  the  comprehen- 
sive circle  of  his  own  accomplishment 
so  square  and  perfect  a  table  of  quali- 
fications as  Mr.  Egoe^^ualifications 
that  made  him  fit  to  represent  in  par- 
liament so  enlightened,  so  intelligent, 
so  well- inform^,  so  independent^  and 
BO  high-minded  a  constituoicy.  Wa4 
he  not  a  first-rate  man  of  business  ? 
Was  he  not  an  excellent  landlcnrd? 
And  would  he  not  be  a  resident  one» 
also,  were  it  not  for  a  constitutional 
malady  (shouts  from  the  opposite 
ptrty  of  ^^unconstitutional  malady") 
Uiat  prevented  him  frtwi  living  at 
home  ?  The  fact  was,  the  climate  did 
not  agree  with  him  ;  but  go  where  ha 
might,  his  heart  was  widi  his  country, 
men.  Was  he  not  always  on  the  Bid0 
of  liberty — ^the  libwty  of  the  subject 
.—and  what  doctrine  is  there  on  earth 
equal  to  that  great  code,  the  li]?erty 
of  the  subject?  Where  was  thera 
such  a  landlord  as  thehr  late  excdlent 
JB^nber?  Where  was  there  a  nuur sp 
anxious  to  redress  ih^  grievances  of 
all  classes  of  his  countrymea  ?  Whose 
tenants  were  so  haf^y  ?  Was  thera 
one  on  his  estate  (unless  those  who 
were  dissatisfied)  who  had  a  single  eom^ 
{daintto  make  that  di^l  not  e]q>erieBea 
at  his  hands  instant  attrition  ?  (Aye, 
hundreds.)  Not  one ;  he  boldly  de- 
fied and  challenged  contradiction." 

AH  this,  and  much  of  the  same  com- 
mon>place  description,  mi^t  as  well 
have  been  left  unspoken,  inasmuch  as 
the  party  opposed  to  him  had  made  up 
their  minds  not  to  listen  to  a  word  ho 
said. 

Having  brou^t  his  haraBffue  to  a 
concluaon,  he  sat  down  amidst  a  ti^ 
mult  of  dieers  aad  hisses,  which  was 
kept  up  for  several  minutes,  net  with 
any  reference  to  what  had  been  said, 
but  merely  because  the  one  party  acted 
in  opposition  to  the  other. 

As  soon  again  as  a  lull  had  oome^ 
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another  gentleman,  dressed  in  Orange 
ribbons^  got  ap,  and  in  a  trae  ascen- 
dancy sp^di*  proposed  for  their  choice 
**  that  stanch  and  uncompromising 
Protestant^  Robert Yanston,  Esq.,  than 
whom  the  universe  at  large  could  not 
produce  a  mere  sterling,  true-hearted 
Tory,  oi  f^  genuine  old  school  (im- 
mense cheers  and  furious  hisses).  He 
was  proud  to  have  the  honour  of  pro- 
posing such  a  man ;  and  he  only  re- 
grett^  that  it  had  not  fallen  into  more 
competent  hands.  Colonel  Yanston 
was,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  that 
which  the  country  stood  so  much  in 
need  of — a  thoroughgoing  true  blue ; 
an  enemyj  a  bitter  enemj^  to  wooden 
iiH>e8,  and  an  imcompromising  antago- 
nist to  brass  monej ;  against  either  of 
which  he  was  wilhng  and  ready  to  sa- 
crifice his  life  if  it  were  necessary. 
When  he  mentions  brass  money  and 
wooden  shoes,  he  trusts  they  know 
what  he  means — (bravo,  Roffer — down 
-mik  Popery!  to  hell  with  all  Orange- 
men; shut  your  potato  trap; — here 
there  was  a  ferocious  scuffle  between 
the  parties  for  several  minutes) — ^he 
trusts,  he  repeats,  that  they  know  what 
he  means — (it's  more  than  you  do 
yourself. )  He  is  not  to  be  intimidated 
— he  is  not  ashamed  of  his  principles- 
he  means  nothing  else  but  JPopery  and 
Arbitrary  power — against  which  he  will 
protest  to  ihe  last  nour  of  his  exist* 
ence>  and  longer  if  it  shoald  be  neces- 
sary. Let  ful  true  Protestants  and 
Orangemen  rail V  together  like  men,  and 
prevent  would-be  patriots  from  over- 
whdming  the  country  with  Popery, 
bigotry,  and  superstition.  The  late 
member  (Mr.  Egoe)  is,  or  affects  to 
be,  a  Protestant.  But  what  kind  of  a 
Protestant  ? — a  Protestant  that  would 
cut  his  own  throat,  in  order  to  make 
himself  a  more  useful  tool  for  a  set  of 
rebels  in  disguise.  There  is  no  true 
Protestant  there,  but  knows  whom  he 
means  by  rebels  in  di^uise.  He  is 
not  the  man  to  fly  from  nis  colours— 
(here  he  waved  an  Orange  handker- 
chief, when  a  general  wavmg  of  hand- 
kerc^efs  took  f^ace,  accompanied  by 
yells,  bowlings,  and  hisses  on  the  one 
side — and  by  cheerings,  huzzaings, 
and  shouts  of  triumph  on  the  other ; 
after  which  another  pummeling- 
match  took  place,  which  lasted  as  be- 
fore for  seve^  minutes.)  At  length; 
when  order  was  somewhat  restored,  he 
resumed : — *•  He  could  not  close  with- 
out reminding  the  highly  respectable 


constituency  which  he  had  the  honour 
of  addressing,  that  they  had  on  that 
day,  and,  indeed,  on  every  day  until 
the  election  dosed,  a  highlv  important 
duty  to  perform.  He  saw  himself  sur- 
rounded by  that  most  respectable  and 
very  intelligent  class  of  men,  the  Forty- 
shilling  Frediolders  of  this  great  and 
important  county.  He  trusted  they 
would  do  their  duty.  (Here  there  was 
such  a  waving  of  caubeens,  as  for  a  mo- 
ment gave  to  the  whole  court-house  the 
appearance  of  a  rookery  into  which  a 
shot  had  been  fired ;  and  this  was  accom- 
panied by  such  a  shaking  and  dangling 
of  rags  as  could  be  witnessed  nowhere 
but  m  happy,  intelligent,  and  inde- 
pendent Ireland. )  He  addressed  him- 
self particularly  to  the  sterling  and 
unpurchaseable  Forties — ^he  woula  pro- 
pose three  cheers  for  the  honest  and 
incorruptible  Forty-shillingFreehold- 
ers  of  their  loyal  county  I  ^e  trusted 
that  they  knew  who  was  their  friend ; 
or  if  they  did  not,  he  might  fearlessly 
say  that  they  would  find  out  that  im- 
pcniant  secret  during  the  election. 
He  was  himself  a  warm  friend  to  the 
Forties,  and  he  would  be  a  warm 
friend  to  them  ;  and  as  a  proof  of  it, 
he  only  invited  such  of  them  as  stood 
in  need  of  a  friend's  advice  to  come  to 
him,  and  to  those  with  whom  he  had 
the  honour  of  acting  on  that  great  and 
important  occasion,  and  they  would 
make  a  discoverv  between  the  true 
friend  and  the  fafse.  Yes,  the  Forty- 
shilling  Freeholders  were  men  who  al- 
ways did  their  duty  by  dieir  country ; 
they  were  above  briber^',  and  defied 
corruption ;  but  they  knew  the  value 
of  true  friendship,  which  was  a  qua- 
lity so  rare  in  this  world ;  yet  one  that 
was  not  without  its  value  when  known. 
He  called  upon  them  to  rally,  l^en, 
around  Mr.  Vanstcm,  who  was  their 
friend,  and  who  would  be  their  friend; 
and  they  must,  by  a  long  puU,  a  strong 
pull,  and  a  pull  all  together,  send  an 
honest,  high-minded,  uncompromising 
man  to  represent  the  most  independent 
and  intelligent  constituency  in  Uie 
kingdom." 

^  This  was  followed  by  another  con- 
flict between  the  enlightened  and  in- 
dependent Forties,  many  of  whom 
were,  by  the  way,  in  a  sjtate  of  most 
glorious  intoxication.  Cheering  and 
groaning  recommenced  as  before,  which 
aeepen^  into  pulling  and  bawling,  and 
ultimately  into  hard  blows,  which  were 
dealt  about  promiscuously,  without  the 
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appearance  of  an^r  particular  enmity, 
but^simply  as  a  kind  of  relief,  or  ex- 
ercise for  the  moment,  or  as  something 
that  was  indispensable  at  an  election, 
and  consequently  a  portion  of  their 
duty. 

When  the  last  speaker  had  con- 
cluded, Mr.  Egoe  rose  up  amidst 
another  storm  of  cheers  and  hisses, 
and  for  s<»ne  time  appeared  to  be  en- 
gaged in  pantomime.  At  length,  after 
about  fifteen  minutes  of  dumb  show, 
he  was  heard  by  a  dozen  or  two  of 
those  who  were  nearest  him,  making  a 
speech  to  the  fc^owing  effect: — 

**I  know,"  he  proceeded,  ''that  it 
does  not  become  a  man  to  eulogize 
himself;  but,  under  the  circumstances 
in  which  I  am  placed,  I  feel  that  I 
would  neglect  an  important  duty  to 
my  constituents,  if  I  were  to  overlook 
my  exertions  on  their  behalf  in  the 
SCouse  of  0(Mnmons,  where  I  have 
been  placed  by  their  independent 
Totes.  (Cheers  and  hisses.)  Gentle- 
men, my  political  principles  are  not 
now  a  secret ;  they  are,  1  trust,  well 
known,  for  they  have  always  been  re- 
corded on  the  side  of  liberty.  Li- 
berty, gentlemen,  may  be  said  to  be 
my  motto.  Liberty  to  all ;  for  what 
is  or  can  the  world  itself  be  to  a  man 
who  has  it  not?  Grentlemen,  liberty 
is  that  great  principle  which  brings  us 
here  tCMlay,  and  which  will  bring  my 
friends  here  also  to-morrow.  Liberty 
to  the  black  as  well  as  to  the  white — 
liberty  to  the  slave  as  well  as  to  the 
freeman.  Gentlemen,  there  is  a  house 
— a  certain  house  whidi  shall  be  name- 
less— ^but  in  that  house,  as  it  is  at  pre- 
sent constituted,  there  is,  I  regret  to 
say  it,  no  liberty,  or,  at  least,  compa- 
ratively little.  There  is,  however,  to 
be  found  in  it  a  small  band  of  patriots, 
who  are  fighting  her  battles,  among 
which  band,  I  am  proud  to  say,  is  en- 
rolled the  name  of  £goe.  (Cheers,  with 
much  yelling.)  Gentlemen,  so  long 
as  any  portion  of  my  respected  fellow- 
subjects,  who  differ  from  me  in  reli- 
gion, are  not  permitted  to  share  in  the 
rights  of  citizenship,  so  long  shall  my 
humble  voice  be  raised  against  the 
policy  which  excludes  them.  (Out- 
rageous cheering,  with  several  bye- 
battles  in  different  parts  of  the  house.) 
I  am  not  the  man  to  bolster  up  a  rot- 
ten and  domineering  ascendancy,  by 
admitting  the  one  portion  of  ray  fel- 
low-subjects to  privileges  which  I 
would  deny  to  the  other.    No ;  I  am 


not  the  man  who  would  advocate  such 
exclusive  dealing  as  that.  Whatever 
be  my  faults — and  I  suppose  I  am  not 
without  my  share — ^yet  I  may  truly 
say  that  my  lot  is  cast  in  the  ranks  of 
freedom.  I  am  an  advocate  for  civil 
and  religious  liberty  over  the  universal 
world.  (Monstrous  cheers.)  That  is 
my  political  creed — universal  liberty ! 
— ^freedom  to  alll  Slavery,  as  the 
great  Roman  orator  said,  is  a  bit- 
ter draught;  and  though  thousands 
have  been  made  to  drink  of  her, 
yet  she  is  never  a  jot  the  sweeter  on 
that  account.  Gentlemen,  there  was 
an  abominable  law  passed  on  last  ses- 
sion, laying  the  fine,  wherever  a  po- 
teen-still is  found  at  work,  upon  the 
whole  townland,  by  which  means  the 
innocent  are  generally  punished,  and 
the  guilty  escape.  That  law,  gentle- 
men, shows  us  that  the  House  of  Com- 
mons itself  is  not  what  it  ought  to  be. 
I  opposed  that  law ;  I  record^  my  vote 
against  it.  Will  my  excellent  mend 
say  that  he  approves  of  it  ?— for  I  trust 
I  may  still  be  permitted  to  call  him 
my  excellent  friend.  (Here  his  hon- 
ourable opponent  rose  and  bowed,  on 
which  Mr.  Egoe  bowed  again  to  him, 
and  both  met  half  way,  and  shook 
hands.  Lnmense  cheering.)  Will  my 
excellent  friend  say  that  he  approves 
of  it?  (•Nc'fromVanston.)  Well,  I 
am  glad  he  says  no ;  for,  indeed,  it  is 
with  great  regret  I  differ  from  him  on 
any  subject ;  and  if  he  lent  his  power- 
ful aid  to  the  great  cause  of  umversal 
liberty,  nothing  on  earth  would  give 
me  greater  satisfaction.  I  trust,  gen* 
tlemen,  that  the  — .  Well,  my  re- 
spected friend  says  he  does  not  ap- 
Erove  of  the  law  in  question  ;  but  will 
e  permit  me  to  ask  him,  if  he  does 
not  approve  of  it,  why  did  he  vote  for 
it?  I  trust,  ffentlemen,  he  will  be 
able  to  answer  uiat  question  in  a  satis- 
factory manner;  not  to  me,  but  to 
the  constituency  of  this  great  and  im- 
portant county.  (From  Mr.  Yanston 
— *I  pledge  myself  to  answer  it  in  a 
satisfactory  manner.')  I  hope  he 
may ;  no  man  will  reioice  at  it  more 
than  I  shall.     But  wiU  the  honourable 

gentleman  permit  me  to  ask  him  ano- 
tier  question,  bearing  on  his  claims 
to  your  confidence  and  your  votes. 
Why  is  it  that  with  liberty  in  his  lips 
he  can  reconcile  it  to  himself  to  vote 
against  the  rights  of  his  Roman  Catho- 
lic fellow-countrymen  ?  Why  is  it  that 
with  freedom  on  his  lips,  but  I  fear  on 
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his  lipt  only,  he  can  have  the  courage 
to  come  here  to-day>  and  expect  to  be 
supported  by  those  whose  civil  thral- 
dom he  would  help  to  perpetuate? 
These,  gentlemen,  are  solemn  and  im- 
portant questions,  and  must  be  so- 
lemnly and  clearly  answered.  Will  my 
honourable  friena  have  the  confidence 
to  say, '  here  are  five  millions  of  my  fel- 
low-countrymen in  slavery — and  here 
are  a  vast  number  at  present  around 
me — I  have  voted  against  their  claims 
to  freedom — ^I  am  pledged  to  vote 
against  them,  yet  I  have  the  hardihood 
to  expect  that  they,  by  their  votes, 
will  enable  me  to  pei^etuate  their 
slavery  ?  This  is  the  position  in  which 
he  stands — ^let  him  get  out  of  it  if  he 
can.  Who  is  there  here  who  will  avow 
himself  a  firiend  to  slavery  ?  Who  is 
there  here  who  will  support  the  man 
whose  energies  are  devoted  to  the  sub- 
jugation and  debasement  of  his  brother 
man  ?  J£  there  be  any  such,  I  care 
not  for  his  vote — ^I  disclaim  it-*I  re- 
pudiate it — ^I  renounce  the  support  of 
the  man  who  will  support  slavery — I 
will  ^  have  no  such  companionship, 
'Evil  communication  corrupts  good 
m(»*alB. '  Away  with  him-.-presto,  be* 
gone^-'  get  thee  behind  me,  Satan'— 
'anathema,  maranatha.'  Gentlemen^ 
I  am  detaining  you  too  long  (so  you 
are — no,  no^-go  on— 4)heers  again  and 
hisses.)  Grentieman,  I  am  not  now 
speaking  for  myself,  but  for  you  all— . 
for  as  for  me,  /  make  no  distinctionB 
among  you— Grod  made  none— you  are 
all  created  with  the  same  number  of 
physical  senses  and  qualities— all  your 
o<nnplexion8  are  of  the  same  stamp 
(exc^t  the  yellow  bellies) — ^you  have 
^e  siune  number  of  limbs,  the  same 
nunaber  of  faculties,  both  mental  and 
bodily— why  then,  since  God  has  cre- 
f^d  you  all  alike,  should  there  be  dia- 
tiactions  made  among  n»  in  favour  of 
one  class,  and  against  another?  I 
should  wish  my  honourable  friend  to 
answer  that  question — and  I  trust  when 
he  rises  to  address  you,  that  he  will 
reply  to  some  others  which,  with  all 
due  respect,  I  have  taken  the  liberty, 
from  a  strong  sense  of  duty,  to  put  to 
him.  Theace  is  a  talk,  ^ntlemen, 
about  depriving  theForty-shillinff Free- 
holders of  their  franchise.  Such  a  re- 
port is  current.  May  I  a^ain  ask  my 
nonourable  opponent,  whether  he  knows 
anything  about  such  a  rumour,  or 
whetha:  he  is  of  opinion  that  it  is 
bounded  in  fact?    Uentlemen,  what- 


ever I  do  shall  be  done  above  board — 
coram  populo.  If  such  a  monstroua 
step  be  m  contemplation,  I  for  one  shall 
most  strenuously  expose  it.  Through 
every  stage  of  its  imquitous  progress, 
it  shall  meet  my  most  decided  and  eiw 
ergetio  hostility.  Never  shall  I  suffer — 
whilst  I  have  a  voice  to  support  on  the 
one  side,  nor  to  denounce  on  the  other— 
the  rights  of  theFortv-shillingFreehold- 
ers  oflreland  to  be  bargain^  away  for 
the  sake  of  political  convenience  or 
personal  corruption.  What — a  class  of 
men  so  frecy'so  honest,  so  ind^>endent^ 
so  incorruptible— yes,  gentlemen,  so 
incorruptible,  that  a  friend  of  mine 
who  was  over  here  at  the  last  election, 
and  who  is  also  at  tins,  absolutedv  said 
that  he  knew  of  nothing  which  arouxied 
him  greater  gratification  than  the  mere 
attempt  to  bribe  them,  that  he  might 
the  more  clearly  perceive  the  extra- 
ordinary extent  of  their  honesty.  He 
would  like  to  do  so,  he  said,  frmn  prin- 
ciples of  moral  purity  alone,  in  order 
to  raise  and  confirm  his  g(K>d  opinion 
of  human  nature,  as  exhibited  in  the 
high  minded  and  unporchaseableForty^- 
shilling  Freeholders  of  Ireland  I  (Tii- 
mendous  cheers  from  all  parts  of  the 
house,  accompanied  with  waving  of 
caubeens  and  the  dangling  of  rags,  as 
before.)  Do  not  be  cast  dowui liow- 
ever,  honest  and  high-minded  Forty- 
shilling  Freeholders ; 

*«  One  fUthM  Iwnd  jKmx  rights  iIiaII  gnard**— 

one  voice  at  least  shall  be  raised  ia 
your  defence — one  honest  heart,  honest 
as  your  own,  shall  be  devoted  to  your 
interests,  and  one  purse,  should  it  be 
necessary,  (^ned  to  protect  your 
liberty.  (The  cheering  here  becanne 
perfe^y  astounding.)  Gentlemen* 
what  I  say  to  the  Forty-Billing  Free- 
holders, I  say  to  all,  for  I  am  the  ad- 
vocate of  all ;  but  I  do  not  intend  to 
stop  here ;  I  have  no  notion  of  merely 
deluding  your  rights.  This  is  a  mat- 
ter in  which  it  is  no  man's  duty  to  re- 
main simply  negative  ;  I  shall,  there- 
fore, not  merely  defend  your  rights,  I 
shall  extend  them.  It  is  my  intention 
to  bring  in  a  bill  in  this  session  with  a 
view  to  bring  down  the  franchise  from 
forty  shillings,  which,  as  it  now  stands, 
may  be  said  to  affect  none  but  the  most 
respectable  upper  classes  of  the  people^ 
for  the  people,  gentlemen,  have  their 
upper  classes,  and  why  should  they 
not  ?  And  who  are  the  upper  classes 
of  the  "people  ?    I  boldly  say,  without 
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&Ar  of  coairftdiotioQ»  tijie  Forty-flhil. 
Ung  Freehdlders  of  Ireland.  (Deafen- 
mf  cheers,  wkich  lasted  for  several 
miButes.)  Ye6»  gentlemea,  among  tliA 
Forty^fihiUing  Freeholders  of  Irdand 
are  to  be  found  the  true  Aristocracy  of 
the  oountn^ ;  and  I  cannot  but  think 
that  my  LcMrd  Faddy  Mulronin^  who 
-voted  at  the  last  election  iot  me  and 
freedom,  and  who>  I  trusts  will  also 
yote  for  me  at  this,  is  as  wcurthy  of  a 
title  as  Lord  Doldrum,  of  Castle 
Brmnlesty  who  got  one  because  he 
TOtedagMnst  his  country.  (The  cheer* 
ing  here  became  perfectly  ecstatic,  and 
the  rookery  asam  became  madly  in 
motion.)  Gentlemen,  if  you  shall  do  me 
the  hcmour  to  elect  me,  I  pledge  myself 
to  leaye  nothing  undone  to  promote 
your  intereetSj  and  in  every  way,  both 
Dy  my  private  and  public  exertions^ 
and  not  your  interests,  gentlemen,  but 
those  of  our  beloved  county  at  large ; 
for  as  far  as  regards  myself,  gentle« 
men,  I  live  but  for  you  and  iu  I  hav^ 
in  fact,  no  private  existence  whatso- 
ever— ^none :  in  every  other  respect  I 
am  a  p^eot  nonentity— a  mortvum  ca* 
put ;  but  in  connexion  with  liberty  and 
my  country,  I  feel  that  I  possess  the 
vitality  of  a  hundred  men ;  and  if  Ihad 
a  hundred  voices^  they  should  all  be 
raised  on  your  bcJialf  $  and  if  I  had  a 
hundred  hands,  I  should  open  them  all 
for  your  benefit.  However,  as  it  is» 
I  have  but  one  voice — and  that  I  can- 
not give  by  proxy — I  have  but  two 
hands  aiso>  but  I  must  only  endeavour 
to  make  my  friends  use  both  their 
voices  and  their  hands  on  my  behalf. 
Yon  give  us  yotir  voices,  and  we,  as  a 
poor  substitute^  diall  give  you  our 
hands  and  our  hearts.  (The  cheering 
here  became  not  mer^y  ecstatic  but 
epilq>tie.)  Oeatlemen,  I  now  beg  te 
etose  wi&  toe  observation  which  I 
purposely  kept  to  the  last.  It  is  this  c 
I  dudl  take  an  early  opportunity  to 
introduce  a  bill  into  parliaanent  fbr 
the  enlargement  of  pc^ular  rights ;  in 
this  bill  it  is  my  intention  to  extend 
the  fruichise  to  the  lower  Grders,  On 
which  account  it  is  my  intention  to 
bring  it  down  from  the  rather  high  and 
snbiSaBtial  standard  of  forty  shulings, 
to  the  more  mod^ate  but  still  highty- 
respectable  one  of  half-a-orown.  By 
Uiis  means,  gentlemen^  the  great  body 
of  the  people  would  be  admitted  into 
tiie  paie  of  the  constitution,  to  unite 
with  their  mcnre  respectable  brethren, 
who  now  powooa  t^  privilege  of  voting. 
Sadly  gemlAemeB,  is  my  firm  intention, 


if  I  am  not  thwarted  aUd  defeated  by 
that  illiberal  clique  among  whom  I  am 
sorry  to  see  my  honourable  opponent— 
a  clique^  who  leave  nothing  undone  to 
frustrate  every  generous  and  benevo- 
lent exertion  made  for  the  welfare  of 
mankind  by  the  friends  of  universal 
liberty,  among  tJie  humblest  of  whom 
I  am  proud  to  rank  my  unworthy  self." 

Here  he  sat  down  amidst  a  most  ex- 
traordinary tumult.  The  high  Tory 
party,  consisting  of  Orangemen  and 
atanch  Presbyterians,  who  were  also 
a  vast  number  of  them  strong  anti- 
Pc4)ist8,  groaned  and  hissed,  and  broke 
out  into  a  most  furious  tumult,  which 
was>  on  the  ot^er  hand,  as  furiously  and 
tumultuously  exposed  by  the  Roman 
Catholic  party ;  so  that  imother  battle 
royal  took  place,  as  bitter  and  ruffianly 
on  both  sides  as  any  of  the  preceding. 

Egoe's  announcement  of  the  exten- 
sion of  the  franchise^  however,  was  by 
no  means  so  well  received  as  he  had 
imagined  it  would  have  been.  So  far 
from  that,  the  worthy  Forties,  on  hear, 
ing  that  the  franchise  was  about  to  be 
extended  to  other  hands  as  well  as  their 
own^  were  by  no  means  satisfied  at  see- 
ing the  principle  of  liberty,  or,  in 
other  words,  the  prospect  of  gaining 
the  wages  of  oOTruption,  extended  to 
^e  aforesaid  other  hands — ^hands  whidi 
they  knew  the  farther  down  the  bribers 
went,  were  the  more  eager  to  catch  at 
them. 

Mr.  Vanston  now  got  up,  and,  af*> 
ter  a  fresh  tomult>  began  to  perform, 
for  sevenl  minutes,  the  same  descrip* 
tion  of  dumb  show  that  was  exhibited 
by  his  opponent,  until  the  cheering, 
yelling,  and  other  indescribable  souncb, 
had  gradually  subsided.  At  length 
he  was  permitted  to  prooeed : — 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  «*I  thank 
yon  for  the  cojrdiality  of  this  recep- 
tion ;  and  I  trust  that  I  shall  soon  be 
able  to  point  to  the  future  with  as 
much  confidence  as  I  can  to  the  rast^ 
At  the  same  time  that  I  say  this,  i  do 
not  wish  you  to  understand  that  I  am 
a  man  who  deals  very  largdy,  perhaps 
somewhat  too  laigely,  in  promises— « 
that  is  to  say,  in  mere  promises,  un- 
supported by  good  honest  performance. 
Promises  upon  the  hustings  at  an  elec- 
tion are  always  rather  suspicious,  es- 
pecially when  they  have  been  too  fre- 
quently made,  and  but  very  seldom 
kept.  No,  no,  gentlemen ;  you  may 
find  persons  who  will  be  ready  to  give 
you  enough  of  that  commodity,  and 
but  very  littie  of  anything  else.    I 
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say  you  may  find  such  persons,  bat  I 
don't  for  a  moment  insinuate  that  my 
worthy  and  honourable  friend  opposite 
is  one  of  them — ^if  he  will  allow  me  the 
honour  of  calling  him  my  friend. 
[Here  Mr.  Egoe  rose  and  bowed  very 
politely  to  Mr.  Vanston,  who,  on  the 
other  side,  bowed  again,  after  which 
they  met  each  other  half  way  as  be- 
fore, and  very  cordially  shook  hands. 
Immense  cheering,  &c.  &c.,  as  before.] 
Well,  gentlemen,  having  stated  to  you 
that  I  won't  promise,  I  now  beg  to  let 
YOU  know  what  I  wUl  perform.  And, 
m  the  first  place,  I  think  it  necessary 
to  make  a  frank  and  fearless  avowal  of 
my  principles — of  those  principles 
which  have  regulated  my  past  life,  and 
which  shall  also  regulate  my  future  ; 
fi)r,  gentlemen,  I  beg  to  say  that  I  am 
no  trimmer.  I  and  every  member  of 
my  family  are  of  the  same  political 
creed.  Be  assured  there  are  no  apos- 
tates among  us.  No,  no.  We  do  not  di- 
vide ourselves  in  order  to  have  a  double 
chance  of  the  good  things  that  may  be 
going  among  the  Whigs  and  Tories." 

[Here  li^*.  Egoe  rose  and  asked~« 
''Does the  honourable  gentleman  mean 
anything  personal  by  these  insinua- 
tions?"] 

To  which  Mr.  Vanston  replied— i 
•*  Does  my  honourable  friend  feel  that 
my  words  apply  to  him,  or  any  mem- 
ber of  his  family  ?" 

Mr.  Egoe. — **  I  beg  to  say,  certainly 
not." 

Mr.  Vanston *•  Then  I  beg,  of 

course,  to  say,  that  I  made  no  allusion 
of  a  particular  nature — I  spoke  gene- 
rally." 

Mr.  Egoe — "Thenlbeg  to  say,  that 
if  the  honourable  gentleman  did  not 
spesk  particularly,  but  generally,  I  am 
perfectly  satisfieo."  (weat  cheering.) 

Mr.  Vanston  proceeded — *•!  am, 
gentlemen,  a  friend  to  all  classes 
of  my  countrymen ;  and  no  man  would 
or  shall  go  farther  to  serve  them  than 
myself.  I  am  a  friend  to  my  Roman 
Catholic  fellow-countrymen,  all  of 
whom  I  would  and  shall  serve,  when- 
ever and  wherever  I  can ;  but  I  am  at 
the  same  time  bound  to  say,  that 
whilst  I  like  the  man,  I  do  not  approve 
of  his  principles.  I  do  not  agree  in, 
or  sympathize  with  his  creed,  nor  the 
politics  which  it  teaches  him — and 
why? — ^because  the  principles  which 
it  teaches  him  are  such  as  would 
lead  him  and  his  whole  party  to 
establish,  if  they  had  the  power,  an 
oppressiye  and  exclusively  Catholic 


ascendancy,  where  the  many  would 
keep  down  the  few,  whereas  I  am-^ 
and  I  glory  to  say  it — I  am  for  a  Pro- 
testant ascendancy,  where  the  few, 
thank  God,  are  able  to  keep  down  the 
many.  These,  gentlemen,  are  my  prin- 
ciples so  far  5  but  it  is  monstrous  for 
the  Romish  community  to  expect  to 
put  themselves  in  our  places,  which 
they  would  do  if  they  could,  but  which 
I  hope  they  will  never  live  to  accom- 
plish. Church  and  state,  then,  gentle- 
men— Church  and  State,  and  Protes- 
tant ascendancy,  are  my  honest  princi- 
ples, with  a  fixed  determination  to 
support  them  at  the  hazard  of  my  life, 
for  I  am  one  of  those  men  who  have 
already  fought  to  defend  them,  and 
who  am  ready  and  willing,  should  the 
occasion  ever  come,  to  fight  as  before, 
for  the  JProtestant  hearths  and  altars  of 
my  country.  And,  gentlemen,  by  G — d 
he  is  no  honest  Protestant  who  would 
not.  No ;  I  protest  I  would  not  sit 
with,  or  recognise  as  an  acquuntance, 
much  less  as  a  friend,  the  cowardly 
knave,  being  a  Protestant  of  course^ 
who  would  not  defend  both  with  his 
life,  for  the  sake  of  our  holy  religion. 
My  honourable  opponent,  gentlemen^ 
has  put  many  questions  to  me  in  the 
course  of  his  speech,  which  I  said  I 
would  answer ;  for  indeed  I  am  not  so 
churlish  as  to  refuse  information  to 
any  man  who,  because  he  is  conscious 
of  his  ignorance,  is  not  a  whit  ashamed 
to  ask  it.  He  asks  me,  for  instance^ 
how  I  voted  on  a  certain  question,  and 
I  reply,  that  I  did  not  vote  at  all ;  and 
for  the  best  reason  in  the  world,  be- 
cause it  so  happened  that  I  was  not  in 
Parliament  when  it  came  on,  a  drcum. 
stance  which  clearly  proves  to  you  all 
that  tiie  honoumble  gentleman,  what- 
ever he  may  be  distinguished  for,  is 
at  least  not  distinguished  for  a  good 
memory.  And  I  simply  throw  out 
this  as  a  hint,  that  I  think  every  man 
who  deals  largely  in  promises,  ought 
to  be  gifted  with  the  very  thing 
which  he  wants,  such  a  memory  as 
will  prevent  him  from  forgetting, 
among  other  matters,  the  multitude 
of  promises  which  he  is  in  the  habit 
of  making.  G-entlemen,  he  alludes  to 
a  law  that  has  been  made  in  the 
session  that  has  just  closed,  which 
imposes  a  fine  upon  the  innocent 
instead  of  the  guilty. 

'<  It  is  true  he  opposed  the  law  in  par- 
liament; but,  gentlemen,  there  is  a 
class  of  men  who  oppose  certain  mea- 
sures, not  I  believe  with  a  hope  of  de« 
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feating  them>  but  because  they  know 
thej  will  pass^  and  that  tliey  may^ 
whilst  they  wish  them  well,  enjo^  at 
the  same  tmie  all  the  credit  of  patriot- 
ism. Of  course  I  do  not  say  tnat  this 
is  the  case,  or  was  the  case^  with  my 
honourable  friend;  all  I  can  say  is, 
that  I  haye  it  from  good  authority  that 
he  helped  to  draw  up  the  bill  in  pri- 
yate^  which  he  so  strongly  and  patriot- 
ically opposed  in  public.  And  further, 
gentlemen^  I  think  I  can  say  that  a. 
certain  Commissioner  of  Excise^  who 
shall  be  nameless^  but  who  is  not  at 
least  a  perfect  stranger  to  the  honor- 
able  gentleman,*  was  the  individual 
who  got  the  bill  alluded  to  drawn 
np,  and  had  it  introduced  into  the 
House  of  Commons.  So  much  for 
that' transaction;  and  I  now  beg  to 
state  in  reply,  that  I  would  have  honestly 
voted  against  so  preposterous  a  bill, 
if  I  had  been  in  parliament." 

Mr.  Egoe. — **May  I  beg  to  ask, 
why  the  honourable  gentleman  lays 
such  a  peculiar  emphasis  upon  the  word 
komstty  r* 

Mr.  Vanston. — "  Because  it  is 
my  habit  so  to  do.  Honesty,  espe- 
cially political  honesty,  is  so  rare  a 
thing  in  this  world,  that  whenever  we 
chance  to  meet  with  it,  or  even  to  hear 
of  it,  we  are  bound  to  speak  of  it 
with  as  much  emphasis  as  possible." 
(Cheers.) 

Mr.  Egoe "  Had  the  honourable 

gentleman  no  other  motive  ?*' 

Mr.  Yanston. — **  I  think  we  are 
here,  not  to  explain  motives,  but  to 
state  principles.  If  the  honourable 
gentleman  is  not  satisfied  with  this  re- 
ply, let  him  come  to  me  at  a  proper 
time  and  place,  and  he  shall  have  any 
further  satisfaction  that  I  can  give,  or 
he  may  require ;  but  at  this  time,  and 
in  Uiis  place,  I  must  decline  to  give 
him  any  further  information  on  the 
subject.  ^  Gentlemen,  the  British  con- 
stitution is  a  glorious  constitution,  and 
I  for  one  am  not,  nor  ever  will  be  the 
man  t4>  strive,  by  forming  a  coalition 
with  its  enemies,  to  destroy  the  inte- 
grity, and  diminish  the  strength  of  the 
empire.  I  am  not  a  patriot,  gentle- 
men, in  the  usual  acceptation  of  that 
obnoxious  word;  but  I  trust  I  am 
what  is  still  immeasurably  better — an 
honest  man,  who  fecb  neither  afraid 
nor  ashamed  to  avow  my  principles,  and 


who,  whatever  may  betide,  will  never 
be  found  voting  against  a  bill  which 
I  privately  aided  in  planning  and  draw- 
ing up,  so  as  to  meet  all  objections 
that  might  be  urged  against  it.  I  name 
nobody,  gentlemen,  nor  of  course,  you 
know,  do  I  make  any  allusions — .but 
the  truth  is  that  that  worthy  and  ma- 
ligned gentleman  called  Nobody,  has 
more  matters  of  this  kind  to  answer  for 
than  all  the  anybodies  and  every  bodies 
in  the  universe.  Of  course,  gentle- 
men,  Nobody  did  this,  and  it  is  only 
against  Mm  that  I  throw  out  the  insi- 
nuation. But,  gentlemen,  I  have  al- 
ready stated,  that  although  I  do  not 
relish  the  religious  or  political  princi- 
ples of  my  Koman  Catholic  fellow- 
countrymen,  yet  this  circumstance 
does  not,  nor  ever  shall,  prevent  me 
from  rendering  them,  publicly  and  pri- 
vately,  both  as  a  man  and  a  politician, 
every  service  in  my  power  that  is  con- 
sistent with  the  integrity  of  the  British 
empire,  and  the  safety  of  our  glorious 
constitution,  as  it  is  established  at  pre- 
sent in  Church  and  State.  Is  not  this 
fair  ? .  Could  any  reasonable  man  ex- 
pect me  to  vote,  or  in  any  other  way 
work  against  my  own  principles — ^for, 
thank  6od,  gentlemen,  I  have  princi- 
ples. And  now,  gentlemen,  Laying 
fairly  stated  these  opinions  and  princi- 
ples, I  trust  I  may  c^culate  upon  your 
mdependent  support.  I  am  not,  as 
you  Know,  a  man  of  promises,  nor  of 
mere  words,  but  a  plain  man  of  work 
and  action.  As  such  I  offer  myself  to 
you,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
dose  of  the  election  will  find  me  where 
I  aspire  io  IS^,  and  where  I  know  your 
votes  and  support  can  place  me." 

Having  concluded  this  harangue,  a 
new  row  took  place,  more  outrageous 
and  fierce  than  any  that  had  yet  oc- 
curred. The  pulfing,  the  dragging, 
the  knocking  down,  tfe  throttling,  and 
the  barbarous  ruffianism  and  violence 
which  characterized  the  tumult,  could 
not  be  described  in  suitable  terms ; 
nor  would  the  description  gratify  the 
reader,  even  if  it  could. 

Several  other  speeches  were  made  ; 
but  as  they  all  have  the  usual  and  uni- 
form characteristics  of  violence  and  re- 
crimination, we  shall  pass  them  over, 
and  proceed  to  describe  the  other  ge- 
neral features  of  the  Election. 

In  those  fine  old  times  there  was  a 


*  He  was  his  brother,  and  it  was  he,  aided  privately  by  the  patriot,  who  got  the 
absurd  bOi  in  question  introduced  and  passed. 
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oomplioatioA  of  maohineiy  in  the  oon. 
duot  of  an  election,  which  our  readers 
will  look  upon  with  surpirse,  if  not 
with  incredulity.  The  friends,  for  in- 
stance, c^the  respective  candidates  had 
each  their  own  peculiar  task  assigned 
them.  The  expenses  of  the  whole  eleo- 
ftion  were  generally  divided  between 
them^  each  man  paying  one-half  i  and 
in  those  days  it  usually  happened  that 
the  longest  purse  was  only  another 
name  for  the  best  cause.  The  usual 
course  was  to  select  some  expe- 
rienced, ripe,  old  villain,  to  marshal 
all  the  organs  of  corruption  according 
to  their  ci4)acities,  and,  indeed,  to 
conduct  the  Bribery  Department  in 
general.  As,  however,  each  candidate 
had  a  committee-room,  where  his 
friends  were  always  assembled  to  issue 
orders,  draw  up  addresses,  concoct 
plans,  and  write  sc^uibs,  we  shall 
take  the  liberty  of  mtroducing  the 
reader  to  that  of  our  friend  £goe,  in 
order  that  he  may  have  an  oppwtunity 
of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  ope- 
rations of  me  honest  and  independent 
electors  who  were  there  engaged. 

On  that  occasion,  were  assembled 
about  two  dozen,  or  perhaps  thirty,  of 
die  late  member's  warmest  suppCHrters, 
including  a  sprinkling  of  priests,  who 
forgot  the  peaceful  spirit  of  their  call- 
ing, sjid  most  of  the  decencies  of  life 
itself,  in  the  headlong  and  insane  vio- 
lence of  religious  bfeotry  and  party 
feeling.  Egoe  himself,  we  put  out  of 
the  question,  the  truth  being,  that  he 
on  the  one  side,  and  Vanston  on  the 
other,  were  mere  impersonations  of 
political  depravity,  and  simply  stood 
forth  as  its  i^resentatives,  rather  than 
as  men  whom  the  people  had  honestly 
and  freely  approved. 

E^oe's  right-hand  man  was  an  old 
ddlml  manceuverer,  named  Nicholas 
Drudge,  of  Gooseberry  Lodge,  who, 
having  much  practice  m  the  oest  and 
safest  methods  of  purchasing  votes,  was 
appointed  to  manage  this  difficult  de- 
partment, without  either  rule  or  stipu- 
lation, everything,  of  course,  having 
been  left  to  nis  own  prudence  and  dis- 
cretion. No  man  could  select  a  bet- 
ter staff  of  agents  than  Nick,  who, 
from  long  experience,  was  acquainted 
with  every  elector  in  the  county,  and 
could  tell  the  nature  of  his  franchise, 
from  the  gooseberry-bush  to  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Fifty-pound  Freeholder. 

There  was  only  another  man  in  the 
county  worthy  of  comparison  with 
Nick,  and  that  was  Billy  Bumside,  a 


man  who,  in  pomt  of  ftict,  was  equally 
notorious  with  Drudge,  for  the  adroit- 
ness and  chicanery  which  are  so  essen- 
tial in  the  management  of  an  election, 
Bumside  was  supposed  to  be  a  still 
better  economist  than  Nick,  ani 
to  be  able  to  bribe  as  many  with 
thirty  pounds,  as  Nick  could  with 
fifty.  The  two  worthies,  in  fact,  were 
not  dissimilar,  either  in  personal  ap« 
pearanoe  or  in  political  qualifications, 
and  were  consequently  hand  and  glove 
with  every  man  of  any  note  in  th6 
county,  as  well  as  with  each  other. 
Nick  was  a  broad,  weather-beaten, 
red-faced  fellow,  with  a  knowing,  but 
by  no  means  a  sinister  expression  of 
countenance,  unless  when  ne  became 
particularly  confidential,  and  then  his 
face  puckered  iwelf  into  such  a  varied 
and  multitudinous  exhibition  of  knav- 
ery as  could  seldom  be  witnessed.  The 
mouth  was  small,  but  hard  and  un- 
scrupulous ;  his  chin  and  cheeks  were 
intersected  by  the  strong  lines  of  cun- 
ning ;  move  them  as  he  might,  there 
lurked  in  his  eye  such  a  disguised  con- 
sciousness of  his  own  successful  dupli- 
city, and  power  of  overreaching,  as 
rendered  his  countenance,  in  connec- 
tion with  the  habits  of  his  life,  abso- 
lutely a  thing  to  be  admired.  He  was 
a  round,  porBy-looking  man,  and  pos- 
sessed a  singular,  indeed  a  pecmiar 
facility,  not  merely  of  expressing  him- 
self, but  also  a  febcity  of  insinuation, 
that  rendered  him  almost  beyond  all 
price  at  an  election. 

Bumside,  in  figure,  somewhat  re- 
sembled him,  as  he  did  also  in  coun- 
tenance, the  only  difference  being, 
that  nothing,  so  mr  as  the  eye  could 
infer,  but  the  blandest  good  numouTi 
and  the  frankest  honesty  that  ever 
broke  in  smiles  from  the  sunshine  of 
a  good  fellow's  face,  could  be  perused 
upon  hb.  In  fact,  they  looked  very 
Hke  counterparts  of  each  other,  and 
we  question  whether  there  could  have 
been  found  in  the  country  two  per- 
sons capable  of  attributing,  without 
a  long  discussion,  any  superioritj  in 
their  respective  quaHncations  to  either 
one  or  the  other.  Next  in  importance 
to  Drudge,  was  Captain  Blaze,  who,  in 
common  with  most  of  the  gentry  on. 
both  sides,  came  duly  prepared  with  a 
case  of  duelling.pistols.  Blaze  was  a 
distinguished  fire-eater,  who  had  been 
concerned,  either  as  principal  or  se- 
cond, in  about  twenty-seven  **  affairs," 
and  was  thought  to  be  the  most  aufoU 
in  such  matters^  of  aay  man.ia  the 
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kingdom.  Blaze  was  what  might  not 
inaptly  be  termed^  Chainnan  of  the 
"intimidation  Committee,"  that  is 
to  say,  he  undertook  not  only  to  fight 
himself,  but  to  drill  and  regulate  the 
rioters,  so  as  that  the  outrages  might 
be  most  judiciously  distributed  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  town,  with  a  view  to 
produce  the  peatest  possible  quantum 
of  intimidation  upon  the  irresolute 
and  timid. 

Third  in  degree  may  be  named 
Larry  O'Ladle,  who  had  been  cook  to 
old  Egoe,  but  who,  for  several  years, 
was  proprietor  of  the  **Tare-an-ouns 
Tavern,"  an  establishment  long  under 
the  patronage  of  the  Egoe  family,  who 
rewarded  their  faithful  old  domestic 
by  instidling  him  as  its  major-domo,  in 
connexion  with  a  good  farm  of  land, 
which,  to  say  the  truth,  made  it  an 
exceedingly  comfortable  thing  for 
O'Ladle — ^whose  province  at  elections 
was  to  regulate  the  potwallopers — ^to 
fall  back  upon.  Each  of  these  men 
was  of  course  the  leader  of  a  particular 
class ;  but  we  are  not  now  about  to 
enumerate  the  hardened  and  hacknicd 
squad,  of  which  that  class  was  consti- 
tuted. In  addition  to  these,  there  was 
a  long  array  of  relations  and  personal 
friends  on  each  side,  all  of  whom  lefi 
nothing  corrupt  or  dishonest  undone, 
to  promote  the  interests  of  their  res- 
pective candidates. 

On  this  occasion  our  Mend  Blaze 
seemed  rather  sulky  and  out  of  sorts, 
both  wiA  himself  and  every  one  about 
him. 

"What  the  deuce  is  the  matter, 
Captain?"  asked  a  cousin  of  Egoe's ; 
"you're  pouting  like  a  woman.  What's 
wrong,  you  oM  fire-eater?  I  hope 
youYe  not  afraid  of  'fighting Grimes.' 
I'm  told  he  says  he  won't  allow  this 
battle  to  pass  without  having  a  shot 
at  you." 

•*  I  am  not  at  all  satisfied,"  returned 
Blaze ;  *'  I  have  been  left  in  the  dark 
too  much.  Curse  me  but  Egoe's  getting 
penurious ;  I  fought  three  duels  for 
him  at  the  last  two  elections,  and  he 
had  the  meanness  to  refuse  me  his 
acceptance  for  three  hundred  pounds^ 
after  the  thing  was  done." 

*•  Did  he  promise  ?"  asked  Hether- 
ington,  his  cousin,  aforesaid. 

"  If  he  did  not,  his  agent  Drudge 
here  did, "  replied  Blaze ;  **  however,  I 
must  see  my  ground  better  this  time.'* 

"  What  Dromise  did  I  make  you  ?" 
asked  Dm^e. 


"I  said,"  replied  Blaze,  "that  he 
(Egoe)  must  giv^e  me  his  aeceptances 
for  three  hundred  in  case  I  fought." 

"Well?"  askedDrudge,  "proceed." 

**  Why,"  returned  Blaze,  "  you 
winked  at  me  with  one  eye,  and  said, 
'Mum's  the  word  between  friends,' 
and  squeezed  my  hand." 

''And,  you  pinking  old  sinner, 
doesn't  every  one  know  that  tliaVs  the 
signal  for  a  do.  Did  I  squeeze  the 
right-hand  knuckle  of  your  middle 
finger,  or  cry,  '  Wauchoh's  the  manV  " 

*'  No,"  replied  Blaze ;  "  but  I  took 
it  for  granted  you  wouldn't  humbug 
me  in  such  a  manner." 

**Did  you,  though?  Faith,  and 
you  were  never  more  mistaken  in  your 
life;  in  such  a  case  I'd  humbug  my 
grandfather,  and  the  twelve  apostles 
at  his  back." 

"Very  well,"  replied  Blaze,  sulkily; 
"deal  with  Grimes  and  Robinson  as 
you  best  can— -I  know  they're  deter- 
mined on  fighting.  Let  matters  turn 
as  they  may,  curse  me  but  I  hate  in- 
gratitudeandwant  of  common  honesty  \ 
and  I  say  Egoe  deserves  nothing  at 
my  hands  but  contempt — ^let  him  fight 
himself." 

**  So  he  will,  noble  captain,  should 
circumstances  render  it  necessary,"  * 
said  his  cousin  ;  "he  wouldn't  be  ms 
father's  son  if  he  refused  to  fight. 
But  I  don't  think.  Blaze,  you  mive 
any  risht  to  complain;  you  fought 
three  duels — very  good — ^you  were 
paid  fifty  pounds  for  each^-4ind,  con- 
sidering that  two  of  them  were  dn'cctly 
of  your  own  production,  I  don't  thmk 
you  have  any  right  to  complain." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,"  said  Drudge, 
"if  you  promise  to  pay  Blaze  w,j 
pounds  per  duel,  may  I  be  hanged  but 
ne'll  fight  through  the  whole  opposing 
party ;  and,  unless  he  happens  to  be 
sent  to  perdition  before  his  time,  a 
very  hanosome  a£&ir  he'll  make  of  it. " 

'*Mr.  Drudge,"  said  an  asent,  "I 
wish  to  have  a  few  words  witn  you." 

"  Come,  Mark,  my  boy,  something 
good's  in  the  wind  when  you  appear ; 
what  is  it  ?" 

•'Why,  the  Forties  from  the  Black 
Cosh  are  coming  down  on  Thursday 
morning,  about  a  hundred-and-twenty 
of  them,  to  vote  forVanston ;  and  you 
know  if  they  do  we're  dished." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it ;  but  what's  to 
be  done  ?" 

'*  I  don't  know — ^I  was  thinking  of  a 
riot,  and  to  get  out  the  military." 
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**  For  what  purpose  ?" 

**"Why,  you  see,  by  getting  the 
military  out,  we  might  mSce  the  fel- 
lows take  refuge  in  a  lugger  that's 
lying  ready  for  them  in  the  harbour ; 
we  might  get  them  under  hatches,  you 
know,  go  out  to  sea,  and  keep  them 
snug  there  till  the  election's  over." 

"  But  will  you  be  able  to  manage 
allthb?" 

*'  Why,  111  try.  Give  me  three  hun- 
dred pounds  ;  1  want  also  about  fifty 
intimidators,  and  I  say,  once  for  all,  that 
none  but  hardened  and  determined 
fellows  will  do  me — ^ruffians  every  one 
of  them.  You  are  not  to  suppose  that 
fifty  alone  would  do  me,  but  these  fel- 
lows must  act  as  agitators  and  leaders, 
to  influence  the  mob.  It'll  require 
nice  management." 

"It  wiU;  but  it*s  in  good  hands, 
Mark,  when  it's  in  your's.  Ill  depend 
on  you." 

"  If  I  fail,  I  can't  help  it— I  want 
some  flash  notes." 

**  This  is  a  good  thought ;  you  won't 
pass  them,  of  course  ?" 

**Perh^s  not;  but  we  can,  when 
hard  pushed,  just  show  the  word  **  fifty" 
for  instance  in  a  clean  wisp  of  notes,  as 
a  hint  of  the  value  to  be  received,  and 
when  the  note  is  given,  we  then  slip  in 
a  good  note,  not  for  fifty  pounds,  out 
say  for  fifty  shillings,  or  some  five  or 
ten  pounds,  and  the  thing  is  done,  and 
cannot  be  undone.  We  labour,  by 
the  way,  under  one  advantage,  which 
is,  that  the  progress  of  bribery  always 
travels  slowly,  no  man  being  willing 
to  proclaim  his  own  disgrace,  or  pub- 
lish his  own  viUany." 

"Mr.  Drudge,"  said  a  third  per- 
son, approachmg,  "we've  got  the 
clothes  all  ready,  but  the  tailor  sa^g 
he  wont  lave  them  unless  he's  ped  for 
them,  and  for  one-half  of  what  he  fur- 
nished at  the  last  election." 

''Give  him  something  to  stop  his 
mouth;  I  believe  the  miserable  scoundrel 
was  not  paid,  certainly ;  however,  give 
him  something,  and  promise  welL  By 
the  Lord  Harry,  there  is  nothing  but 
open  robbery  in  this  villanous  world. 
Mere  now  is  a  scoundreUy  loiavish  tailor, 
who  charges  three  prices  for  the  new 
frieze  dresses  ordered  by  the  Persona- 
tion Committee,  which  in  this  case  hap- 
pens to  be  Larry  O'Ladle,  Esq.,  and 
myself.  Here,  O'Ladle,  you  potwal- 
loping  villain,  what's  the  matter  about 
this  ftieze?  This  Fricklouse  says  he 
wasn't  paid.  Now,  on  second  thoughts. 


did  I  not  give  you  mon^  to  pay  him 
at  the  last  election  ?" 

"Maybe  so,"  replied  Larry,  with  a 
grin;  "but  it's  the  present  election 
we're  spaking  about.  Maybe  vou  did 
give  me  money  to  pay  him,  and  maybe 
afther  all  ih&t  the  divil  a  penny  of  it 
ever  reached  him." 

"And what  could  have  become  of 
it?" 

**Why,  what  has  become  of  the 
snow  we  had  last  year  ?  The  money  I 
Have  you  any  doubt,  Mr.  Drudge, 
but  that  it  stuck  by  the  way  ?" 

"Ay,  but  where  did  it  stick,  you 
confoimded  knave  ?" 

'♦  Why  thin  is  it  axin*  a  confounded 
knave  where  it  stuck,  you  are  ?  Troth 
he'd  be  a  confounded  fool  if  he  tould 
you." 

"Ah,  then,  0*Ladle,  he  that  would 
purchase  you  for  a  fool,  would  make 
the  devil's  bad  bargain.  Manage  it 
with  ike  snip  as  well  as  you  can.  llow 
do  you  stand  for  wigs  ?" 

"Throth  we're  hard  enough  run, 
sir;  but  it's  a  great  thing  Uiat  the 
"  Bishop"  stands  to  us  so  regular. 
Be  my  soul,  he's  the  best  'JPorty* 
we  have." 

"  What  Bishop  ?"  asked  one  of  the 
gentlemen  present;  "I  don't  under- 
stand him  now." 

"  Why,"  said  Drudge,  "  there's  an 
old  man  called  Paddv  Gorriean,  a  pro- 
teg^  of  the  Bishop  of  B \  who  re- 
ceives from  his  lordship  the  munificent 
present  of  a  cast-ofl*  wig  every  year. 
Now  Paddy,  you  must  know,  who's  a 
great  Mend  <x  mine,  lends  me  the  wig, 
at  every  election,  and  by  the  assistance 
of  it  we  are  able  to  disruiae  the  per- 
sonators,  so  as  to  avoid  detection." 

"  Very  fair  and  very  honest,"  said 
the  inquirer ;  '*  and  I  suppose  similar 
practices  take  place  on  the  other  side." 

"Quite  as  ingenious,"  replied 
Drudge.  '  *  By  the  way,  I've  got  a  hint 
that  Bumside  has  invented  a  new  wig 
altogether,  whidi  promises  to  work 
wonderft--so  perfect,  I'm  told,  that  a 
man  getting  it  on  wouldn't  know  him- 
self in  a  loddng.glass." 

"And  all  this,"  said  the  inquirer, 
"  to  aid  the  purity  of  election  ?" 

"To  aid  the  purity  of  election,  that 
{glorious  principle  on  which  our  free, 
independent,  and  incorruptible  electors 
ground  their  proudest  boast.  Ha,  ha, 
hal" 

"Gan  such  a  shameftil  state  of 
things  be  ever  changed  ?"  asked  a  viff 
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toft  young  mani  who  evidently  knew 
little  about  such  matters. 

**By  the  way,  what  a  capital  Forty- 
shilling  Freeholder  Judas  would  haye 
made,**  said  the  soft  young  fellow  be- 
fore alluded  to ;  '^  he  woula  have  been 
an  ornament  to  an  Irish  election." 

**HeI"  responded  Drudge;  *'a 
stupid  spooney  —  why,  the  green- 
est  among  the  Forties  would  have 
bought  and  sold  him.  ^o,  no ;  had 
he  ^trajed  both  parties,  and,  instead 
of  hanging  himself,  laughed  at  both 
whilst  he  pocketed  the  double  bribery, 
he  might  then  pass  for  a  Forty ;  but 
as  he  stands  at  present,  he  cuts  a 
sorry  figure.  Curse  the  fellow,  I 
would  not  disgrace  my  books  with 
him.  Catch  one  of  the  Forties  re- 
penting, unless  for  the  smallness  of 
the  bribe.  I  wish  some  of  you  would 
send  Paddy  Crudden  to  me." 

**  He  can't  oome  to  you  for  some 
time,"  replied  O'Ladle. 

'*  That  fdlow's  of  amazing  service  ; 
next  to  yourself,  O'Ladle,  he's  an  ad- 
mirable manager.  I  don't  know  of 
any  one  who  oan  brin^  a  Forty-shilling 
Freeholder  so  beautifully  to  the  very 
verge  of  intoxication,  without  making 
him  inc^Mkble,  as  they  call  it,  as  Crud- 
den. fie  pretends  to  religion,  too, 
and  to  have  scruples,  a  circumstance 
which  makes  the  fellow  look,  when 
managing  them  after  his  way,  as  if  he 
were  reaBv  in  earnest,  so  that  the  very 
novelty  of  it  has  a  strong  effect  in 
keeping  them  within  the  necessary 
bounds." 

At  this  moment,  it  happened  that 
Faddy  made  his  appearance,  with  a 
view  of  suggesting  some  arrangement 
to  Mr.  Drudge. 

^  "  Paddy,"  said  the  latter,  on  seeing 
him,  "I  wished  tosaysomethlngtoyou. 

**  WeU,  sir,"  repHed  Paddy,  "here 
lam." 

"Paddy,"  proceeded  the  other, 
"this  will,  we  nave  reason  to  know, 
be  the  closest  contest  that  ever  took 
place  in  the  county." 

«*  It'll  all  depend,  sir,"  observed 
Paddy,  in  a  whisper,  "  upon  the  dead 
men,  K  they  come  forward,  active 
and  hearty,  we  won't  be  bate  widout 
a  hard  tug,  sure  enough,  sir." 

"  ELave  you  been  able  to  secure  their 
clothes  ?" 

"The  most  o*  them,  sir— barrin' 
twelve  or  thirteen  that  departed  in 
Typhus,  an*  I've  contrived  to  let  the 
ouer  party  have  them-.4ia,  ha,  ha  I" 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  176. 


"Why  so,  sirra?"  asked  Drudge — 
"why  the  devil  should  you  do  so  ?" 

**  Why,  to  reward  Uiem,  sir,  for 
their  honesty ;  they're  from  the  Black 
Cosh,  and  sure  if  the  Typhus  got 
among  them,  sir,  it  might  give  us  the 
advantage  another  time,  you  know." 

*•  Ingenious  enough,  raddy;  but 
the  Typhus  votes,  you  bl<&khead, 
might  carry  us  through  the  present 
struggle,  besides,  man,  what  signify 
a  few  deaths,  after  it  is  over,  among 
our  own  friends,  provided  they  have 
died  nobly  in  the  cause  of  hberty, 
Paddy,  and  purity  of  election,  you 
villain.  Secure  the  Typhus  votes  in 
spite  of  all  risks,  Paddy,  and  manage 
the  intoxication  properly,  as  usual." 

In  this  manner  the  arrangements  on 
each  side  proceeded,  every  agent  bav- 
in? been  assigned  his  peculiar  province 
ofvillany. 

During  the  first  day,  there  was  little 
done  in  the  way  of  voting,  the  time 
having  been,  as  usual,  occupied  in 
proposing  and  seconding  the  candi- 
dates, and  in  addressing  the  electors, 
not  a  single  man  of  whom  was  influ- 
enced by  a  speech  made,  or  an  argu- 
ment urged  on  the  occasion.  There 
were,  in  fact,  only  two  classes  of  voters 
— ^those  whose  minds  had  been  long 
made  up,  previous  to  the  day  of  con- 
test, ana  those  who  were  determined 
to  support  the  highest  bidder. 

In  fact,  the  great  principle  on  which 
all  elections  are  conductea  and  earned 
is  that  of  hard  swearing,  or,  in  other 
words,  of  enormous  perjury  and  the 
most  extensive  bribery.  A  false  oath 
in  an  Irish  election  is  not  only  not  con- 
sidered  as  a  thing  wrong  in  itself,  but 
is  laughed  at  nearly  as  much  as  any 
conscientious  fool  is,  who  may  have 
the  hardihood  to  entert^dn  scruples 
about  it.    - 

Our  readers  may  perceive  that  we 
are  not  at  all  disposed  to  gloss  over  the 
gross  and  corrupt  profligacy  of  an  Irish 
election ;  and  the  reader  is  rij;ht.  We 
have  indeed  no  such  intention;  and 
we  doubt  not  but  we  shall  draw  down 
a  heavy  portion  of  patriotic  indigna- 
tion on  our  back  from  men  who  would 
rather  see  such  social  and  moral  abomi- 
nations continue  in  the  land,  than  have 
the  country  disgraced,  as  they  call  it, 
by  an  honest  exposure  of  them.  Our 
Kepeal  friends,  especially,  will  no  doubt 
pour  a  torrent  of  wrath  upon  our 
heads,  for  having  firmly  drawn  aside 
the  veil  which  has  hitherto  concealed 
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those  enormous  practices  in  corrap- 
tion;  but  before  they  assail  us,  let 
them  remember  that  it  was  this  infa- 
mous familiarity  with  perjury  and  bri- 
bery, in  their  worst  forms,  which  so 
thoroughly  tainted  the  heart  of  the 
country  at  the  period  of  the  Union, 
that  there  was  not  as  much  unadulte- 
riLted  honesty  lefi  among  us  as  was 
sufficient  to  save  the  country.  And, 
whatever  they  may  think,  the  writer 
of  this  is  of  opinion,  that  until  know- 
ledge and  moral  elevation  shall  be 
communicated  to  our  countrymen,  by 
means  of  a  sound  and  truthful  educa- 
tion, a  domestic  parliament,  if  it  were 
again  restored  to  us,  would  be  again 
purchased  with  as  much  facility  as  it 
was  in  Eighteen  Hundred. 

It  was  on  ihe  second  day  that  the 
business  of  the  contest  seriously  com- 
menced. On  the  first,  Blaze,  the  fire- 
eater  had  evidently  been  satisfied,  as 
he  appeared  earlv  the  next  morning 
on  horseback,  with  a  powerful  cutting- 
whip  in  his  hand.  Ftom  this  circum- 
stance, it  was  perfectly  well-known  that 
shots  would  be  exchanged,  and  the 
more  so,  as  a  champion,  named  *' Split- 
bullet  Buxton,"  similarly  equipped, 
was  parading  himself  upon  the  other 
side. 

One  would  imagine  now,  that  two 
gentlemen  so  singularly  bellicose  as 
the  pair  we  have  described,  would  al- 
most have  set  a*  horsewhipping  each 
other  as  soon  as  they  met.  Nothing, 
however,  could  be  farther  from  their 
brave  and  honest  hearts,  than  any  such 
intention.  They  understood  each  other 
a  great  deal  too  well  for  that.  Their 
first  duty  was,  certainly,  not  to  fight 
with  each  other  in  a  spirit  of  wanton- 
ness and  blood,  but  to  intimidate  and 
coerce,  wherever  they  could,  all  such 
as  were  remarkable  for  a  shrinking  and 
timid  character,  and  who  wished  to 
avoid  notoriety. 

**  Buxton,*'  said  Blaze,  when  they 
met,  "  an  even  ten  we  beat  you." 

"No,"  replied  Buxton,  **  I  know 
it  will  be  too  close  a  contest  to  lay  a 
wager  on  it;  and,  between  you  and 
me.  Blaze,  my  dear  fellow,  I  can't 
afibrd,  no  more  than  yourself,  to  lose 
a  ten-pound  ra^  just  now.  Do  you 
expect  any  fightmg  on  this  occasion  ?" 

**Why,"  replied  Blaze,  "I  don't 
know.  I  should  suppose  so.  Do 
you  ?" 

**  Begad,  I  can't  exactly  say.  I 
think  yoH  ought  to  know  best.  Heaven 


forbid  there  should  not  be  at  least 
two  or  three  little  matters  of  the  kind. 
Try  and  get  me  up  a  couple — will  you. 
Blaze,  like  a  gooa  fellow  ?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know — ^perhaps  I 
may — one  good  turn  deserves  another ; 
you  won't  forget  your  friends  on  the 
other  side,  perhaps." 

"  Certainly  not,  if  it's  an  understood 
case." 

**  Very  well,  then,  let  it  be  an  un- 
derstood case." 

And  with  this  mutual  intimation  of 
their  intention,  the  two  belligerent 
worthies  separated,  to  support  the 
cause  of  truth  and  liberty. 

The  violence  which  now  prevailed 
throughout  every  part  of  the  county 
was  not  merely  beyond  belief,  but  be- 
yond the  powers  of  description  itself.  Of 
course,  as  it  was  known  that  the  contest 
would  be  sharp  and  severe  in  the  ex- 
treme, accordmgly  each  of  the  candi- 
dates found  it  necessary  to  sunmion  as- 
sistance from  all  quarters.  Supporters 
from  England,  Scotland,  the  Channel 
Islands,  and  from  the  continent,  were 
written  for,  and  lost  no  time  in  coming 
to  the  aid  of  their  respective  friends. 
The  metropolis,  however,  and  the 
neighbouring  towns,  supplied  a  large 
quota  of  auxiliaries  to  each  candidate, 
but  principally  to  Mr.  Vanston,  whose 
voters  bemg  of  a  higher  and  more 
respectable  class,  were  dispersed  about 
in  difierent  parts  of  the  kingdom  at 
large.  On  tnis  account  it  is  scarcely 
necessary  to  say  that  the  public  coaches, 
cars,  and  other  usual  modes  of  convey- 
ance, were  crowded  with  those  who 
came  to  support  the  Tory  candidate. 
And  here  it  was  that  the  beautiful  and 
civilized  principle  of  perfect  liberty, 
which  the  glorious  freedom  of  election 
developes,  was  seen  to  the  uttermost 
advantage,  and  by  those  very  men,  too, 
who  had  most  of  it  in  their  mouths. 
The  conduct  of  the  Liberals,  so  to  call 
them,  was  probably  the  finest  illustra- 
tion of  hell  let  loose,  that  ever  was  or 
could  be  witnessed  by  living  man. 
How  any  one  claiming  to  rank  among 
decent  men,  much  less  those  who  com- 
pose the  gentry  of  the  country,  could 
connive  at,  or  sanction  such  unparal- 
leled brutality  and  ruffianism,  is  a 
problem  which  only  can  be  solved  by 
those  who  know  what  they  mean  by 
patriotism.  How  men,  coming  for- 
ward to  make  long  and  violent  ha- 
rangues in  favour  of  liberty,  whilst 
they  trample  upon  it  in  all  its  shapes. 
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hj  an  exlubition  of  the  lowest^  the 
wildest,  and  moat  saya^e  tyranny— 
the  diabolical  outrage  of  a  blind  and 
besotted  mob — h  another  problem  that 
can  find  its  solution  only  on  a  similar 
principle. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  the  scenes  which 
were  now  witnessed  along  the  different 
lines  of  conreyance  and  public  tho- 
rooghiares  were  disffpaceful  to  the  very 
name  of  man  itself.  Hordes  of  drunken 
ind  infuriated  savaj^es  (with  pardon 
for  applying  so  civilized  a  term  to  such 
men)  had  got  possession  of  all  the 
passesy  and  whenever  a  batch  of  voters 
of  opposite  politics  were  seen,  the  on- 
slaognt  immediately  commenced. 

The  mail-coaches  were  stopped,  the 
traces  cut,  the  vehicles  in  many  in- 
stances broken  to  pieces,  and  the  re- 
spectable persons,  on  their  way  to  vote, 
were  seized  upon  with  a  fury  that  can 
hardly  be  accounted  for  at  all,  and 
treated  with  desperate  and  merciless 
outrage.     To  such  a  degree,  indeed, 
did  ireedom  of  election  prevail,  that 
they  were  dragged  about,  and  beaten, 
and  trampled  on,  not  as  if  they  were 
men  commg  to  exercise  a  legal  and 
just  privilege,    in  the  possession   of 
which  tiiey  were    all  so  clamorous, 
bnt  as  if  every  one   of  these    un- 
fortunate men  had  been  a  detected 
murderer,   striving   to    escape,   after 
having  perpetrated  some   cruel   and 
cowardly  assassination.     To  hear  the 
shoutiug  and  yelling,  to  witness  the 
flying  about  of  the  excited  multitude, 
broken  into  small  masses,  or  larger 
mobs,  as  they  were — to  look  on  the 
wounded  victims  of  blind  popular  fury 
—here  a   man  borne  away,    amidst 
hisses,  shoutings,  and  groans,  in  a  state 
of  insensibility — there,  another  kept  on 
his  limbs  and  protected  by  the  pobce— - 
and  in  a  different  direction  again,  a 
l»nd  of  twenty  or  thirty  military  put- 
ting to  most  shameful  and  cowardly 
flight  no  less  than  six  or  eight  thou- 
sand of  these  brave  and  independent 
men;  to  witness,   we  say,   and  look 
upon  such  outrages  as  these  with  one's 
own  eyes,  was  enough  to  make  the 
spectator  groan,  at  uie  bare  idea  of 
popular  liberty,  and  wish  in  hb  heart 
that,  instead  of  living  under  such  a 
fonn  of  government  as  made  them  ne- 
<^essary,  he  were  located  under  some 
honest  and  well-regulated  despotism, 
where  he  could  exercise  his  serfdom 
in  qtdet  slavery,  or  be  strung  up,  or 
^hericoazed  in  a  manner  that  must  be 
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•  tb  Us '  t€uStjr,-  iftasmulh  as 
It  ttiows  him  that  he  is  considered  of 
mor».imjtotan£p-«irit|6j^  of  the 
autocraej^flSJ6i%bSe  ttjo^^tfe  left  be- 
hind  him.  ^^'^'VM.a  ^ 

After  all,  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
poverty  is  only  another  name  for  guilt. 
jTet  how,  again,  can  we  say  so,  espe- 
cially when  we  reflect,  that  those  who 
ui^ed,  excited,  tempted,  and  goaded 
these  starving  wretches  to  such  brutal 
and  inhuman  excesses,  were  not  them- 
selves in  the  slightest  degree  affected 
by  poverty.  Yet  such  was  and  such 
is  the  case.  But,  by  all  that  is  true, 
and  honest,  and  upright — by  idl  that 
loves  liberty,  and  will  consequently 
concede  it  to  others — ^by  all  that  hates 
violence,  and  blind,  unthinking  out- 
rage— ^let  us  hope  that  the  day  will 
come,  when  our  countrymen  will  learn 
to  act  through  the  intervention  of  rea- 
son— that  is,  of  calm,  reflecting  sense, 
and  will  feel  that  they  should  not  take 
one  single  step  in  anything  without 
knowing,  by  proper  information  and 
rational  conviction,  the  difference  be- 
tween the  conduct  of  a  senseless  and 
unreasoning  brute,  and  a  civilized 
man,  designed  by  Grod  to  think  and 
act  for  himself,  in  all  that  pei*tains  to 
the  duties  of  life. 

The  ingenuity  displayed  in  these 
atrocities,  was  only  a  proof  of  the  ad- 
vantages which  the  talents  of  Irish- 
men might  confer  upon  their  country, 
if  those  who  take  such  pains,  for  sel- 
fish purposes,  to  prostitute  and  corrupt 
them  by  these  vue  practices,  were  to 
bestow  half  the  pains  in  raising  and 
instructing  them,  and  in  attemptmg  to 
improve  their  social  and  domestic  con- 
dition. Instead  of  this,  they  are  treat- 
ed like  some  vile  instruments  that  hap- 
pen to  be  useful  for  a  moment,  but 
that  moment  being  over,  and  the  occa- 
sion for  using  them  past,  they  are 
flung  uselessly  aside,  until  some  scheme 
of  corrupt  ambition,  creating  a  firesh 
emergency,  causes  them  to  be  sum- 
moned, like  evil  spirits,  firom  their  mi- 
serable obscurity,  once  more  to  be  dis- 
missed to  their  lunbo  of  domestic  des- 
titution and  social  misery. 

To  return,  however.  We  said  that 
the  ingenuity  exhibited  in  some  of 
these  atrocities  was  extraordinary,  and 
a  proof,  that  in  whatever  qualities  our 
people  are  deficient,  natural  intellect 
is  certainly  not  among  them.  As  the 
electors  came  in,  and  voted  either  for 
this  person  or  that,  they  were  assailed 
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by  LiBsinga  and  execrations,  or  by 
cneerinjgs  and  exclamations,  from  the 
respective  mobs.  But  this  was  not 
all ;  ruffians  were  stationed  among  the 
friends  of  the  popular  candidate,  with 
pieces  of  red  and  white  chalk  in  their 
Wids,  who,  as  the  electors  passed 
out,  took  car9  to  score  their  backs 
with  either  colour,  in  proportion  to 
the  political  enormity  of  their  crime. 
A  score  of  white  chalk,  for  instance, 
was  a  signal  to  that  portion  of  the 
crowd  tl^t  the  person  thus  marked 
had  voted  against  the  popular  candi- 
date, and  deserved  to  be  well  beaten ; 
whereas  the  red  mark  intimated  a  still 
more  feaiful  punishment — ^to  wit,  that 
the  individual  bearing  it  might  have 
his  brains  knocked  out,  or  1^  beaten 
to  death. 

Neither  was  this  violence  designed 
only  for  such  persons  among  the  lower 
classes,  as  may  have  rendered  them- 
selves obnoxious  b^  their  votes.  So 
far  from  that,  individuals  in  the  higher 
ranks  found  it  necessary  to  carry  arms 
for  the  defence  of  their  lives,  and,  in 
many  instances,  nothing  but  a  most 
extraordinary  forbearance  on  their 
part  prevented  them  from  resorting  to 
their  use.  As  it  was,  several  unfor- 
tunate electors  were  most  inhumanly- 
assaulted,  many  of  them  lefl  for  dead, 
and  no  less  than  two  killed,  before  the 
close  of  the  third  day. 

Now,  had  all  this,  or  any  portion  of 
it,  been  attended  by  a  feeling  of  alarm, 
anxiety,  or  remorse,  on  the  part  either 
of  the  people  themselves  who  com- 


mitted these  excesses,  or  of  those  who» 
by  drink,  bribery,  and  corrupt  pro- 
mises, goaded  them  on  to  the  com- 
mission of  them,  one  might  entertain 
some  hqpe  that  the  feeling  of  outrage 
was  not  altogether  unmingled  with 
some  qualities  that  might  serve  to 
redeem  it.  But,  alas!  there  was 
nothing  at  all  of  this  qualifying  cha- 
racter visible  among  them,  on  an^ 
side.  On  the  contrary,  the  predomi- 
nant spirit  was  a  coarse,  frightful 
ferocit]^,  at  once  full  of  earnestness 
and  nurth,  seeming  as  if  the  whole 
system  of  the  election,  including  all 
its  perjuries  and  atrocities,  were  com- 
pounded of  anxious  business  and  reck- 
less amusement.  On  looking  at  the 
crowd,  and  reading  the  feeling  of  the 
occasion  in  their  eyes,  there  was 
obvious  an  expression  of  outrageous 
excitement  and  delight,  such  as  most 
significantly  indicate  liie  tenor  of  the 
whole  proceedings.  The  brow  seemed 
ushed  with  intoxication  and  passion, 
or  pale  with  apprehension ;  the  e^e  tur- 
bid and  ^leammg,  the  hands  quivering 
with  excitement,  and  the  whole  frame 
under  the  influence  of  those  savage 
impulses,  would  enable  any  calm,  dis- 
interested person  to  perceive  at  a 
glance  how  far  the  practices  usual  at 
elections  are  calculated  to  promote  the 
cause  of  civil  liberty,  or,  what  is 
equally  hich  and  important,  that  of 
social  morfuity,  and  those  humanities 
of  life  without  which  man  is  little 
better  than  an  untamed  animal  howl- 
ing in  his  jungle. 
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AMBUCA   AND  ITS   BEALITIBS/ 


What  is  the  reason  that»  of  all  coun- 
tries in  the  world,  the  most  difficnlt 
one  of  whioh  to  g^t  an  accurate,  a  just, 
and  candid  account,  is  America?  That 
it  is  so,  is  unquestionable.  Did  any 
one  ever  see  a  book  on  America,  writ- 
ten bj  a  European,  that  came  up  to 
the  American  standard  of  what  a  good 
book  on  America  should  be  ?  On  the 
other  hand,  a  large  proportion  of  the 
Brituh  people  have  no  standard  at  all  on 
the  subject;  and  accordingly  a  great 
number  of  the  works  written  to  meet 
their  taste,  bear  on  the  face  of  them  the 
impress  of  caricature.  It  is  true  there 
is  an  incipient  improvement  in  the 
diaracter  of  the  travellers;  and  of 
course  in  the  spirit,  and  tone,  and 
truthfidness  of  their  observations.  Men 
holding  a  certain  position  in  society — 
scientinc  men,  the  Lyells  and  Fether- 
stonhaughs,  who  have  travelled  and 
reported ;  and  again,  those  who  have 
encountered,  on  public  occasions  scien- 
tific or  religious,  the  distinguished 
Americans  who  have  been  wont  re- 
cently to  visit  these  countries,  or  who 
have  maintained  a  correspondence  with 
such  men  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Atlantic — these  have  done  much  to 
disabuse  the  public  mind,  and  to  im- 
part to  it  correct  notions  of  men  and 
things  in  America.  Still,  the  impressions 
produced  by  preceding  writers  are  far 
nrom  being  erased.  This  is  especially 
the  case  with  those  created  by  writers 
of  popular  works  of  fiction ;  a  class  of 
authors  so  habituated  to  exaggerate 
for  effect,  that  they  often  unconsciously 
ovenUte,  undenUte,  and  misstate  what 
they  wish  their  readers  to  regard  as 
faq^s.  We  have  no  hesitation,  for  in- 
stance, in  declaring  that  <<  Jonathan 
Jefferson  Whitelaw"  gives  a  much 
more  trusttrorthy  picture  of  the  cha- 
racters and  scenes  it  professes  to  deli- 
neate, though  avowedly  a    work  of 


fiction,  than  the  <'  Domestic  Manners 
of  the  Americans,"  by  the  same 
author ;  and  that  tiie  reader  of  the 
former  will  have  not  only  a  more  vivid, 
but  a  more  accurate  deUneation  of  life 
in  the  new  settlements,  and  in  the  slave 
states,  than  the  reader  of  the  latter 
will  have,  of  life  and  its  realities  in  the 
original  states  of  the  union.  So  much 
stronger  is  the  habit  of  depicting  from 
fancy,  with  a  basis  of  truth  and  facts, 
than  the  power  of  describing  firom  ob- 
servation, when  the  medium  is  dis- 
coloured by  prejudice. 

The  poet  of  life  and  manners  who 
lived  many  centuries  ago — the  Crabbe 
of  the  court  of  Augustus — who  was 
low  of  stature,  early  grey-headed,  fond 
of  sunny  weather,  soon  angry  and 
easily  pleased,  and  who  knew  human 
nature  well,--afiter  some  eight  or  nine 
lustra  had  matured  his  judgment,  and 
added  to  it  the  discipline  of  close  and 
accurate  observation,  introduces  his 
rustic  sage  as  summoning  his  auditors 
to  listen,  and  form  their  opinions  of  a 
certain  important  subject  "impransi ;" 
and  he  assigns  as  the  reason 

....    "  Male  Terum  examinftt  omnia 
Corruptni  Judex.'* 

Now  one  reason  for  the  unjust  and  un- 
true portraitures  so  often  given  of 
America  and  Americans,  is,  that  their 
authors  are  in  a  condition  as  preju- 
diced, and  as  unfavourable  for  giving 
an  accurate  delineation,  as  an  epicure 
would  be  for  discussing  the  virtues  of 
temperance 

....    **  Inter  laaoes  monMwqilo  nltcntM 
Cum  itnpet  iuMnit  edes  fulgorltra*,  et  cum 
Acclinif  fUiia,  animus  melion  recuMt." 

There  is,  no  doubt,  another  reason, 
in  the  difficulty  of  the  subject  itself. 
America,  firom  the   Atlantic  to  the 


•  «  America,  its  Realities  and  Resources :  comprising  unportant  Details  connected 
with  the  present  Social,  PoUtical,  Agricultural,  Commercial,  and  Fmancial  State 
of  the  Comitry,  its  Laws  and  Customs,  together  with  a  Review  of  the  Policy  ot 
Se  United  Stotes  that  led  to  the  War  of  1812,  and  Peace  of  1814,  the  Right  of 
Search,  the  Texas  and  Oregon  Questions,  &c.,  &c.  ^7  ^J^^^^  ,^l^%^' 
"Amicus  Plato,  amicus  Socrates,  sed  magis  arnica  Veritas."  3  voU.  cloth,  8vo. 
London :  Newby.    1846. 
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Mississippi,  and  from  the  lakes  to  the 
Gulf  of  MexitK),  contains  a  most  hete- 
rogeneous assemblage  of  men  and 
things.  It  includes  a  very  high  degree 
of  civilization  and  refinement^  a  large 
amount  of  wealth  and  luxury,  a  fair 
proportion  of  moral  and  religions  ex- 
cellence, and  no  ordinary  share  of  sci- 
entific and  intellectual  attainment;— 
yet  embracing  a  state  of  society  closely 
bordering  on  the  savage,  with  habita- 
tions, manners,  and  propensities  al- 
most such  as  are  found  in  a  state  of 
nature, — leading  to  exhibitions  of 
Ignorance,  brutality,  and  crime,  that 
tempt  one  to  renounce  alliance  and 
kindredship  with  them  as  degrading  to 
our  kind.  There  are,  besides,  within 
the  territorial  region  familiarly  and 
popularly  styled  America — though, 
however  immense  in  size,  it  is  yet  but 
a  part  of  it — not  only  every  religious 
denomination  almost,  to  be  met  with 
in  books,  but  many  new  varieties  spring- 
ing up  daily  with  all  the  prolific  fer- 
tility of  a  soil  not  under  the  usual 
checks  of  an  old  country,  and  the  re- 
straints of  long-established  and  set- 
tled society ;  and  yet  the  well-direct- 
ed visitant  will  meet  with  piety  the 
most  sincere,  education  in  its  highest 
aspects,  eloquence  unsurpassed  even 
on  its  most  favoured  scene — the  Bri- 
tish senate,  and  patriotism  not  un- 
worthy of  Greek  or  Roman  fame;  and 
agfun,  it  will  be  very  easy,  if  his  tour 
be  comprehensive,  for  him  to  encoun- 
ter the  most  ignorant  and  brutal  bar- 
barism, and  the  most  rude  and  wretch- 
ed civil  and  moral  degradation. 

And  yet,  how  often,  if  the  remarker 
be  partial  or  prejudiced,  is  some  one 
phase  of  society,  or  scene,  or  fact, 
fixed  on,  and  vividly  depicted,  and  then 
exhibited  with  the  motto  appended, 
"  America  and  the  Americans."  As 
well  might  a  Chinese  landing  in  Eng- 
land, and  being  introduced  into  a 
Guildhall  feast,  or  dropt  into  a  draw- 
ing-room in  Bruton-street,  write  home 
an  account  of  these  as  specimens  of 
the  universal  style  of  living  in  Eng- 
land ;  and  another  do  the  same  after 
being  spectator  of  a  Somersetshire 
wrestling  match  or  a  South  Wales 
mining  scene.  One  American  landing 
in  Derry,  and  taking  up  a  newspaper 


with  a  notice  to  its  country  readers, 
that  the  flax  market,  usually  held  on 
Wednesday,  will  be  held  on  Thursday, 
as  Wednesday  is  the  fast  day  in  all 
the  Presbyterian  churches,  might  re- 
turn with  the  tidings  that  the  Irish  are 
all  Presbyterians,  and  of  course  rigid 
Sabbatarians,  as  they  keep  church 
holidays  so  strictly ;  and  another  land- 
ing at  Westport,  and  falling  in  with  a 
Ik&yo  "patron,"  or  at  CJork,  and  en- 
countering an  Ownabuye-river,  after- 
mass,  chapel-meeting,  with  Father 
M'Naraara  and  Dr.  Ahearne  as  the 
chief  speakers,  might  carry  away  the 
information  that  the  Irish  are  all  re- 
pealers, Romanists ;  the  people  ragged 
and  noisy ;  the  priests  uneducated,  ill- 
mannered  demagogues ;  and  that  Sun- 
day is  their  ereat  day  for  riotous,  po- 
litical asKemolages  under  the  garb  of 
charity,  or  for  boisterous  and  savage 
amusement.  Travellers  ought  to  dis- 
criminate. 

But  besides  the  discrimination,  we 
insist  on  those  who  describe  a  people 
being,  in  our  application  of  the  term, 
"  impransi ;"  neither  bribed  by  being 
feted  and  feasted  like  Lord  Morpeth 
and  Charles  Dickens,  nor  being  made 
to  "  sup  full"  of  dislike  and  chagrin, 
either  from  neglect  and^  disappoint- 
ment, or  as  being  the  victims  of  pecu- 
niary loss,  and  martyrs  to  the  failure 
of  political  anticipations.  We  abhor 
the  principle — or  rather  the  no  prin- 
ciple— of  **  Repudiation"  as  much  as 
any  Englishman  and  all  honest  Ameri- 
cans do,  as  being  alike  dishonest  and 
dishonorable ;  yet  we  would  not  give 
a  "shin-plaster,"  to  borrow  an  Ameri- 
canism for  the  nonce,  for  the  opinion 
of  the  late  Canon  of  St,  Paul's,  the 
Rev.  Sidney  Smith,  on  the  subject  of 
the  general  character  of  the  Americans 
for  honour  and  integrity,  the  morning 
after  the  post  brought  him  the  tidings 
that  he  was  some  thousands  a  losei^by 
that  principle,  or,  rather,  that  reckless 
abandonment  of  all  principle,  by  his 
favourite  republicans;  and  that,  too, 
though  the  opinion  were  expressed 
with  all  his  proverbial  causticity,  in- 
volving the  whole  people  in  the  guilt 
of  individual  defaulters,  including  even 
those  Americans  who  suffered  more 
severely  than  himself.*     And,  besides^ 


*  The  "shin-iplastera^'  wore  promissory  notes,  passing  as  specie,  for  small  sums, 
to  be  paid  in  the  wares  of  the  issuer,  in  a  time  of  scarcity  of  the  circulating 
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wa  think  the  fympathiiers  with  de- 
moeraoj  well  merited  the  lesson  thus 
practicallj  taaght  them— who  sent 
their  solid  cash  abroad,  after  Trans- 
atlantic  specalations^in  order  to  bolster 
np  their  favourite  theoretical  opinions 
bj  aiding  in  the  practical  success  of 
republican  institutions ;  instead  of  vest- 
ing it  at  home,  in  Ireland,  in  national 
works  of  public,  practical,  and  remu- 
nerative utility,  to  which  genuine 
patriotism  would  have  prompted  them 
to  apply  it. 

We  had  always  understood,  again, 
that  .  the  better  class  of  American 
women  were  scrupulously  delicate, 
even  to  fastidiousness,  and  that  the 
men,  moving  in  the  same  circle,  were 
women-worshippers,  even  in  the  ex- 
treme ;  and  would  undergo  any  incon- 
venience rather  than  suffer  a  breeze 
unseasonably  to  breathe  upoa  them. 
And  so  we  were  quite  at  fault  to  ac- 
connt  for  Mrs.Trollope'8  descriptions, 
till  we  learned  from  her  American 
^Aristarchuses"  that  she  had  travelled 
in  company  with  Fanny  Wright,  and 
lived  with  her  for  a  season  in  "the 
Far  AVest,"  and  all  the  while  had  not 
been  joined  by  her  husband  or  any 
male  relatives,  as  had  been  expected 
from  her  representations.  This  com- 
panionship we  at  once  saw,  with  the 
lecturer  on  the  rights  of  women,  was 
not  likely  to  prove  attractive  to  the 
higher  American  female  society ;  and 
wondered  not,  therefore,  that  her 
society  was  the  opposite  of  sought 
after,  however  high  her  introductions 
to  Parisian  and  Viennese  coteries 
might  have  been ;  and  so  we  arrived 
at  the  conclusion  that  it  was  quite 
possible  to  account  for  the  respective 
estimates  given  by  that  lively  literary 
lady,  of  *'  manners"  on  the  continent, 
and  "  manners"  in  America. 

If  you  take  up  Mr.  James  Silk 
Buckingham's  three  massive  volumes, 
entitled  **  America,  Statistical,  His- 
torical, and  Descriptive,"  you  will  aet 
m  great  amount  of  multifarious  in^r- 
mation.  This  you  might  expect,  of 
course,  even  from  the  size  of  the  book ; 
for,  if  you  want  to  know  about  the 
"  Slave  Stotes**  and  "  Canada,*'   you 


must  add  the  perusal  of  three  equally 
ponderous  tomes.  But  besides  the 
quantity  to  be  perused,  you  mu8t 
pay  the  tax  of  following  him  through 
all  the  lectures  he  delivered,  and  the 
public  meetings  he  attended,  and  the 
speeches  he  made  on  all  subjects,  and 
the  festivities  afforded  him,  and  the 
votes  of  thanks  he  received,  and  his 
lucubrations  on  republicanism  and 
voluntaryism  ;  through  all  which  the 
tinge  will  tell  you  that  he  was  not 
**  impransus**  at  any  point  of  his  ex- 
tensive tour.  And  if  you  pass  to  the 
"American  Notes"  of  Mr.  Charles 
Dickens,  you  will  find  all  tested  by 
the  standard  of  London  life.  Even 
the  phraseology  of  the  hotel- waiters  is 
deemed  worthy  of  animadversion.  At 
every  stopping- place  you  will  find  that 
the  author  was  an  object  of  wonder- 
ment to  the  gaping  crowd  ;  that  when 
the  rumour  ran  that  the  founder  of 
the  Pickwickians  was  arrived  by  coach 
or  steamer,  the  question  was  echoed 
from  mouth  to  mouth,  "  Which  is 
he?"  And  then  you  will  learn  how 
magnanimously  the  traveller's  modesty 
was  shocked  at  it;  and  how  deplorably 
scanty,  in  some  places,  the  bed-cham- 
bers were,  in  the  articles  of  carpeting, 
soap,  and  basins ;  and  the  awf\il  rapidity 
of  deglutition  at  the  boarding-house 
tables.  Even  the  colour  of  the  stream 
of  the  mighty  "  Mother  of  Waters" 
(Mississippi)  was  not  sufficiently  bright 
for  one  whose  eyes  were  used  to  the 
silvery  Thames.  And  then,  upon  the 
principle  of  even-banded  justice,  you 
are  bound  to  count  the  **  Change  for 
the  American  Notes,"  and  you  will  not 
be  much  wiser  from  the  contemplation 
of  tilting  and  retaliation. 

We  disapprove  of  all  authors, 
American  or  European,  that  cater  to 
American  vanitv  on  the  one  hand, 
after  lauding  their  very  blemishes, 
and  fostering  their  morbid  disposition 
to  compete  with  England,  in  points  in 
which  the  peculiarities  of  the  two 
countries  render  them  respectively 
incompatible,  instead  of  resting  their 
claims  upon  things  of  unquestionable 
excellence.  And  we  equally  repudiate 
all  writers  that  minister  to   British 


medium.  There  were  so  many  "  casualties"  possible  between  the  time  of  issuing 
and  presentation  for  payment,  and  so  often  the  issuer  was  non  invenhtt,  that  the 
term  became  proverbially  expressive,  though  not  exceedingly  euphonious. — Wyte,  i. 
210-318.  .  , 
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telf-datioDy  on  the  other  hand,  by 
holding  our  TransatlaDtic  brethren  up 
to  contempt*  and  thus  fostering  rank- 
ling animosity ;  tending,  as  it  does— 
especially  when  clothed  in  a  kind 
of  demi-official  authority — to  perpe- 
tuate unkindly  and  discordant  feelings 
between  those  who  are*  and  who 
should  live  as  brethren.  We  do  not 
at  all  like  the  system  that  would*  upon 
the  ^rmciple  of  ex  pedeHerculem,  make 
such  a  sentence  as  the  following*  a 
specimen  of  American  phraseology : — 
**  Our  fists  are  mountains ;  eve^y  step 
is  an  earthquake,  every  blow  a  thun- 
derclap* and  every  breath  a  tornado*" 
and  then  talk  of  American  gasconade. 
Nor  that  would  make  the  circumstance 
which  we  have  witnessed*  of  a  res- 
pectable and  educated  New-Yorker* 
m  member  of  the  bar*  laying  down  his 
knife  and  fork  at  a  dinner-table*  and 
decoriating  his  '*  murphy*'  with  his 
thumb-naiT~.a  type  of  American  vul- 
garity. Whatever  he  was  in  morals* 
Aristippus  was  the  model  of  what  a 
traveller  should  be  in  America— 

**  Omnis  Ariitippmn  dccnit  color,  et  statui,  et  ref , 
Tentaatem  majoitt,  f«re  prawnttbiu  equom.** 

Of  this  kind  were  Dr.  Lyell^  and  Mr. 
Fetherstonhaugh*!  among  others*  and* 
to  a  certain  extent  Mr.  Buckingham* 
of  whom  we  shall  have  occasion  to 
make  use  before  we  close.  It  is  now 
time*  however*  to  pay  our  respects  to 
the  author  whose  work  stands  at  the 
head  of  this  article*  Mr.  Wyse. 

We  have  heard  a  very  respectable 
publisher  say  that  a  good  preface  is  a 
mighty  advantage  to  a  book — espe- 
cially if  it  follow  a  copious  title-page ; 
for  it  affords  a  reviewer  an  opportu- 
nity of  giving  a  full  account  of  the 
work*  without  forcing  him  to  read  it. 
Such  reviewers  will  find  Mr.  Wyse's 
title-page  sufficiently  copious*  as  it  pro- 
mises "important  details  connected 
with  the  present  social*  politicd*  agri- 
cultural* commercial*  and  financial 
stat^  of  the  country*  its  laws  and  cus- 
toms*" &c.  &c.  And  his  preface*  after 
depreciating  preceding  works  as  not 
conveying  *«  to  the  discriminating  and 
impartial  reader*  much  less  to  the  Bri- 
tish emigrant*  any  real*  solid*  or  use- 


ful information*"  declarM  the  author's 
design  to  be*  '^  to  supply  the  void  that 
thus  exists — ^to  present  the  British 
public  with  some  correct  data*  on 
which  to  ground  its  opinions*  and  to 
furnish  the  emigrant  of  all  grades  and 
professions*  with  every  useful  instruo- 
tion  to  assist  and  guide  him  in  his  ha- 
zardous undertaking."  His  qualifica- 
tions* he  says*  are  "  the  expenence  ac- 
quired by  a  considerable  sojourn  in  the 
country*  improved  by  observation  and 
inquiry."  Now*  we  submit  that  this 
would  make  a  very  respectable  notice ; 
but  as  we  would  not  deal  out  tbeur 
own  Lynoh*law  even  to  the  Americansy 
we  are  compelled  to  add  that  our  au- 
thor is  not  **  imprantus;**  that  by  far 
the  largest  part  of  his  statistical  de- 
taib  did  not  require  a  residence  of  a 
day  in  America — though  they  may  be 
useful  to  those  who  may  not  have  access 
to  almanacs*  guide-books.  States  tou- 
rists* American  Facts  Books*  &o.  &c* ; 
that  his  own  personal  experieno€i|  as 
far  as  appears  from  his  book*  howevar 
lengthened  his  residence*  was  limited 
to  a  very  ordinary  and  contracted  tour 
— that  on  the  subjects  of  religion* 
education*  and  the  state  and  conduct 
of  our  countrymen  in  America*  of  his 
own*  that  is*  the  Roman  Catholic  reli- 
gion* he  appears  to  labour  under  deep- 
seated  prejudices*  though  he  has  ex- 
posed the  hollowness  of  pretended  sym- 
pathy with  the  Repeal  cause;  that 
fosses  in  commercial  dealings*  and  dis- 
appointments in  law  affairs*  seem  to 
have  soured  his  temper*  and  led  him  to 
violate  the  laws  of  logic*  by  founding 
universal  assertions  upon  particular 
facts ;  and*  in  fine*  that  from  what- 
ever cause*  the  language  of  the  work 
abounds  in  inaccuracies ;  and  the  work 
itself  labours  under  defects*  some*  per- 
haps* which  might  have  been  cor- 
rected* had  he  been  patriotic  enough 
to  have  the  work  published  in  his  own 
country — others*  Uiat  bear  the  impress 
of  inexperience  in  composition;  but 
altogether  forming  an  amount  suffi- 
cient to  furnish  examples  of  the  viola- 
tion of  most  of  Lindley  Murray's  rules 
regarding  propriety,  accuracy*  simpli- 
city* and  elegance  of  expression. 
Of  the  defects  which  hb  nationality 


*  Lyell's  Travels  in  North  America.    2  vols.    Murray,  London :  1845. 
t  Fetberstonbaueh's  Excursion  through  the  Slave  States,  from  Washington  on 
the  Potomack,  to  the  Frontiers  of  Mexico.    2  vols.  8vo.  1845. 
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would  have  prerented,  we  cannot  avoid 
mentioning  one»  which,  however  unim- 
portant to  the  tribe  of  nnreading  book- 
notice  writers,  ia  a  very  seriously  in- 
convenient one  to  a  thoroughgoing 
justice-loving  reviewer ;  and  certainly 
not  less  so  to  every  ordinary  reader ; 
that  is  the  utter  absence  of  either  a 
table  of  contents  at  the  beginning,  or 
an  index  at  the  close ;  so  that  if  he 
has  occasion  to  refer  back  to  anything, 
or  desires  to  compare  one  statement 
with  another,  he  is  compelled  to  tum- 
ble over  the  greater  part  of  the  book, 
before  he  finds  what  he  is  in  quest  of. 
Even  in  the  numbering  of  the  chapters 
of  contents,  as  they  occur,  there  is  a 
strange  and  perplexing  inaccuracy. 
There  are  thurteen  chapters  in  the 
first  volume ;  the  enumeration  begins 
anew  in  the  second  volume,  i.  ii. ;  but 
then  the  author,  or  compiler,  or  cor- 
rector (?)  seems  to  have  changed  his 
mindy  and  determined  to  carry  the 
enomeration  through  the  book;  and, 
instead  of  ui.  we  have  xvi.  ;  then  he 
again  changes  his  purpose,  and  we 
next  come  to  iv.,  and  so  on  to  the  end 
of  the  volume.  The  others — a  few,  at 
least — we  shall  merely  glance  at ;  and 
so  pass  on  to  matters  of  mightier  mo- 
ment. As  we  read,  we  noticed  some 
score  or  two  of  expressions  of  the  de- 
scription we  have  above  mentioned,  till 
about  half  through  the  first  volume  ; 
and  then  we  ceased  to  mark  them.  For 
instance,  the  nominative  looking  after 
its  verb  in  vain :  **  l^ifations,  heretofore 
distant  in  their  geographical  position 
have  been  brou^t  into  close  affinity 
to  each  other ;  and  a  rapid  and  in- 
creased wterchcange  of  mind,  as  of  mer- 
chandise, amongst  the  first  of  its  bene- 
ficial consequences"  (p.  2).  Then  a 
whole  series  of  clauses  (p.  4)  in  a  si- 
milarly anomalous  condition  :  **  Inde- 
pendent of  the  casualties  incidental  to 
machinery,  however  perfect  its  con- 
struction, ho. ;  superadded  to  this,  the 
disagreeable,  tremulous  motion,  &c. ; 
add^  to  which  the  general  murky  and 
sooty  condition  of  Sx  on  board,  &c. ;" 
and  so  the  sentence  closes,  without  a 
verb,  affirming  or  denying  any  thing 
of  the  same  contingencies.  Then  he 
speaks  of  the  **  trade  winds,  blowing 
continuaUy  from  the  eastward,  in  the 
latitude  of  the  tropics*'  (p.  26) ;  and  of 
Icebergs,  '*  these  movine  mountains, 
r^iectmg  each  f^ade  of  the  evening 
nm  (p.  29) ;  and  of  "  disregard  of  de- 


cency, existing  at  Uie  capitals  of  many 
of  the  states  which  generally  consti- 
tutes the  head-quarters  of  jobl>ers,"  &c. 
Then  we  have  sentences  of  such  struc- 
ture as  the  following :  *'  A  lawyer  of 
any  note,  or  in  good  practice,  may  rea- 
sonably hope  to  realize  some  six  or 
eight  thousand  dollars  per  annum; 
and  which  presents  much  stronger  fTio- 
tives  to  his  exertion  than  he  could  pos- 
sibly ever  feel  in  the  prospect  or  pos- 
session of  a  seat  on  the  judicial  bench'* 
(p.  1 10).  By-and-by  we  come  to,  **  re- 
cords, bearing  testimony  to  the  mal- 
versation and  abuse  that  everywhere 
abounds'* (j^,  116);  and  anon  we  have 
**  Lynch-law,  &c.,  and  which  is  even 
attempted  to  he  sustained  in  its  priu* 
ciples"  {y.  126).  Wo  meet  every  where 
with  such  slovenly  phrases  as,  "  We 
were  pointed  out"  &c.,  when  the  mean- 
ing is,  **  there  was  pointed  out  to  us ;" 
and  " early  instructed  notions"  when 
the  meaning  is  imparted  or  acquired, 
(p.  269).  But  we  must  forbear.  We 
can  tell  the  author,  that  the  educated 
Yankees-^whatever  idiomatical  pecu- 
liarities may  characterize  their  conver- 
sational style  in  certain  districts  of  the 
country,  or  circles  in  the  towns — write 
grammatically. .  Some  of  them  are 
critics  of  quick  apprehension ;  as  for 
instance,  one  who  pointed  our  atten- 
tion, coming  out  of  the  railway  sta- 
tion-house, Westland-row,  to  the  in- 
scription over  the  school-house  di- 
rectly opposite— the  Model  Infant 
School ;  but  which  reads,  '*  Infant 
Model  School,"  and  asked  how  soon 
we  expected  the  infant  model-school  to 
become  adtdt ;  adding,  that  in  New 
York  they  had  model  schools,  but  they 
did  not  pass  through  the  stages  from 
infancy  to  puberty.  Low  as  is  his  es- 
timate of  the  American  daily  and 
weekly  press — and  much  of  it  is  vil- 
lanous — there  are  not  a  few  news- 
papers, such  as  the  United  States  Oa^ 
zette,  the  Pennsylvania  Inquirer,  The 
Morning  Courier  and  New  York  In* 
quirer,  the  Daily  Commercial  Chronicle, 
that  would  not  dishonour  the  editorial 
talent  of  London  or  Dublin.  In  peri- 
odical literature,  scientific,  biblical,  or 
general,  the  A  merioan  can  compete  with 
that  of  any  country ;  as  the  North  Ame-' 
riccm  Review,  the  Biblical  Repository, 
and  SiUiman's  Journal  can  testify. 

We  shall  now,  first  of  all,  give  our 
readers  an  idea  of  what  they  may  ex- 
pect from  Mr.  Wyse's  book;  and  a" 
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tiien  justify,  by  •sample^  our  censures, 
— thereby  rendering  a  real  service  to 
the  work,  as  our  recommendation  of 
it,  for  what  deserves  commendation, 
will  be  manifestly  impartial.  It  is  evi- 
dently intended  to  be  the  emigrant*s 
guide,  whether  he  is  a  merchant,  a 
farmer,  or  a  mechanic;  and  its  ten" 
dency  is  decidedly  to  discourage  emi- 
pation.  With  the  information  bear- 
mg  upon  the  pursuits  of  these  three 
classes,  there  is  a  good  deal  of  miscel- 
laneous matter ;  and  a  part  of  it  bears 
on  the  relations  of  America  with  Eng- 
land. Mr.  Wyse  lands  at  New  York, 
af^er  a  very  gloomy  passage  of  thirty- 
eight  days,  under  a  saturnine  Ameri- 
can captain,  who  had  nearly  left  him, 
the  ship,  and  other  passengers,  among 
the  icebergs  about  Newfoundland.  He 
then  takes  up  the  subject  of  emigra- 
tion, and  classing  the  emigrants  ac- 
cording to  their  nations— Germans^ 
English,  Scotch,  and  Irish — he  is  led 
to  notice  the  dispute  between  the  Irish 
and  the  *'  Nativists."  He  proceeds  to 
eonsiderthe  constitution  of  the  United 
States  in  general;  and  then  that  of 
each  particular  state,  beginning  with 
the  thirteen  original  states,  and  pro- 
ceeding to  the  others  in  succession,  till 
he  comes  to  the  last,  Texas.  Our 
author  next  introduces  us  into  the 
courts  of  law,  on  which,  and  the  admi- 
nistration of  justice,  and  lawyers  in 
general,  he  is  not  very  complimentary ; 
this  leads  him,  by  an  easy  transition, 
to  Lynch  law,  mob  law,  and  sympa- 
thizers. His  next  topics  are,  religion, 
education,  and  the  press;  on  all  of 
which  we  think  him  an  unsafe  guide. 
He  then  passes  to  commerce ;  which, 
of  course,  introduces  repudiation,  cur- 
rency, banking,  and  the  post-office. 
Hence  he  passes  to  slavery ;  on  which 
we  shall  have  occasion  to  quote  him 
with  approbation.  The  American  army 
and  navy,  his  next  subject,  leads  to  a 
summary  of  the  last  war  with  this 
country ;  and  so  a  discussion  of  the 
ri^ht  of  search,  diplomacy,  the  annex- 
ation of  Texas  and  Oregon. 

The  author  then  resumes  his  parti- 
cular object,  and  takes  up  the  agricul- 
tural emigprant ;  and  so  enters  upon 
the  land  far  west,  the  settlers,  the 
traders ;  and  in  two  chapters^8  and 
9  of  vol.  ii. — ogives  much  valuable  in- 
struction and  judicious  advice.  In  the 
third  volume  he  takes  up  the  trades- 
man and  mechanic ;  goes  over  in  detail 


the  productive  trades ;  and  doses  by  a 
geographical  and  statistical  history 
of  each  particular  State.  It  will  be 
obvious,  from  this  brief  review,  that 
though  the  arrangement  is  not  very 
logical,  after  all  deductions  are  made 
there  is  much  that  the  general  reader, 
and  especially  the  emigrant,  will  find 
very  valuable. 

We  have  said,  in  the  commencement 
of  this  article,  that  American  travel- 
lers sliould  discriminate ;  and  this  is 
particularly  necessary  on  the  subject 
of  religion — as  the  New  England 
states,  originally  colonized  by  the  Pu- 
ritans; the  old  states  of  the  Union, 
such  as  New  York  and  Pennsylvania, 
where  there  is  a  large  proportion  of 
Dutch  and  German  settlers ;  the  back 
settlements ;  and  the  slave  states- 
present  aspects  of  religion  as  diffisrait 
as  can  well  be  conceived  among  people 
designated  by  a  common  term  Ame- 
ricans, and  living  in  the  same  country. 
In  the  first  of  these,  the  external  forma 
of  the  original  settlers  continue  to 
nrevail ;  though  a  deplorable  change 
from  their  sound  scriptural  doctrines^ 
to  "the  God- denying  heresy,"  Uni- 
tarianism,  has,  especially  in  and  around 
Boston,  become  fearfully  prevalent. 
In  the  second,  the  proportions  of  re* 
ligionists — whether  Roman  Catholics^ 
Protestant  Episcopalians,  Presbyteri- 
ans, Wesleyans,  or  Congregationalists 
— more  accord  with  England ;  and 
here  it  is,  especially  in  the  large  towns, 
that  infidelity  abounds.  It  is  not,  per- 
haps, in  reality,  more  prevalent  than  in 
the  great  manufacturing  towns  in 
England  or  Scotland,  though,  firom 
the  constitution,  laws,  and  state  of  so- 
ciety, more  unblushingly  professed; 
and  with  similar  efforts,  by  the  diffSer- 
ent  bodies  separately,  to  counteract 
it,  as  well  as  by  united  efforts  in  the 
form  of  town  missions  and  visiting  as- 
sociations ;  but  without  the  advantage 
of  parochial  division  and  a  local  estab- 
lished clergy.  In  the  third  division — 
the  far  west — while  all  sects  are  mak- 
ing strenuous  efforts  to  make  religious 
instruction  keep  pace  with  the  rapidly 
extending  population,  there  is  m  de- 
plorable deficiency  of  ministerial  super- 
intendence. And  in  the  last — the  slave 
states — with  the  same  external  forms 
as  elsewhere,  the  accursed  system  de- 
teriorates the  tone  of  moral  feelings 
and  lowers  the  standard  of  Christian 
practice  to  an  awful  degree ;  and  the 
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sin  of  countenancing  and  succumbing 
to  it  liesy  in  a  greater  or  less  mea- 
sure»  at  the  door  of  them  all.  Doctor 
LjeU,  whose  book  contains  much  im- 
partial^  general  information,  though 
he  travelled  and  lectured  as  a  geo- 
logist— when  at  Newhaven,  Connecti- 
cut»  sajs ; 

"  The  town,  with  a  population  of 
21,000,  possesses  fine  avenues  of  trees 
in  the  streets,  which  mingle  agreeably 
with  the  buildings  of  the  University, 
and  the  numerous  churches,  of  which  we 
counted  more  than  twenty  steeples. 
When  attending  service,  according  to 
the  Presbyterian  form,  in  the  College 
Chapel  on  Sunday,  I  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve I  was  not  in  Scotland. ''^TVareli, 
ip.  14. 

It  is  in  the  large,  and  comparatively 
densely  peopled  old  states,  that  the 
Roman  Catholic  religion  chiefly  pre- 
vails, though  their  missionaries  are 
following  the  settlers  into  the  back 
settlements.  So  much  are  they  feeling 
their  strength,  that  one  of  their  bi- 
shops maintained  a  public  discussion 
at  Cincinnati,  the  western  capital,  for 
several  days,  with  a  countrvman  of 
onrs,  a  noted  disputant,  Alexander 
Campbell,  formerly  a  Presbyterian  mi- 
nister, but  now  the  founder  of  a  Bap- 
tist sect,  bearing  his  name.  They  (the 
Romanists)  are  chiefly  emigrants  from 
Ireland ;  and  as  long  as  they  were 
comparatively  few  and  poor,  and  de- 
void of  power  or  influence  in  municipal 
and  state  elections,  they  were  quiet ; 
and  our  ears  were  stunned  with  the 
laudations  of  American  liberality,  as 
contrasted  with  British  intolerance,  by 
Irishmen  in  America,  and  our  patriots 
at  home,  on  the  one  hand;  and  on  the 
other,  by  the  Americans  themselves, 
who  took  the  agitators'  account  of  the 
Irish  Romanist,  as  a  paragon  of  a 
meek,  and  peaceful,  and  persecuted 
being,  as  true;  and  who  firmly  be* 
lieved  and  broadly  asserted  that  the 
native  Irish  were  the  most  enslaved 
and  oppressed  people  under  the  sun, 
and  their  clergy — under  persecution 
worse  than  any  of  the  teut  outdoing  in 
submissive  patience  the  primitive 
pastors  of  the  Christian  church. 
They  grew  in  numbers,  however, 
and  in  wealth ;  the  dormant  spirit  that 
bums  in  the  bosoms  of  the  Mac  Hales, 
the  O'Higginses,  and  Cantwells,  was 
kindled  In  the  American-Irish  priests ; 


their  subjects  became  possessed  of  the 
rights  of  citizenship;  they  were  banded 
as  a  solid  phalanx  under  their  clergy  ; 
they  tried  to  predominate  where  lately 
they  were  contented  to  be  tolerated ; 
they  wanted  state  grants  for  exclusive- 
ly Romish  education,  instead  of  being 
contented  to  share  in  the  grants  for 
common  educational  purposes.  The 
Americans  became  alarmed  ;  they 
formed  societies  for  the  protection  of 
native  interests ;  the  rulers  and  people 
became  convinced  that  there  was  no- 
thing in  Republican  institutions  that 
could  extract  the  virus  out  of  the  sys- 
tem. Then  came  reaction,  collision,  the 
Charleston  Convent-burnings,  the  Phi- 
ladelphia riots — which,  like  all  violence 
and  all  riots,  we  abhor;  and  most^ 
when  on  the  side  of  truth  and  right, 
which  need  them  not,  and  disclaim 
them — and  now  comes  the  tale  of  the 
persecution  of  the  innocents,  the  suf- 
ferers for  religion  and  conscience 
sakel-^ 

**Each  individual  contributes  to  the 
support  of  the  church  to  which  he  may 
belong,  without  entrenching  upon  the 
pockets  of  his  neighbour,  or  filching 
from  his  hard  earnings,  to  sustain  in 
worldly  and  anti-apostolic  affluence  the 
idle  and  intolerant--the  frequently  per- 
secuting ministers  of  an  opposing  and 
dominant  creed.  Sectarian  animosities 
are,  nevertheless,  found  to  exist  in  Ame- 
rica as  elsewhere.  It  is  not  because 
transplanted  to  another  soil  that  the 
Presbyterian  is  the  less  selfish  and  illi- 
beral  in  his  notions — ^the  Episcopalian 
the  less  insolent  and  domineering  m  the 
assumed  superiority  of  his  recent  faith — 
or  the  unlucky  Catholic  the  less  perse- 
cuted because  no  longer  subject  to  the 
legal  proscription  that  marked  his  in- 
feriority in  tne  old  country.  The  same 
passions  and  prejudices — the  same  in- 
justice and  ilhberality — the  same  into- 
lerant and  anti-Christian  spirit  that  has 
so  often  betrayed  itself — set  man  against 
his  fellow-man,  and  embittered  all  social 
intercourse  in  the  old  world,  are  often 
found  to  exist  in  the  same  prurient  state 
— in  the  same  freshness  and  energy, 
among  their  descendants  in  the  new."— 
L,  p.  269. 

But,  in  an  earlier  part  of  the  vo- 
lume, p.  69  et  sequens  he  had  con- 
demned his  emigrant  countrymen  for 
their 

'*  Too  firequent  and  busv  interference 
in  all  matters  of  internal  or  domestic 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


200 


America  and  its  ReaUUes. 


[Aug. 


government,  in  which  the  ctrcnmstance 
of  their  early  naturalisation  has  per- 
mitted  them  to  take  part — ^the  violent 
partizanship  of  their  g;eneral  proceed- 
ings in  all  municipal  and  other  contests, 
to  which  he  had  often  painfully  borne 
witness.** 

He  had  declared  that 

"  They  carry  with  them,  in  too  many 
instances,  to  the  new  world,  the  preju- 
dices and  dislikes  ensrendered  by  early 
associations  in  the  old — the  sectarian 
animosity;  the  unsettled  and  peculiar 
notions  which  the  absence  of  all  liberal 
and  enlightened  instruction,  together 
with  the  sickly  influence  of  a  morbid 
political  excitement  to  which  they  are 
ever  subject  in  their  own  country  can- 
not fail  to  produce." 

He  had  asserted  that  the  Irish  Ro- 
inaniAt^  in  America»  is 

<*  Generally  found  amongst  the  most 
busy,  and  uproarious  in  his  interference 
at  every  election:  classing  himself  as 
of  the  ultra-democracy  of  the  country, 
and  frequently  carrying  his  notions  of 
liberty,  in  the  exercise  of  his  newly-ac- 
quired right,  to  the  verge  of  licentious- 
ness." 

And  theD,  when  he  has  tried  to  re- 
enact  the  scenes  of  a  Mayo  election, 
or  of  a  Mullaghmast  repeal  meeting, 
and  carry  all  before  him  by  dint  of 
clamour  and  violence,  and  meets  from 
respectable  society  in  America  pre- 
cisely the  return  that  he  would  in  his 
own  country — whether  from  Roman 
Catholic  or  Protestant — disgust  and 
contempt ;  or  when,  though  inferior 
in  numbers,  but  strong  in  reckless  and 
insolent  daring,  he  tries  how  far  the 
endurance  of  his  peaceably-inclined, 
though  powerful  neighbours,  can  tole- 
rate a  public  manifestation  of  insulting 
and  impious  display — as  in  the  case  of 
repeal  processions  at  Armagh  or  Dmi- 
gannon — and  meets  the  reward  which, 
though  not  creating  astonishment,  can- 
not but  be  deplored ;  then,  forsooth^ 
he  suffers  because  he  is  a  Papist;  he  u 
a  martyr  to  his  religion  at  the  hands 
of  blood-loving  American  Orange- 
men. 

For  Mr.  Wyse  adds,  that 

"  These  excesses  were  much  increased 
by  the  religious  feeling  and  embittered 
acrimony  evolved  in  them ;"— "  that  the 
distinctiveness  of  the  Irish  emigrant  po- 


pulation, their  vxk\tj  and  coaMiistion 
nas  unwisely  formea  them  into « diverse 
and  separate  oommunity,  apparently  of 
separate  interests  from  the  native  dtt« 
sen. 

And  as  they  had  been,  at  home, 
trained  to  be  the  ready  tools  of  every 
nimble-tongued  or  venturous  dema- 
gogue, so  cUd  the  love  of  frolic  orjthe 
pride  of  carrying  a  point,  lend  the  co- 
operation soii^t  for  in  any  party  con- 
test— 

"  Their  religious  and  national  preju- 
dices for  the  while  encouraged;  their 
very  faults  lauded  as  the  explication  of 
every  known  virtue  by  the  party  who 
may  hope  to  profit  by  Uieir  support.** 

Of  America,  Mr.  Wysesays: — 

"  Here  every  man  is  allowed  to  wor- 
ship his  Creator  according  to  the  dic- 
tates of  an  approving  conscience,  in 
whatever  form  most  suited  to  his  early- 
instructed  notions,  and  without  being 
held  accountable  to  his  fellow-men  in  his 
belief.**— p.  269. 

This  would  be  quite  enough  to  sa- 
tisfy the  "  selfish  and  illiberal  Presby- 
terian, or  the  *'  insolent  and  domineer- 
ing Episcopalian,"  in  Spain  or  Italy ; 
and  if  circumstances  led  to  the  emi- 
gration of  them  to  these  countries  by 
thousands— -from  destitution  at  home 
— mostly  landing  in  a  condition  little 
above  pauperism  ;  and  if  not  satisfied 
with  being  put  upon  a  level  with  the 
natives  in  getting  employment,  as  the 
means  of  getting  comfort  and  wealth, 
and  with  perfect  civil  and  religious 
equality,  they  were  to  band  themselves  . 
together  for  the  purpose  of  filling  the 
municipal  and  state  offices  with  noisy 
and  unprincipled  adventurers — after 
the  example  of  their  native  country^ 
and  encouraged  by  constant  communi- 
cation with  similar  spirits  there,  to 
whom  a  delusive  liberality  on  the  part 
of  government  had  afTorded  the  oppor- 
tunity of  success  io  such  an  experi- 
ment— then  let  them  pay  th^penalty 
of  their  unreasonable  aid  misguided 
daring,  and  learn  by  bitter  experience 
to  distrust  the  unprincipled  traffickers 
in  their  ignorant  credulity. 

"  There  is  a  far  kindlier  feeling  en« 
couraged  towards  the  Scotch,"  says 
Mr.  Wyse,  "who  are  generally  prefer- 
red in  all  situations  to  which  they  are 
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oompetent,  to  ettlMr  English  or  Irish. 
Tbetr  frugality,  sober,  ittdastrioiis  ha- 
btU,  assimihite  far  better  with  the  cha- 
racter of  the  native  citizens;  besides, 
they  can  easier  adapt  themselyes  to  the 
diange  of  country  and  of  home,  and, 
withoat  much  effort,  more  nearly  iden- 
tify themselves  with  the  people  they  are 
amongst.'*— iiL,  pp.  52,  53. 

The  reader  will  remember  this  **  as- 
similation/' should  we  have  occasion 
to  refer  to  oar  author's  sweeping  state- 
ments about  American  habits  and 
manners ;  but  the  contrast  is  instruc- 
tire.  These  Scotch  Protestant  emi- 
grants are  fit  for  their  business^  and 
they  mind  it;  their  moral  and  reli- 
gious habits  gain  them  respect ;  their 
skill  and  industry  secure  them  employ- 
ment and  success ;  and  instead  of  band- 
ing themselves  together  in  a  strange 
landy  whither  they  emigrated  to  seek 
employmenty  not  power,  they  act  upon 
the  advice  of  that  Book  with  which 
they  are  familiar,  but  which  the  poor 
irishman  is  not  suffered  to  make 
the  rule  of  his  conduct: — "  Build  ye 
houses  and  dwell  in  them  ;  and  plant 
(gardens  and  eat  the  fruit  of  them  ; 
take  ye  wives,  and  beget  sons  and 
daughters ;  and  take  wives  for  your 
sons,  and  give  your  daughters  to  hus- 
bands, that  they  may  bear  sons  and 
daughters ;  that  they  may  be  increas- 
ed there  and  not  diminished.  And 
seek  the  peace  of  the  city — and  pray 
mnto  the  ILordfor  it ;  for  in  the  peace 
thereof  shall  ye  have  peace." 

A  consistent  Roman  Catholic  must 
be,  in  all  cases,  an  incompetent  autho- 
rity upon  the  general  condition  of  re- 
ligion in  non-catholic  countries ;  for, 
considering  it  as  exclusively  allied  to 
the  forms  of  Romanism,  the  absence  of 
these  is,  with  him,  the  absence  of  all 
that  is  properly  religion.  A  well- 
instructed  Christian,  who  knows  the 
realities  of  religion,  and  gladly  recog- 
nizes them  everywhere,  and  who  con- 
siders the  forms,  however  important, 
as  still  inferior  in  value  to  these  reali- 
ties, can  pass  beytnd  the  pale  of  his 
own  pecmiarHies,  however  cherished 
and  loved ;  a^,  seizing  upon  the  lovely 
features  of  genuine  Christianity,  ad- 
mire and  love  them  under  whatever 
outward  garb  they  may  appear.  It  is 
quite  otherwise  with  a  genuine  Ro- 
manist— ^the  rites  and  forms  with  him 
are  the  religion  ;  but  if  he  be  preju- 
diced aod  bigoted,  he  will  seize  upon 


the  disoocmtenanoed  and  repudiated 
anomalies,  and  hold  them  up  as  speci- 
mens of  the  religion  of  Protestants, 
and  its  genuine  fruits.  Father  Maguire 
in  his  controversies — or  indeed,  in  a 
smaller  way,  any  Roman  Catholic  con- 
troversialist— is  an  illustration  of  this. 
It  never  occurs  to  such  men  to  think 
how  they  would  like  a  similar  test  to 
be  applied  the  other  way  ;  and  to  have 
the  scenes  of  Lough  Derg  or  Croagh 
Patrick,  or  the  million  and  a-half  of 
visitants  to  the  holy  coat  at  Treves,  or 
any  of  the  ten  thousand  revolting  spec- 
tacles that  Rome  has  sanctioned,  ex- 
hibited as  the  religion  of  enlightened 
Roman  Catholics,  or  its  genuine  off- 
spring. The  qualifications  of  Mr. 
Wyse  to  be  a  candid  delineator  of  the 
religion  of  Protestants  will  not  be  diffi- 
cult to  be  divined  from  the  following 
sentence,  taken  from  his  chapter  on 
religion  in  the  United  States.  After 
stating  that  all  sects  are  upon  a  foot- 
ing of  equality,  and  that  each  supports 
its  own  clergy,  he  proceeds  to  enume- 
rate the  names  and  numbers  as  they  are 
given  in  the  almanacks,  and  then  adds : 

"  But  a  great  many  of  the  reli^ous 
sects  and  denominations  that  we  nave 
noticed  in  the  foregoing,  are  also,  with 
many  others,  to  be  found  in  England, 
where  the  imaginative  and  unrestrained 
notions  of  its  church-going  population 
have  ever  and  anon,  with  the  same  faci- 
lity, by  some  other  or  recent  divination, 
discovered  some  new  and  less  perplexing 
route  to  heaven — some  other  and  easy 
mode  of  working  out  their  spiritual  sal- 
vation, "—i.  p.  281. 

It  is  quite  obvious  that  such  a  man, 
estimating  the  value  of  a  religion  by 
the  weigM  of  the  burden  it  imposes,  is 
an  inadequate  judge  of  the  religion  of 
Christ,  whose  **  yoke  is  easy,  and  whose 
burden  is  light."  Equally  is  it  clear 
that  he  lives  too  late  m  the  world's  his- 
tory for  those  restrpants  he  longs  for, 
at  variance  as  they  are  with  the  **  li- 
berty  wherewith  Christ  has  made  us 
free."  Nor  less  manifest  is  it,  that, 
in  contemplating  those  effervescences 
which  the  mmds  of  men  throw  off  when 
under  the  strong  workings  of  prevalent 
truth,  diffusing  itself  through  the  mass 
of  a  commnni^,  he  is  utterly  incapable 
of  discerning  the  solid,  and  jslear,  and 
genuine  effects  that  live  when  these 
have  passed  away,  and  that  form,  under 
all  varieties,  the  ^*  religion  that  exalt- 
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eth  a  nation."  He  confounds  the  Dead- 
sea  stillness  of  Romanism*  where  no- 
thing lives,  or  moves,  or  cheers,  with 
the  clear  Pacific  of  genuine  godliness, 
that  reflects,  in  its  waters,  full  of  life 
and  bespangled  with  living  lovely  forms, 
the  bright  blue  of  the  overspread  hea- 
vens. 

According  to  Mr.  Wyse,  in  the 
American  mercantile  community,  ho- 
nour, good  faith,  and  integrity  are 
invariably  sacrificed  to  the  love  of  gain. 
He  illustrates  the  position  from  his  own 
experience  in  a  particular  instance, 
given  in  detail  much  too  long  for  us  to 
quote  (vol.  i.  434-442)  ;  and  then,  in 
his  usual  style  of  universal  accusation^ 
in  answer  to  the  allegation  "  This  was 
an  extreme  case,"  he  says : — 

''  Sncb,  we  aver,  is  not  the  case :  our 
further  experience  has  fully  satisfied  us 
that  the  conduct  of  these  parties  seldom 
forms  an  exception  in  the  every-day  in- 
tercourse and  dealings  of  the  generality 
of  the  people  of  these  states,  who  look 
upon  such  digressions  as  matter  of  trivial 
or  mere  secondary  import,  and  rather 
take  care  to  withhold  all  such  opportu- 
nities from  each  other  than  to  expect 
that  either  will  resist  the  temptation  of 
converting  them  to  their  own  purposes, 
whenever  thrown  in  their  way  by  anv 
fortuitous  or  accidental  circumstances. ' 
— i.  pp.  442,  443. 

Now  we  have  always  understood 
that  American  merchants  are  shrewd ; 
that  they  know  the  worth  of  money, 
and  will,  when  practicable,  turn  it  to 
account;  but  we  protest  against  the 
assumption  that  roguery  is  the  rule  of 
their  dealings — the  exceptions  being 
limited  to  such  eases  as  render  its 
practice  impracticable  by  the  greater 
cunning  of  another  rogue;  that  an 
agreement  between  mercantile  men 
and  lawyers  for  deliberate  fraud,  both 
being  all  the  while  "  honourable  men" 
— this  is  the  phrase  he  quotes — is  quite 
a  matter  of  course ;  and  that  the  whole 
system  of  American  traffic  is  based 
upon  the  principle — get  money,  honestly 
if  you  can,  but  if  not  honestly,  at  least 
get  money.  The  moral  character  of 
a  commercial  people  is  not  to  be  thus 
lightly  given  to  the  winds;  and  we 
have  no  hesitation  in  asserting,  that 
among  th«  merchants  of  New  York 
and  Philadelphia,  there  is  as  high  a 
sense  of  honour  and  integrity,  as  much 
fairness  and  justice  in  their  dealings, 


and  as  noble  sacrifices  to  principle  and 
truth  as  can  be  found  any  where ;  and 
that  the  mercantile  men  of  Dublin, 
Liverpool,  London,  Bristol,  and  Glas- 
gow will  be  the  very  foremost  in  making 
the  assertion.  Dr.  Lyell,  who  tra- 
velled during  the  financial  crisis  in 
1841  and  1842,  gives  a  view  of  the 
whole  subject  (vol.  i.,  chap,  ii.),  which 
should  be  read  by  every  one  interested 
in  the  matter ;  judiciously  distinguish- 
ing the  states  that  deserve,  and  those 
that  deserve  not  censure;  the  legis- 
latures that  unprincipledly  shrank  troxa 
the  unpopularity  of  imposing  a  tax  to 
meet  public  engagements,  and  the  in- 
dividual statesmen  and  merchants  that 
were,  many  of  them,  the  greatest  suf- 
ferers; and  contrasting  the  conduct 
of 

"Congress  in  1812-14,  when  a  pro- 
posal was  twice  made  in  Confess  to 
discontinue  the  payments  of  dividends 
to  the  English  creditors,  on  the  ground 
that  they  were  enemies.  Oo  both  occa- 
sions the  proposal  was  rejected  as  dis- 
honest, and  with  marked  expressions  of 
disapprobation,  at  a  time  when  the 
direct  taxes  levied  by  the  federal  govern- 
ment pressed  heavy  on  the  people.  The 
debt  went  on  increasing  after  the  close 
of  the  war,  but  was  at  length  entirely 
paid  off  in  1635,'*— Lyell,  L,  226,  227. 

But  the  population  has  rapidly  in- 
creased ;  new  states  are  constantly 
added  to  the  union ;  the  old  ones  are 
overwhelmed,  and  as  Mr.  L.  says — 

'*  The  majority  of  those  whose  money 
was  vested  in  American  securities,  be- 
longed to  the  party  which  always  in- 
dulged the  most  sanguine  hopes  of  the 
prospects  of  the  American  republic,  and 
estimated  most  highly  the  private  worth 
of  the  people,  and  their  capacity  for 
self-government ;  they  suffered  doubly, 
being  disappointed  alike  in  their  pecu- 
niary speculations  and  their  political 
views.  It  was  natural,  therefore,  that  a 
reaction  of  feeling  should  embitter  their 
minds,  and  incline  them  to  magnify  and 
exaggerate  the  iniquity  of  that  conduct 
which  had  at  once  impugned  the  sound-' 
ness  of  their  judgment,  and  inflicted  a 
severe  injury  on  their  fortunes.  Hence 
not  a  few  of  them,  confounding  together 
the  different  states,  have  represented 
all  the  Americans  as  little  better  than 
swindlers,  who,  having  defrauded  Europe 
of  many  millions  sterling,  are  enjoying 
tranquilly  and  with  impunity  the  fruits 
of  their  knavery.     The  public  works 
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executed  with  foreini  capital,  are  sup- 
posed by  many  in  England  to  yield  a 
targe  profit  on  the  ouUay,  which  is  not 
the  case  in  any  one  of  the  delinquent 
states."—!^  215,  219. 

We  do  not  pity  the  lovers  of  repub- 
licanism who  encouraged  the  Yankees 
in  their  **  go-ahead  system,"  and  risked 
their  money  in  order  to  display  success- 
fully the  glories  of  that  system,  while 
so  much  of  national  interest  was  to  be 
done  at  home.  Nor  will  we  suffer 
the  high-minded,  conservative,  mercan- 
tile community  of  commercial  America, 
to  be  confounded  either  with  newly- 
fledged,  upstart  patriots  of  the  new 
states — ^**  Young  America,'*  nor  with 
the  unprincipled,  prowling  adventurers 
that  are  to  be  found  in  all  large  trad- 
ing oommunities,  some  of  whom  seem 
to  have  used  their  "  soft  sawder"  to 
purpose  on  Mr.  Wyse,  but  the  effect 
of  which  has  proved  any  thing  but 
soothing  to  his  temperament  in  refe- 
rence to  Americans. 

Mr.  Wyse  is  not  much  more  com- 
plimentary to  the  lawyers  than  to  the 
merchants.  According  to  him,  there 
is  a  very  extensive  combination  of  the 
one  class  with  the  other  to  carry  on 
their  iniquitous  designs;  and  as  the 
two  professions  of  attorney  and  bar- 
rister are  united,  it  appears  that  there 
ore  great  facilities  afforded  for  the 
practitioners  in  chicanery.  The  j  udges, 
he  says,  are  not  sufficiently  indepen- 
dent ;  the  education  for  the  bar  is  not 
sufficient  to  secure  respectability  ;  and 
the  whole  system  is  one  of  corruption 
and  venality.  After  giving  some  cha- 
racteristic anecdotes  and  descriptions 
of  some  of  the  judges  by  name,  and 
instances  on  hearsay  scarcely  credible, 
of  their  ignorance  and  perversion  of 
justice,  he  says — 

"  Our  own  business  in  various  parts 
of  the  Republic,  as  well  as  the  business 
of  others  especially    confided   to    our 


charge,  rendered  it  necessary  at  differ- 
ent periods  that  we  continued  in  the 
country,  to  emplov  some  twelve  or  thir- 
teen different  professional  agents  (law- 
yers and  attorneys),  many  of  them  sus- 
taining a  high  and  even  an  honorable  re- 
putation amongst  their  compeers — such 
men  as  the  late  Hon.  Henry  R.  Storrs,* 
William  Betts,  of  New  York,  J.  Duer, 
of  New  York,  David  B.  Ogden,t  Hon. 
J.  K.  Kane,t  Hon.  J.  M.  Dallas,§  with 
others  whom  we  forbear  to  name — and 
can  trul^  aver,  that  of  the  twelve  or 
thirteen  it  was  necessary  we  should  con- 
fide to,  nine  of  the  number  either  shame- 
fully and  deliberately  betrayed  the  trust 
we  had  reposed  in  them,  became  acces- 
sories with  the  part^  opposed  to  do  us 
mischief,  or  otherwise  compelled  us  to 
purchase  their  fidelity  and  questionable 
services  by  the  tender  and  payment  of 
an  unusual  and  extravagant  bribe,  which 
the  tender  consciences  of  these  indivi- 
duals no  doubt  set  down  as  the  legiti- 
mate perquisites  of  an  honorable  pro- 
fession. "—L  136,  137. 

We  have  inserted  this  statement, 
because  it  is  the  author's  assertion  of 
a  fact,  of  his  own  knowledge ;  and,  if 
it  is  not  correct,  it  ought  to  be  cor- 
rected. There  is,  however,  another 
statement  which  he  makes,  connected 
with  American  law  and  lawyers,  and 
which,  though  not  resting  on  his  own 
personal  knowledge,  yet  is  given  with 
such  minute  particularity,  as  almost 
stamps  it  with  authenticity ;  and  yet, 
it  is  so  atrocious,  that  we  can  scarcely 
give  credence  to  the  fact  of  its  exist- 
ence. It  is  of  a  society,  composed  of 
thirty-three  lawyers,  with  a  president, 
called  the  Tetrarch,  whose  object  Is — 

**  To  collect  information  about  doubt- 
ful titles  to  property,  and  make  up  cor- 
rect legal  opinions  about  them.  Vhen 
a  defect  is  discovered  in  any  man's  title, 
if  the  property  involved  is  valuable,  the 
Tetrarch  orders  one  of  the  members  to 
make  terms  with  one  side  or  the  other 
interested,  for  the  conduct  of  a  suit  at 


*  A  man  of  extraordinary  and  brilliant  talents,  and  for  some  years  a  member  of 
the  legislature.     He  is  since  dead. 

t  **  Who  is  of  very  considerable  eminence,  and  one  of  the  leading  members  of  the 
New  York  bar.  His  practice  is  generally  confined  to  the  United  States'  Courts 
(the  Court  of  Errors,  the  Senate),  or  in  appeal  cases  at  Washington. "* 

(  **  A  near  friend  of  the  late  President  Jackson,  and  connected  with  his  govern, 
ment  as  one  of  three  commissioners  for  arranging  the  late  French  Indemnity  to  the 
United  States." 

S  "  At  the  time  of  our  employing  him,  Attorney-General  of  the  State  of  Pensyl- 
vania;  since  then,  the  United  States'  Blinister  at  the  Court  of  Russia;  and  now 
Vice-President  of  the  United  States." 


digitized  by  dOOgle 


204 


America  and  its  BealiiieSt 


[Aug. 


law,  which  is  done  at  the  expense  of  the 
club,  and  generally  for  a  certain  por- 
tion of  the  amount  received.  The  im- 
mense property  thus  acquired  is  thrown 
into  a  general  fund,  after  each  member 
talces  a  certain  portion,  which  is  appro- 
priated to  his  own  use." 

This  secret  association,  it  is  stated.^ 

*'  Constitutes  an  invisible  chain  of  in* 
telligence  over  the  Union,  from  New 
Orleans  to  Boston,'* 

Its  operations 

"  Though  seen  nowhere,  are  felt  every- 
where ;  a  knowledge  of  facts,  titles,  and 
doubtful  questions  of  law,  are  ferreted 
out,  and  carried  by  the  ruler  along  the 
whole  line  of  councils,  undergoing  an 
analysis  in  each  of  them,  that  defies 
both  mistakes  and  defects.  All  Acts  of 
Congress,  all  State  Acts,  all  municipal 
regulations,  all  public  and  private  cor- 
porations, all  public  and  private  dona- 
tions, and,  in  fact,  the  title  of  every  man 
who  has  a  large  fortune,  are  secretly 
overhauled,  reported  on,  and  shaped  by 
the  councils  in  the  most  imposing  form, 
to  pass  through  the  courts. 

'*  The  whole  of  the  States  is  divided 
into  eight  districts ;  four  members  com- 
pose a  council  in  each  of  them;  and 
when  they  divide,  the  ruler  decides. 
.  .  •  £ach  member  before  he  dies, 
or  resigns,  nominates  his  successor. 
'  Few  die,  and  none  resig^.*  .... 
An  oath  of  unconditioniQ  submission  is 

administered  on  admission 

The  examination  is  of  the  most  rigid 
kind  ;  any  one,  to  pass  it,  must  be  versed 
in  the  principles  both  of  the  common 
and  civil  law,  in  the  rights  of  persons 
and  property,  in  constitutional  princi- 
ples, and  particularly  in  the  original 
structure  of  the  feudal  system,  and  its 
connexion  with  modem  tenures;  com- 
prehending in  its  purview  an  intermi- 
nable horizon  of  learnine  that  seems  to 
recede  for  ever  as  the  nSnd  advances  .** 

Of  all  this,  and  the  farther  details 
for  which  we  have  not  room,  but  which 
are  ffiven  (vol.  i.  pp.  137-142)  at 
fall  lengthy  the  author  may  well  state 
ihat_ 

"  By  its  secret  workings  it  becomes  a 

Erolific  and  poisoned  source  of  litigation, 
lighting  the  prospects  of  many  a  fair 
and  industrious  family,  and  everywhere 
carrying  trouble  and  misfortune  in  its 
train Guided  in  their  con- 
duct by  the  most  selfish  motives,  uncon- 
trolled by  none  (any  ?)  of  the  kindlier 


feelings  of  man's  nature,  to  restrain  the 
wantonness  of  an  undue  interference  in 
the  affairs  of  others,  they  become  the 
scourge  of  civilised  life — ^the  cause  of 
dissension  and  the  bitterest  animosity 
wherever  they  tread,  to  wherever  their 
labours  are  directed:  setting  kinsman 
against  kinsman,  child  against  his  pa- 
rent ;  uprooting  all  the  most  sacred  and 
social  ties  that  bind  mankind  together, 
and  disseminating  their  poison,  with  the 
sure  and  stealthv  pace  of  the  midnight 
assassin,  through  every  vein  and  artery 
of  the  republic." 

If  one-half  of  what  is  recorded  by  oar 
author  be  true,  we  ag^ee  with  him  that 
it "  surely  becomes  the  nation  toaproot 
this  wicked  and  unhallowed  institution ; 
to  restore  peace  and  harmony  amongst 
its  population,  instead  of  the  dissen- 
sion, the  domestic  strife  and  rancour, 
which  the  schemes  and  continued  ef- 
forts of  this  dangerous  and  irrespon- 
sible body  is  sure  to  generate." 

We  close  our  r^erence  to  it  hj 
citing  Mr.  Wyse's  closing  paragraph 
regarding  it  ;  because  it  fearfully 
stamps  on  it  the  semblance  of  authen- 
ticity : — 

**The  Honourable  Edward  Livings- 
tone, up  to  the  period  of  his  late  em- 
bassy, m  1835,  to  the  court  of  France,  is 
stated  to  have  been  the  Tetrarc^  of 
this  nest  of  domestic  conspirators ;  and 
to  have  been  for  several  months,  a  few 
years  back,  at  Harrisburg,  the  capital 
of  the  state  of  Pennsylvania,  making 
search  amongst  the  public  records,  to 
discover  flaws  in  the  title  to  a  large 
tract  of  country  called  *  Nicholson's 
Lands,'  comprising  more  than  100,000 
acres  ;  the  greater  part  of  which  had,  of 
late  years,  been  improved  and  built 
upon,  by  their  present  owners.  Several 
suits  were  subsequently  commehced  in 
the  United  States  courts  for  a  portion 
of  this  property ;  and  we  believe  are  yet 
pending.'* 

It  is  not  easy  to  get  out  of  the  hands 
of  the  lawyers  anywhere,  and  least  of 
all  oat  of  the  hands  of  these  Ameri- 
cans ;  but  we  must  carry  oar  readers 
forward  to  other  matters,  though 
there  is  a  great  deal  that  will  interest 
the  emigrant  especially,  about  the  laws 
affecting  various  subjects,  and  the  dif- 
ferent courts  of  justice,  the  character 
and  conduct  of  the  administrators  of  lair 
and  justice,  with  the  modes  of  proceed- 
ing in  them,  and  the  various  expedients 
for  evading  justice,  with  the  foUbwii^ 
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appaUing  declaratioDy  as  th^  rdsalt  of 
lix,  Wyse's 

"Own  experience  in  tte  .  cQtiniry  ♦  • 
not  only  of  the  lamentable  waot  of 
ability,  but  also  of  integrity  and  moral 
fitness  of  the  generality  of  those  called 
on  to  administer  the  laws,  to  whose  ten- 
der mercies  the  lires  and  fortunes  of 
CTery  indiridual  are  necessarily  com- 
mitted :  and  from  whom,  under  their 
present  organization,  we  might  as  rea- 
aonably  hope  for  a  fair  and  impartial 
administration  of  justice,  as  from  the 
veriest  and  most  corrupt  tribunal  of  the 
least  tolerant  of  European  despotisms." 
— (vol.  i.,  page  116.) 

Neither  can  we  quote  the  allegations 
which  he  advances^  and  the  proofs  he 
gives  of  the  bribery  of  the  judges,  and 
the  unprincipled  venality  of  the  law- 
yers ;  but  we  must  make  room  for  an 
illustration  of  the  astounding  state  of 
the  laws   regarding  bankruptcy  and 
insolvency.  "  In  the  city  and  county  of 
Philadelphia,**  Mr.  Wyse  says,  "  com- 
prising a  population  of  from  150,000 
to  180,000,  nearly  1,800  annually  pass 
through   this  ordeal  of  redemption" 
(the  Insolvent  Court).     Judge  King, 
who  is  also  chief  judge  of  the  Com- 
mon Pleas  Court,  presides  in  it ;  and 
Mr.  Wyse  bears  testimony  to  his  "for- 
bearance, and  very  commendable  pa- 
tience, as  well  as  very  extraordinary 
despatch  in  discharging  some  hundreds 
of  these  applicants  at  a  session,  as  we 
ourselves  can  readily  bear  witness." 
It  is  not  very  clear  from  this,  whether 
he  was  one  of  those  who  tried  "the 
patience    and    forbearance"    of    the 
judge  as  applicant,  or  advocate;  or 
whether  he  was  present  merely  as  a 
spectator;  but  we  "guess"  it  was  in 
the  last  character : — 

"  They  are  certainly,"  adds  Mr. 
Wyse,  "brought  before  him  in  appalling 
numbers— sworn  to  their  schedules  by 
platoons  of  some  ten  or  twelve  at  a  time, 
or  as  many  as  can  conveniently  place 
their  hand  upon  the  sacred  volume  at 
the  same  moment :  which  they  no  sooner 
take  from  their  lips,  than  they  are  dis- 
missed with  the  most  flippant  levity  by 
this  moral,  and  arch-expounder  of  Ame- 
rican law,  with  the  simple  admonition, 
to  *  go  and  sin  no  more.*  The  sameness 
of  tiiis  burlesque  is  sometimes  broken 
in  upon,  by  a  chance  opposition  made 
to  some  less  fortunate  wight,  who  is 
thereby  doomed  to  pass  a  further 
ordeal." 

Vol.  XXX.— No.  176. 


gLO^^ihe  judge  has  no  discretion- 
ly^  power  of  awarding  punishment, 
"only  that  of  directing  bills  of  indict- 
ment to  be  preferred  at  the  next  sit- 
ting of  the  city  grand  jury  ;  and  this, 
leading  to  trouble,  and  expense,  and 
the  issue  being  uncertmn,  is  seldom 
resorted  to.  Now  for  the  illustrative 
instance  :— 

"We  were  pointed  out,**  says  Mr. 
Wyse  (with  his  usual  disregard  of  gram- 
mar— meaning,  there  was  pointed  out 
to  us),  "  in  the  fashionable  promenade 
of  Chestnut-street,  in  this  city,  a  well- 
attired,  and  in  appearance  a  rather  con- 
sequential personage,  who  was  repre- 
sented to  us  as  a  petitioner  at  every 
succeediug  term  of  this  court.  His  fa- 
ther, who  was  somewhile  dead,  had  been 
an  eminent  physician,  in  extensive  prac- 
tice in  Phifadephia:  his  mother,  who 
was  still  living,  allowed  him  sixty  dollars 
per  month  for  his  individual  expenses : 
yet  with  this  he  still  contrived  to  run 
into  debt;  and  notwithstanding  that 
(Anglice,  though),  he  usually  discharged 
his  engagements  every  three  months  bv 
lud  of  tne  insolvent  court,  (he)  still 
found  persons  ready  to  give  him  credit. 
He  once  more,  perhaps  for  the  tenth 
time,  appeared  before  Judge  King,  who, 
a  little  surprized  at  again  seeing  him, 
at  once  addressed  hun,  and  between 
whom  and  Mr. the  followmg  dia- 
logue is  said  to  have  taken  place : — 

"  Judge  K.  *  What,  Mr ,  again 

here  !  How  is  this,  and  three  thousand 
dollars  owing  .by  your  schedule?'  which 
had  been  handed  to  the  learned  iudge. 
(It  was  not,  however,  the  schedule,  but 

Mr. that  owed  the  three  thousand 

dollars,  pace  the  learned  judge). 

"Mr.   •-.   *Why— ye— yes,    your 

honour.  I  have  certainly  been  unfor- 
tunate; but  'twas  impossible  to  avoid 
it— utterly  impossible,  under  my  lato 
very  peculiar  circumstances.' 

«•  Judge  K.  *  It  most  be  some  very 
peculiar  circumstances,  indeed,  that 
could  run  you  into  debt,  three  thousand 
dollars  beyond  your  means,  and  within 
the  short  space  of  a  few  months  ;  pray 
how  do  you  account  for  this  T 

««  Mr. .  *  Your  honour — ^I  had  a 

race-horse  that * 

♦«  Judge  K.  *  Very  bad,  very  bad ; 
race-horses,  I  know  from  experience, 
are  very  expensive;  but — ^three  thou- 
sand dollars  within  so  short  a  timel 
Have  you  no  other  way  you  can  account 
for  this  unusually  large  expenditure  ?' 

«« Mr.  ,   somewhat  hesitatingly. 

*  Why,  your  honour,  I — I  kept ' 

"Judge  K.  *Not  another  horse,  I 
hope  ?* 
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«•  Mr. •    *  Oh !  no,  your  honour  ; 

I  kept  a  woman.' 

**  Judge  K.,  whose  ears  appeared  to 
be  somewhat  tickled  at  the  disclosure, 
*  What  1  a  woman !  a  woman  1' 

**  Mr. .  '  Yes,  your  honour — two 

women.' 

**  Judge  K.  *  Two  women  I  keeping 

two  women,  Mr. 1  Humph !  enough 

to  destroy  and  ruin  any  man  living; 
the  loss  IS  easily  accounted  for,  very 
easily — give  him  his  discharge.'    And 

Mr.  ,  who  was  accordingly  again 

released  from  his  debts,  or  at  least  all 
further  trouble,  or  inconvenience  on 
their  account,  soon  disappeared,  nothing 
loth,  amidst  the  crowd.** — (i.  146-149.) 

From  bad  law,  worse  administered^ 
upon  the  maxim  which  Mr.  Wyse 
says  (1.  201)  was  distinctly  and  openly 
avowed  by  the  late  President  Jackson, 
*'that  every  man  had  a  right  to  in- 
terpret the  laws  as  he  understood 
them,"  the  transition  is  easy  to  **  Lynch 
law,*'  of  which  every  body  has  heard^ 
though  with  its  origin  few  are  ac- 
quainted. Judge  Lynch,  <'the  ter- 
rible judge,"  was,  it  seems,  a  native  of 
South  Carolina,  who  had  emigrated  to 
Kentucky  shortly  after  Daniel  Boone» 
the  '^pioneer,"  had  established  himself 
there.  Kentucky  was  .  then  called 
"the  dark  and  bloody  ground,"  and 
the  nearest  court-house  of  justice  was 
four  hundred  and  fifty  miles  distant 
from  **  the  settlers."  An  Indian  had 
stolen  a  horse  from  Boone ;  he  was 
caught  almost  in  the  act,  and  Boone 
instituted  a  court  and  twelve  jurors  to 
try  him.  John  Lynch  was  elected 
chief  justice.  The  Indian  was  tried, 
convicted,  and  sentenced  to  receive 
<*  forty  stripes  save  one,"  which  were 
forthwith  inflicted.  'The  authority 
thus  ffiven  to  Lynch  he  retained,  and 
though  <^a  daring,  dissolute  fellow, 
addicted  to  every  species  of  vice,"  it 
has  not  been  allM^ed  "  that  his  deci- 
sions were  partial  or  unjust."  He 
outlived  Boone,  the  explorer  of  the 
"then  unknown  territory  bordering 
on  the  Ohio,  but  now  known  as  the 
populous  and  wealthy  States  of  Ken- 
tucky, Ohio,  and  Tennessee,"  and 
resided,  during  the  later  part  of  his 
life,  on  an  island  in  the  Mississippi, 
(i.  203-208.)  From  him  came  the 
phrase  "  Lynch  law,"  when  the  mob, 
m  some  of  the  remoter,  or  Slave 
States^  constitute  themselves  judge, 
jury,  and  executioner;  though  it  is 
evident,  that  whereas  in  the  case  of 


the  original  Lynch,  there  was  an  ex- 
cuse for  the  practice,  in  the  exigency 
of  the  circumstances — that  it  was  a 
necessary  substitute  for  individual  and 
summary  vengeance,  the  phrase  is 
dishonoured  in  its  application  to  the 
savage  and  lawless  doings  of  prejudiced 
and  infuriated  mobs. 

As  we  are  upon  the  subject  of  the 
origin  ot   Americanisms,  we  may  at 
well  notice  the  **  Bowie  knife,"  which 
is  often  substituted  for  the  **  axe  of 
the  executioner"  in  carrying  out  the 
sentence  of  "  Lynch  Law,"  or  of  pri- 
vate   vindictive   feeling.     A   reckless 
profligate,  Razin  Bowie,  gave  the  name 
to  this  most  formidable  and  deadly  wea- 
pon, which,  Mr.  Wyse  assures  us,  in 
one  of  his  constantly-recurring,  unqua- 
lified assertions,  <*  almost  every  indivi- 
dual in  America^  more  particularly  in 
the  southern  states,  carries ;"  some» 
perhaps,  for  assassination,  but  many 
as  their  best  and  only  defence  against 
injury.    (Vol.  i.,  pp.  213,  214.)      This 
Bowie,  it  seems,  having  squandered 
his  property,  was  obliged  to   fly   to 
Texasy  for  slaying  a  man  in  a  duel. 
It  seems  that  at   Nachez  a  dispute 
arose  between  him  and  a  man  named 
Black,  at  mid-day,  at  a  card  table,  and 
Bowie  drawing  his  knife,"  "  which," 
says  our  author^  substituting,  as  usual, 
the  universal  for  the  particular,  "  was 
a  case  one,  with  a  blade  about  four 
inches  long,  such  as  the   Americans 
always  carry  in  their  pockets,"  chal- 
lenged his  opponent  to  battle.     The 
challenge  was  accepted ;  the  combat- 
ants seated  themselves  on  each  side  of 
a  small  square  table,  and  for  about 
twenty  minutes  they  slashed  away  at 
each  other,  and  both  were  severely  cut. 
Bowie  at  length  rose,  and  with  a  des- 
perate oath,  rushed  upon  his  antago- 
nist, and  stabbed  him  to  the   heart 
He  fled,  and  during  his  exile  in  Texas, 
employed  his  time  in  improving  his 
weapon,  so  that  he  might,  as  he  him- 
self expressed  it,  **  rip  a  man  up  right 
away."     The  improved  knife  has 

"A  two-edged  blade,  about  nine 
inches  long,  slightly  curved  towards  the 
point,  and  sufficiently  thick  on  the  back 
to  serve  as  a  chopper,  in  which  way  it 
is  formidable  enough,  but  not  so  much 
so  as  in  thrusting.  The  blade  is  cover- 
ed with  a  sheath,  and  when  neatly  got 
up,  as  some  of  them  are,  it  forms  a 
pretty  ornament  enough,  when  coming 
from  under  the  comer  of  the  waistcoat, 
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or  oyer  the  waistbaad  of  a  pair  of  Texiaa 
trowsers.  They  are  generally  of  the 
best  Sheffield  manufacture,  where  they 
are  now  prepared  exclusively  for  the 
American  market,  and  of  late  years 
constitute  an  extensive  and  important 
article  of  British  hardware  export."— 
Vol.  i.,  213,  218. 

The  weapons  of  most  tribes,  when 
prompt  self-defence,  in  the  absence  of 
the  recognition  of  law  for  personal 
security,  becomes  indispensable,  are 
the  same ;  as  the  «  dirk"  of  the  High- 
lander, and  the  A*«;c«'f*  ^^  ^^^  ancient 
Greek,  which  served  him  alike  for 
slaying  bis  sacrificial  victim,  stabbing 
his  enemy,  and  carving  his  food,  amply 
testify.  Such,  too,  is  the  commercial 
intercourse  of  nations;  peace-loving, 
and  slave-hating  Britain  sending  forth 
from  her  forges  at  Sheffield  and  Bir- 
mingham, Bowie-knives  and  slave  fet- 
ters for  the  use  of  America.  Nor  is 
it  merely  to  the  States,  and  for  such 
purposes,  that  British  manufactures 
are  transmitted.  Mr.  Josiah  Gregg,  in 
bis  **  Commerce  of  the  Prsdries,"  after 
mentioning  the  "  miraculous  image  of 
Nuestra  Senhora  de  Guadalupe,  so 
almost  universally  worshipped  in  Nor- 
thern Mexico,  and  giving  a  wood-cut 
of  the  medal  which  represents  it,  says, 
"As  I  have  been  informed,  216,000 
were  struck  at  Birmingham  in  the  year 
1831,  designed  for  the  Mexican  mar- 
ket." (Vol.!., p. 249.)  The  "Bowie- 
knife,**  however,  is  used  in  scenes,  and 
for  purposes  that  never  entered  into 
the  contemplation  of  its  savage  in- 
ventor ;  for  strange  to  say — 

"  The  habit  of  carrying  these,  and 
such-like  weapons,  concealed  about  the 
person,  became  so  very  general,  and 
withal  so  alarming  in  its  consequence, 
that  the  government  of  Maryland,  in 
1836,  with  a  view  to  put  some  check  to 
so  dangerous  a  practice,  caused  a  pro- 
hibitory bill  to  De  introduced  into  the 
house  of  delegates  for  this  purpose ;  and 
stranger  still,  *  the  bill  was  rejected  on 
a  division  by  a  majority  of  fifty-one  to 
seventeen.'  "-^Wyse  ut  supra. 

It  is  at  Washington  the  traveller 
first  finds  himself  among  slaves^in  a 
land  claiming  to  be,  pre-eminently,  the 
land  of  the  free.  Before,  however,  ad- 
verting  to  this  subject,  we  must  notice 
one  peculiarity  that  arrests  every  one's 

gorprize that  is,  the  fondness  of  the 

people  generally  for  giving   to  their 


newly  planted  villages  and  towns,  names 
borrowed  from  the  scenes  of  classical 
antiquity.  The  original  settlers  were 
in  the  opposite  extreme,  and  gave  to 
their  residences  names  so  singularly 
rude  and  uncouth,  that  what  a  reader 
of  American  works  of  fiction  might 
fancy  to  be  names  excogitated  by  an 
effort  of  fancy  on  the  part  of  the 
writers,  will  be  found  to  rank  among 
**  American  realities  ;"— 

"  On  looking  over,"  says  Mr.  Buck- 
ingham, "these  tracts  and  appropria- 
tions of  land  advertised  for  sale  (in  the 
district  of  Columbia),  it  was  impossible 
not  to  be  struck  with  the  singularity  of 
them.    They  were  such  as  *  Hard  Strug- 

fle' —  *  Isaac's  Blessing'  —  *  Rights  of 
fan' — *  Paradise  Regained' — •Wow  or 
Never' — 'Canaan' — *  Hornet's  Nest— 
*  Hard  Bargain'—*  Last  Shift—*  Hope' 
— *  Honest  Miller'—*  What  You  Please.' 
"When  all  these  tracts  become  settled 
and  occupied,  as  in  time  they  are  sure  to 
be,  their  names  will  mingle  oddly  with 
those  of  Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  Troy ; 
of  Memphis  and  Thebes ;  of  Athens, 
Corinth,  Sparta,  and  Utica;  of  Rome 
and  Syracuse ;  of  Jerusalem,  Joppa, 
and  Lebanon ;  with  many  other  classical 
and  scriptural  cities,  whose  names  are 
adopted  by  humble  villages  in  Ame- 
rica."—5«cA.  i.  373. 

In  sailing  up  the  Hudson  from  New 
York  to  Albany,  about  ^ve  miles  be- 
yond Catskill,  you  come  to  two  towns ; 
the  one  on  the  east  bank  called  after 
the  navigator  who  gave  his  name  to 
the  river,  Hudson.  Directly  opposite, 
on  the  western  bank,  is  Athens.  It 
has,  Mr.  Buckingham  says,  a  curious 
effect  to  be  called  upon  by  a  fellow- tra* 
veller  to  look  round  and  see  Athens. 

**  It  is  not  peculiar,"  he  adds,  **  to  any 
part  of  America  more  than  another,  thus 
to  appropriate  to  itself  the  most  re- 
nowned names  of  history  for  their  cities, 
towns,  and  villages ;  everywhere  this 
singularly  ill-directed  taste  is  apparent. 
From  Now  York  to  Albany,  within  the 
compass  of  a  single  day's  journey,  in- 
cluding the  Valley  of  the  Hudson  and  its 
neighbourhood,  we  have  Babylon  and 
Jericho,  Salem,  Lebanon,  Gilboa,  Car- 
mcl,  Goshen,  Athens,  and  Troy,  with  a 
railroad  to  Syracuse,  Utica,  and  Rome, 
from  among  the  ancient  cities  and  places 
of  celebrity  ;  and  Oxford,  Canterbury, 
Salisbury,  Windsor,  Hamburgh,  Hyde- 
Park,  Kingston,  Glasgow,  Bristol,  Dur- 
ham, Cairo,  Bath,  Cambridge  and  Wa- 
terford,  from  among  the  modem.     The 
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eyil  of  thU  is  increased  by  the  constant 
repetition  of  the  same  practice  in  differ- 
ent States,  so  that  there  are  no  less 
than  14  places  bearing  the  name  of 
Athens,  and  9  of  Rome,  besides  a  Romeo 
and  a  Romulus,  14  Palmyras,  12  Alex- 
andrias,  4  of  Damascus,  2of  Joppa,  and 
3  of  Jerusalem." 

«<  In  the  names  of  more  modem  cities, 
the  repetitions  are  even  still  greater  ; 
but  the  most  multiplied  of  all  are  those 
in  which  towns  are  called  after  distin- 
guished political  leaders,  of  which  it 
may  be  sufficient  to  mention,  as  an  ex- 
ample, that  there  are  no  less  than  fifteen 
Jefferson  counties,  and  forty  Jefferson 
towns  ;  eight  Jackson  counties,  and  six- 
ty-six  Jacksons,  or  Jacksonvilles ;  twenty 
Washington  counties,  and  eighty  Wash- 
ington towns,  in  addition  to  the  city  of 
Washington,  in  the  district  of  Columbia, 
which  is  the  seat  of  the  general  govern- 
ment. The  greatest  confusion  already 
results  from  this  tautological  nomencla- 
ture; and  the  evil  will  increase  with 
every  succeeding  year,  till  it  forces  some 
reform.  It  is  the  less  excusable,  also, 
as  the  Indian  names  are  sufficiently  va- 
ried and  beautiful  to  admit  of  constant 
adoption."— J?MC^.  ii.,  262-264. 

This  confusion — arising^  in  regard 
to  the  classical  appellations^  from  the 
empty  pride  of  an  unfledged  literature 
which  corses  the  younger  states^  and^ 
in  the  case  of  the  home  nomenclature^ 
from  the  spirit^  not  oi  party ,  but  of 
personal  partizanship,  which  more  than 
any  other  country  characterizes  the 
whole  of  the  United  States — ^is  not 
chargeable  on  the  origmal  British  set- 
tlers in  the  east^  nor  on  the  French  in 
the  north.  If  the  Puritan  **  PDgrims" 
designated  their  towns  from  those  of 
their  nativity  or  residence  in  England, 
their  love  of  country,  which  was  se- 
cond only  to  their  love  of  religion, 
prompted  it ;  and  the  employment  of 
Scripture  names  and  phrases,  as  appel- 
latives of  their  children  or  their  habi- 
tations, though  now  it  would  be  offen- 
sive to  good  taste,  and  would  be  styled, 
and  perhaps  justly,  "cant"  and  "slang" 
—was  then  the  prevailing  tendency 
and  spirit  of  the  age.  The  French, 
on  the  other  hand,  often  gave  names 
to  places  from  their  natural  appear- 
ances, or  from  some  prevailing  feature 
in  their  locality  or  productions  \  and 
these  names,  being  corrupted,  are  now 
often  mistaken  for  native  Indian  words. 
On  the  other  hand,  an  original  Indian 
word,  Frenchified,  is  often  so  corrupt- 
ed and  mutilated,  as  to  wear  the  ap- 


pearance of  an  original  Indian  term. 
Thus,  from  the  French  "  Aux  Arcs," 
came  the  apparently  Indian  territorial 
designation  "  The  Ozarkas  ;"  and  the 
original  Indian  word  "  Whashash"  be- 
came, in  the  delicate  mouths  of  French- 
men, **  O'Saffe ;"  then  obtained  the 
distinctive  epithets  "  Grand  O'Sages" 
and  **  Petit  O'Sages,"  which  became 
first  "  Grand  Sas^'  and  '«  Petit  Sas  ;" 
and  this  latter,  by  a  still  further  cor- 
ruption, "  Ptitsaws,"  and  finally,  in  its 
present  apparently  Indian  form  "  Teat- 
saws."  The  far-famed  "  Oregon"  it- 
self is  said  to  have  got  its  name  from 
neither  of  the  parties  contending  for 
the  possession  of  it,  but  from  the  Spa- 
niards, who  gave  it  the  name  from 
"  Oregana,"  the  Spanish  word  for 
"  marjoram,"  a  plant  abundant  in  the 
parts  best  known  to  them. 

There  is  no  subject  connected  with 
the  "realities"  of  America  more  in- 
teresting in  itself  and  its  bearings,  both 
upon  their  own  future  destinies,  and 
upon  their  connexion  with  other  na- 
tions, than  slavery.  It  threatens,  at 
no  distant  day,  to  dissolve  the  Union, 
whether  there  shall  be  war  or  peace 
with  other  nations;  and  in  case  of 
war — with  Britain,  for  instance — there 
would  be  endangered,  or  rather  there 
would  be  of  inevitable  occurrences- 
scenes  unparalleled  in  modern  history; 
unequalled  even  in  Hayti,  at  its  revo- 
lution, just  because  the  American 
slaves  are  more  numerous,  better  or- 
ganized, more  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  their  rights,  from  the  echoing^, 
however  faint,  of  the  voices  of  the  abo- 
litionists that  are  wafted  to  them ;  and 
have  deeper  and  more  enduring  wrongs 
to  be  avenged. 

There  is  no  subject  more  simple  in  the 
abstract  principle,  and  yet  beset  with 
so  many  practical  difficulties,  as  that 
of  slavery.  This  holds  particularly  in 
regard  to  America ;  for  the  broad  as- 
sertion on  which  its  constitution  is 
founded,  of  the  absolute  equality  of  all 
men,  seems  as  if  peculiarly  intended  to 
make  the  existence  of  slavery  an  im- 
possibility, and  yet  its  extent,  and  some 
of  its  anomalous  horrors,  are  unequalled 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth.  We  refer 
to  sliLve-hreeding^  which  now  competes 
with  slave-importation  for  the  supply 
of  the  market — especially  in  some  of 
the  older  slave  states,  where  the  grounds 
are  exhausted,  and  so  unproductive  by 
Bltkve-lahovr,     In  these,  regular  estab* 
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lishments^  systematically  conducted^ 
are  kept  for  the  purpose ;  and  all  pos- 
sible care  and  ingenuity  employed  to 
suit  the  taste  of  the  market — by  se- 
curing a  tinge  of  white,  for  instance, 
in  the  complexion,  and  such  varieties 
of  shade  as  may  suit  the  fancy  of  the 
various  purchasers.  The  agitation  in 
Britain  of  the  subject  of  slavery,  both 
inside  and  without  the  walls  of  parlia- 
ment, communicated  to  many  influen- 
tial American  visitants  a  spirit  of  such 
indignant  abhorrence  of  the  system, 
that  **  Abolition  Societies"  were  form- 
ed on  their  return.  The  press,  on 
both  sides  of  the  Atlantic,  lent  its 
powerful  aid;  and  the  platform  and 
pulpit  were  not  silent.  The  subject 
was  forced  upon  the  legislature ;  and 
the  spirit  of  anti-slavery  and  pro-slavery 
has  marshalled,  not  only  the  North- 
Eastern  States  against  the  Southern 
and  South -Western,  but  American 
against  American,  throughout  its  wide 
territorial  regions.  It  was  this  that 
created  the  Texian  war  with  Mexico 
to  secureTexas ;  and  this  had  well  nigh 
sounded  the  note  of  war  with  Bri- 
tain to  secure  Oregon.  The  slave 
states  outnumber  the  others  in  Con- 
gresf,  and  they  wish  to  go  on  augment- 
ing their  influence.  And  this,  ere  long, 
bids  fair  to  form  two  republics,  of  the 
slave-holding  and  the  free,  in  America. 
For  the  lengths  in  violence  that  the 
southerns  go  to  would  be  incredible, 
were  they  not  authenticated,  as  well  as 
their  unswerving  tenacity  in  clinging 
to  and  supporting  the  slave  system ; 
and  the  spirit  of  the  abolitionists  is  in- 
domitable. 

We  must  believe  that  there  are  mul- 
titudes of  slave-owners  of  slave  pro- 
perty—just as  there  were  in  our  own 
West  India  colonies — such  men  as 
William  Alers  Hankey,  the  London 
banker,  for  instance — who  inherit  it, 
deplore  its  existence,  do  not  know 
what  to  do  with  it,  and  would  gladly 
accede  to  any  just,  and  wise,  and  hu- 
mane, and  religious  plan  for  its  aboli- 
tion. Justice,  benevolence,  and  piety 
prevail  in,  but  are  not  exclusively  con- 
fined to  the  eastern  and  northern  states 
of  America.  Firmly  believing  this, 
the  question,  what  is  to  be  done  with 
slavery,  is  of  the  mightiest  moment. 
And  on  this  subject,  of  paramount  in- 
terest not  only  to  Americans,  but  to 
all  men,  we  have  seen  nothing — and  we 
have  read  much  that  has  been  written 


and  spoken  regarding  all  aspects  in 
which  the  subject  can  be  viewed — at 
all  approximating  to  the  sober,  inteU 
lectual,  dispassionate,  and  practical 
views  of  Dr.  Lyell.  The  reader  who 
feels  anxious  on  the  subject  will  find 
them  in  extenso,  in  vol.  i.  chaps.  8  and 
9.  We  have  room  only  for  a  very 
condensed  abridgment:— 

"  I  often  asked  myself,"  says  the  Doc- 
tor, commencing  in  the  only  rational 
way  of  considering  the  question,  "  when 
in  the  midst  of  a  large  plantation,  what 
steps  I  would  take,  if  1  had  inherited 
such  a  property  fVom  British  ancestors. 
I  thought,  first,  of  immediately  emanci- 
pating all  the  slaves,  but  I  was  reminded 
that  the  law  humanely  provides,  in  that 
case,  that  I  should  still  support  them, 
so  that  I  might  ruin  myself  and  family, 
and  it  would  still  be  a  question  whether 
those'  whom  I  bad  released  from  bond- 
age would  be  happier,  or  would  be 
prepared  for  freedom.  I  then  proposed 
to  begin  with  education,  as  a  preliminary 
step.  Here  I  was  met  with  the  objection, 
that  since  the  abolition  movement,  and 
the  fanatical  exertions  of  missionaries, 
severe  statutes  had  been  enacted,  making 
it  penal  to  teach  slaves  to  read  and 
write.  I  must  first,  therefore,  endeavour 
to  persuade  my  fellow  slave-holders  to 
repeal  these  laws  against  improving  the 
moral  and  intellectual  con(&tion  of  the 
slaves.  I  remarked,  that  in  order  to 
overcome  the  apathy  and  reluctance  of 
the  planters,  the  same  kind  of  agitation, 
the  same  *  pressure  from  without'  might 
be  indispensable,  which  had  brought 
about  our  West  Indian  emancipation. 
To  this^  my  American  friends  replied, 
that  the  small  number  of  slaves,  so  in- 
significant in  comparison  to  their  two 
and  a-half  millions,  had  made  an  indem- 
nity to  their  owners  possible ;  also  that 
the  free  negroes,  in  small  islands,  could 
always  be  held  in  subjection  by  the 
British  fleets  ;  and  lastly,  that  England 
bad  a  right  to  interfere  and  legislate  for 
her  own  colonies,  whereas  the  northern 
States  of  the  Union,  and  foreigners,  had 
no  constitutional  right  to  intermeddle 
with  the  domestic  concerns  of  the  slave 
States.  Such  intervention,  by  exciting 
the  fears  and  indignation  of  the  planters, 
had  retarded,  and  must  always  be  ex- 
pected to  retard,  the  progress  of  the 
cause.  They  also  reminaed  me  how  long 
and  obstinate  a  struggle  the  West  In- 
dian proprietors  had  made  against  the 
emancipationists  in  the  British  House 
of  Commons ;  and  they  hinted,  that  if 
the  dififerent  islands  had  been  represent- 
ed in  the  Lower  House,  and  there  had 
been  Dukes  of  Jamaica,  Marquises  of 
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Antigua,  and  Earli  of  Barbadoes  in  the 
Upper  House,  as  the  slave  States  are  re- 
presented inCongress,  the  measure  would 
never  have  been  carried  till  this  day." 

It  is  quite  obvious,  therefore,  to 
ever^  duly  and  calmly  reflective  mind, 
that  in  order  to  the  abolition  of  slavery 
— not  by  insurrection,  slave-rebellion, 
convulsion,  but  by  reason,  law,  and 
religion — you  must  carry  with  you  a 
majority  of  the  southerners ;  and  this 
will  never  be  done  by  confounding  the 
farm  and  domestic  slavery  of  Georgia, 
with  the  rice  and  cotton  plantation- 
slavery  ;  and  grouping  the  whole  mass 
of  the  slave  proprietary  as  fiends  in- 
carnate*  who  riot  in  oppression,  and 
to  whose  eats  and  eyes  groans  and 
blood  are  the  loveliest  of  sights,  and 
the  sweetest  of  sounds. 

**  The  more  I  reflected,"  adds  Dr. 
Lyell,  <*  on  the  condition  of  the  slaves, 
and  endeavoured  to  think  on  a  prac- 
ticable plan  for  hastening  the  period  of 
their  liberation,  the  more  difficult  the 
subject  appeared  to  me,  and  the  more  I 
felt  astonished  at  the  conBdence  dis- 
played by  so  many  anti-slavery  speakers 
and  writers  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlan- 
tic." 

He  goes  onto  show, tha|  up  till  1830, 
many  planters  regarded  slavery  as  a 
great  moral  and  political  evil ;  and 
that  many  of  them  openly  proclaimed 
it  to  be  so  in  the  Virginian  debates  of 
1831-2.  The  emancipation  party  was 
gpradually  eaining  ground ;  and  not 
unreasonable  hopes  were  entertained 
that  the  States  of  Kentucky,  Virginia, 
and  Maryland,  would  soon  flx  on  some 
future  day  for  the  manumission  of  their 
slaves.  This  step  had  already  been 
taken  in  most  of  the  States  north  of 
the  Potomac  ;  and  slavery  was  steadily 
retreating  southwards.  But  the  abo- 
lition agitation  commenced ;  mission- 
aries were  sent  to  the  Southern  States 
—  suppose  that  the  English  Anti- 
Slavery  Society  had  done  so  with  the 
West  Indies — a  reaction  took  place, 
the  planters  became  alarmed,  laws 
against  slave  education  were  passed, 
and  the  condition  of  the  slave  became 
gfreatly  worse.  Your  **  well-meaning 
persons,"  says  Dr.  Lyell,  are  ever  the 
most  mischievous  in  society.  Not  a 
few  of  the  planters,  by  dint  of  defend- 
ing themselves  and  their  institutions,* 
became  self-deluded  into  the  belief  that 
slavery  was  legitimate,  wise,  and  expe- 


dient— a  positive  good  in  itself;  and 
those  who  felt  and  thought  otherwise, 
DO  longer  dared  to  publish  their  con- 
victions. 

<*  It  is  natural,"  this  discriminating 
writer  says,  "  that  those  planters  who 
are  of  benevolent  dispositions,  and  in- 
dulgent to  their  slaves,  and  who  envy 
the  Northern  proprietor,  who,  now  that 
the  Indians  have  passed  away,  has  the 
good  fortune  not  to  share  his  country 
with  another  race,  should  be  greatly  ir- 
ritated when  the  cruelty  of  the  slave- 
holders, as  a  class,  is  held  up  to  the  re- 
probation of  mankind.  A  deep  sense 
of  injustice,  and  a  feeling  of  indignation* 
disinclines  them  to  persevere  ii^  advo- 
cating the  cause  of  emancipation. ' 

He  then  detiuls  their  reasonings :— . 

**  Labour,"  said  they,  "  is  as  compul- 
sory in  Europe  as  here ;  but  in  Europe 
they  who  refuse  to  work  have  the  alter- 
native of  corporal  punishment ;  for 
whether  he  works  or  not,  he  must  always 
be  fed  and  clothed.  The  free  states, 
they  said,  always  favoured  the  runaway 
slaves,  took  their  innocence  for  granted, 
and  the  cruelty  and  harshness  of  their 
owners.  On  the  other  hand,  they  ass^t 
that  the  fugitives  are  such  as  in  Europe 
would  tenant  gaols  and  houses  of  cor- 
rection, but  whose  services  their  mas- 
ters are  unwilling  to  lose  by  imprison- 
ment, while  they  are  compelled  to  sup- 
port them ;  for  there  is  no  gaol  allow- 
ance. *  If  the  same  delinquents,'  say 
they,  *  were  flying  from  the  constable  in 
a  free  state,  the  public  would  sympa- 
thize with  the  police  and  the  magistrate ; 
and  if  they  bore  on  their  backs  the  marks 
of  former  chastisement  in  gaol,  the  ge- 
neral desire  to  apprehend  them  would 
be  still  the  more  eager.*  But,  says 
Dr.  Lyell,  *  these  apologies,  and  their 
assurance  that  they  found  it  their  inte- 
rest to  treat  their  slaves  kindly,  had  no 
effect  in  inducing  me  to  believe  that 
when  such  great  power  is  entrusted  to 
the  owner,  it  will  not  be  frequently 
abused ;  but  it  has  made  me  desire  to 
see  a  fair  statement  of  the  comparative 
statistics  of  crimes  and  punishments  in 
slave  states  and  free  countries.  If  we 
could  fairly  estimate  the  misery  of  all 
offenders  in  the  prisons,  penitentiaries, 
and  penal  settlements  or  some  large 
European  province,  and  then  deduct 
the  same  from  the  sufferings  of  the 
slaves  in  a  large  southern  state  of  the 
Union,  the  excess  alone  ought,  in  fair- 
ness, to  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  the  slave- 
owners. While  pointing  out  the  evil 
unreservedly,  we  should  do  tjlie  owner 
the  justice  to  remember  that  the  system 
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•f  thingf  which  we  deprecate,  has  been 
inherited  by  him  from  his  British  ances- 
tors, and  that  it  is  rarely  possible  or 
safe  to  bring  about  a  great  social  re- 
form in  a  few  years.*  " 

Dr.  L.  thinks  that  had  immediate 
emancipation  taken  place,  as  the  aboli- 
tionists wished,  the  fate  of  the  negroes 
might  have  been  as  deplorable  as  that 
of  the  aboriginal  Indians. 

"  At  present  they  have  a  monopoly  of 
the  labour-market;  the  planters  beinfij 
bound  to  feed  and  clothe  them ;  and 
being  unable  to  turn  them  off  and  take 
white  labourers  in  their  place.     They 
could  not  contend  against  white  immi- 
grants ;  time  would  be  required  to  pre- 
pare them  for  the  competition,  and  time 
the  abolitionists  will  not  allow.     In  the 
West  Indies,  the  climate  is  so  sultry, 
relaxing,  and  trying  to  Europeans,  and 
the  whites  so  few,  that  the  proprietors 
have  no  choice.     Not  so  would  it  be  in 
the  South  American  States.     In  sixty 
years,  according  to  Professor  Tucker, 
of  Virginia,  the  population  will  be  fifty 
persons  to  a  square  mile.     Long  before 
the  productive  lands  will  have  been  cuU 
tiyated,  and  the  inferior  soils  resorted 
to,  the  price  of  labour  will  fall,  gradu- 
ally, as  compared  to  the  means  of  sub- 
sistence; and  economy  will  force  the  li- 
beration of  the  slaves,  and  the  employ- 
ment of  the  more  economical  and  pro- 
ductive labour  of  freemen.     The  same 
causes  will  then  come  into  operation, 
which  formerly  emancipated  the  villeins 
of  Western  Europe ;  and  will  one  day  set 
free  the  serfs  of  Russia.     It  is  to  be 
hoped,  however,  that  the  planters  will 
not  wait  for  more  than  half  a  century 
for  such  an  end   of  the  institution  of 
slavery ;   for  the  increase    of  the   co- 
loured population  in  sixty  years  would 
be  a  formidable  evil,  since  in  this  in- 
stance  they  are  not,  like  villeins  and 
serfs,  of  the  same  race  as  their'm asters. 
They  cannot  be  fused  at  once  into  the 
general  mass,  and  become  amalgamated 
with  the  whites ;  for  their  colour  still 
remains  as  the  badge  of  their  former 
bondage,  so  that  they  continue,  after 
their  fetters  are  removed,  to  form  a  se- 
parate and  inferior  caste.    How  long 
this  state  of  things  would  last,  must  de- 
pend on  their  natural  capabilities,  mo- 
ral, intellectual,  and  physical ;  but  if  in 
these  they  be  equal  to  the  whites,  they 
would  eventually  become  the  dominant 
race,  since   the  climate  of  the  south, 
more  congenial  to  tbeir  constitutions, 
would  give  them  a  decided  advantage." 

We    are    irresistibly  impelled    to 
gi?e   Dr.    LyelFs  conclusion,  it  is  so 


just,  80  rational,  so  philosopher-like; 
80  totally  different  from  the  ranting, 
nonsensical  violence  of  igpiorant  and 
unreasoning  philanthropists  :«- 

**  A  philanthropist  may  well  be  per- 
plexed when  he  desires  to  devise  some 
plan  of  interference  which  may  really 
promote  the  true  interests  of  the  negro. 
But  the  way  in  which  the  planters  would 
best  consult  their  own  interests,  appears 
to  me  very  clear.  They  should  exhibit 
more  patience  and  courage  towards  the 
abolitionists,  whose  influence  and  num- 
bers they  greatly  overrate,  and  lose  no 
time  in  educating  the  slaves,  and  encou- 
raging private  manumission,  to  prepare 
the  way  for  general  emancipation.  All 
seem  agreed  that  the  states  most  ripe 
for  this  great  reform  are,  Maryland,  Vir- 
ginia, North  Carolina,  Tenessee,  Ken- 
tucky, and  Missouri.  Experience  has 
proved,  in  the  northern  states,  that  eman- 
cipation immediately  checks  the  increase 
of  the  coloured  population,  and  causes 
the  relative  number  of  the  whites  to 
augment  very  rapidly.  Every  year,  in 
proportion  as  the  north-western  states 
fill  up,  and  as  the  boundary  of  the  new 
settlers  in  the  west  is  removed  farther 
and  farther  beyond  the  Mississipi  and 
Missouri,  the  cheaper  and  more  accessi- 
ble lands,  south  of  the  Potomac,  will 
offer  a  more  tempting  field  for  coloniza- 
tion to  the  swarms  of  New  Englanders 
who  are  averse  to  migrating  into  slave 
states.  Before  this  influx  of  white  la- 
bourers, the  coloured  race  will  give  way, 
and  it  will  require  the  watchful  care  of 
the  philanthropist,  whether  in  the  north 
or  south,  to  prevent  them  from  bein^^ 
thrown  out  of  employment,  and  redocea 
to  destitution. 

"  If  due  exertions  be  made  to  culti- 
vate the  minds,  and  protect  the  rights 
and  privileges  of  the  neoroes,  and  it  be 
nevertheless  found  that  they  cannot  con- 
tend, when  free,  with  white  competitors, 
but  *are  superseded  by  them,  still  the 
cause  of  humanitv  will  have  gained. 
The  coloured  people,  though  their  num- 
bers remain  stationary,  or  even  dimi- 
nish, may  in  the  meantime  be  happier 
than  now,  and  attain  to  a  higher  moral 
rank.  They  would,  moreover,  escape 
the  cruelty  and  injustice  which  are  the 
invariable  consequences  of  the  exercise 
of  irresponsible  power,  especially  where 
authoritv  must  be  sometimes  delegated 
by  the  planter  to  agents  of  inferior  edu- 
cation and  coarser  feelings.  And  last, 
not  least,  emancipation  would  effectually 
put  a  stop  to  the  breeding,  selling,  and 
exporting  of  slaves  to  the  sugar-grow- 
ing states  of  the  south  j  where,  unless 
the  accounts  we  usually  read  of  slavery 
be  exaggerated  and  distorted,  the  life  of 
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the  ne^ro  is  shortened  by  severe  toil 
and  sufPering. 

"  Had  the  white  men  never  interposed 
to  transplant  the  negro  into  the  New 
World,  the  most  generous  asserters  of 
the  liberties  of  the  coloured  race  would 
have  conceded  that  Africa  afforded  space 
enough  for  its  development.  Neither  in 
their  new  country,  nor  in  that  of  their 
origin,  whether  in  a  condition  of  slavery 
or  freedom,  have  they  as  yet  exhibited 
such  superior  qualities  and  virtues  as  to 
make  us  anxious  that  additional  millions 
of  them  should  multiply  in  the  southern 
states  of  the  Union ;  still  less  that  they 
should  overflow  into  Texas  and  Oregon. ' 

Oregon  reminds  us,  that  we  owe  a 
sentence  or  two  to  that  subject,  which 
recently  so  deeply  engrossed  the  at- 
tention both  or  Britons  and  Ameri- 
cans. We  have  not,  indeed,  touched 
upon  many  topics  that  enter  into  Ame- 
rican ''realities,"  not  from  want  of 
inclination,  or  of  materials ;  for  we  have 
not  even  glanced  at  Mr.  Wyse's  views 
of  the  mechanical  and  agricultural  pur- 
suits of  the  people,  nor  at  Dr.  Lyell's 
geological  revelations.';  we  have  not 
even  entered  upon  Mr.  Fetherston- 
haugh's  work,  giving,  as  it  does,  by 
far  the  best  views  of  life  in  the  less- 
visited  parts  of  the  south  and  west ; 
nor  the  Mexican  and  Indian  antiqui- 
ties; nor  the  state  and  prospects  of 
American  literature.  As  to  Ore- 
gon— its  geography,  natural  history, 
and  the  claims  and  rights  of  the 
contending  parties  to  the  possession  of 
it,  we  have  nothing  to  add  to  what  our 
readers  may  find  in  our  number  for 
March,  1843,  vol.  xxi. 

The  whole  question  of  Oregon— 
once  so  alarming  in  its  aspects  on  the 
peace  of  the  world,  is  now,  we  trust, 
finally  and  happily  settled;  and  we  are 
of  opinion  with  Mr.  Wyse,  that  had 
there  been  war,  President  Polk  would 
have  been  as  much  deceived  in  his  ex- 
pectations of  sympathy  from  the  Ca- 
nadians, as  we  are  sure,  with  the  de- 
ceased Mr.  O'Connell,  he  would  have 
looked  in  vain  for  support  from  Ire- 
land. 

The  truth  is,  that  as  former  Presi- 
dents bad  their  names  connected  with 
certain  great  measures  and  events.  Pre- 
sident Polk  had  fancied  that  his  would 
go  down  to  posterity  with  the  Madi- 
sons,  the  Jefiersons,  the  Jacksons,  as 
Polk  who  frightened  Britain  into  the 
surrender  of  Oregon.    Polk  and  Ore- 


gon would  sound  as  well  as  Jackson 
and  the  Bank  Charter.  Besides,  in 
bis  remote  western  circle,  surrounded 
by  the  highflyers  who  talk  of  the  Ameri- 
can eagle,  and  its  strength  of  pinion  and 
power  to  soar,  he  had  felt  some  mighty 
impulse  stirring  him  ;  and,  doubtless, 
said  to  General  Cass,  his  Euryalu 


**  Aut  pugnam,  aut  allquld  jamdudom  Invadere  inaf- 

nam 
Mens  agitot  mlhi ;  neo  placida  contenta  qniete  est." 

He  paused,  however,  while  there  was 
room  and  time  for  deliberation;  and 
when  he  inquired 

*'  Dline  hunc  ardorem  mentibfus  addtmt 
Earyale  ?    An  sua  caique  Peas  fit  dira  cupido  ?** 

he  came  to  the  conclusion — taking  the 
wisest  and  most  judicious  of  his  own 
countrymen  into  his  counsels — that 
the  latter,  not  the  former,  was  the 
source  of  his  inspiration. 

There  is  very  little  doubt  that  Pre- 
sident Polk  calculated  on  the  agitation 
and  confusion  of  Ireland,  and  fancied 
that,  provided  other  circumstances 
were  equally  unfavourable,  £ngland 
dared  not  assume  the  majestic  tone 
that  became  her,  in  asserting  her  rights, 
and  refusing  to  succumb  to  dishonour 
and  wrong.  The  enemies,  however, 
of  both  England  and  Ireland,  will  be 
happily  and  utterly  disappointed,  if 
they  anticipate  any  discordance  in  the 
encounter  of  a  common  foe.  An  Ame- 
rican, M'Connell,  gave  utterance  to 
the  feeling,  when  he  spoke  of  "  the  an- 
nexation'* of  Ireland  to  America ;  but 
O'Connell  could  tell  them,  that  in  case 
of  war,  the  Irish  would  be  found  "an- 
nexing*' themselves  to  America;  but 
then  it  would  be  as  the  Saturnian 
queen  was  "  annexed"  (addita)  to  the 
hapless  Teucri,  and  the  result  would 
be  the  same : 

"  Nee  Teucris  addita  Juno 
tTsqnam  aberit ;  cum  tu  lupplex  in  rebni  egenifl, 
Qoas  gentea  Italum,  aut  qoos  non  orareriB  urbes?** 

Or,  as  the  nolle  dog  of  Homer  "an- 
nexes*' himself  (^mirmrM)  to  the  beast 
of  prey : 

l^X*^  ^'  y^OUrWS  Tl  \\l^^0fA%f9f  n  2«XIM4.** 

Still,  however,  the  restless  aspira- 
tions of  the  Transatlantic  Republic — 
were,  **  Onward"  We  have  just 
seen  a  book  published  in  Americt^ 
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**  Life  in  California^"  by  an  Ame- 
rican, and  dedicated  to  a  Bosto« 
nian,  William  Starges,  ''One  of  the 
Early  Adventurers  to  the  Western 
Coast  of  America."  It  unfolds,  not 
obscurely,  the  spirit  that  delighted 
to  prey  on  Mexico's  weakness,  if 
it  dared  not  encounter  Britain's 
strength : — 

"  In  the  many  reyulsions  suffered  by 
Mexico/  says  this  writer,  "  ifrom  poli- 
tical struggles,  California  has  had  her 
share  of  domestic  disturbances,  and  for 
years  past  it  has  been  the  scene  of  nu- 
merous conflicts.  The  natives  possess 
an  inreterate  dislike  towards  Mexico, 
which  has  given  rise  to  sundrv  revolu- 
tions in  their  government.  The  time  is 
not  far  distant  when  they  will  cease 
from  such  broils,  and  either  become 
consolidated  into  an  independent  form 
of  government,  or  be  the  subjects  of 
some  foreign  administration.  Immigra- 
tion will  aid  the  former,  while  the  attrac- 
tion of  its  magnificent  and  giant  harbour 
of  St.  Francisco  may  in  a  very  few  years 
effect  the  latter." 

Again,  after  describing  the  anarchy 
during  the  war  between  America  and 
Mexico,  he  concludes  :•» 

*•  Many  would  have  been  thankful  for 
the  protection  either  of  England  or 
America;  and,  indeed,  a  great  many 
desired  it,  in  preference  to  the  detested 
administration  of  Mexico.  Perhaps 
there  are  many  who  feel  now  as  they 
did  then.  And,  in  this  'Age  of 
annexation,'  why  not  extend  '  the 
area  of  freedom  '  by  the  annexation  of 
California?  Why  not  plant  the  ban- 
ner of  liberty  there,  in  the  fortress 
at  the  entrance  of  the  noble,  the  spa- 
cious bay  of  St.  Francisco?  It  re- 
quires not  the  far-reaching  eye  of  the 
statesman,  nor  the  wisdom  of  a  contem- 
plative mind,  to  know  what  would  be 
the  result.  Soon  its  immense  sheet  of 
water  would  become  enlivened  with 
thousands  of  vessels,  and  steam  would 
ply  between  towns,  that  would,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  spring  up  on  the 
shores ;  while  on  other  locations  along 
the  banks  of  rivers,  would  be  seen  ma- 
nufactories and  saw-mills.  The  whole 
country  would  be  changed ;  and  instead 
of  one  being  deemed  wealthy,  by  being 
possessed  of  such  immense  tracts  as  are 
now  held  by  the  farming  class,  he  would 
be  rich  with  one  quarter  part.  Every 
thing  would^improve — population  would 
increase,  consumption  be  greater,  and 
industry  follow.  All  this  may  come  to 
pass ;  and,  indeed,  it  must  come  to  pass, 
for  the  march  of  emigration  is  to  tho 


West,  and  nought  will  arrest  its  ad- 
vance but  the  mighty  ocean." 

Since,  then,  much  progress  has  been 
made  for  the  preparation  of  the  way 
to  realize  these  expectations,  what 
shall  be  the  effect  of  the  present  con- 
test with  Mexico,  and  of  the  immense 
accession  of  territory  already  gained, 
or  hereafter  to  be  acquired,  upon  the 
destinies  of  that  continent,  we  may  not 
conjecture. 

We  are  not  of  those  who  envy  the 
extent  of  territory  possessed  by  Ame- 
rica, nor  her  rising  power,  wide- 
spreading  commerce,  and  rapid  pro- 
gress  in  literature,  science,  and  the 
arts.  We  do  not  dislike — nay,  we 
rejoice — to  see  her  take  her  share  in 
all  that  becomes  a  mighty  people,  for 
the  civilization  and  Christianization  of 
the  world ;  and,  even  though  she  has 
a  wilderness  on  her  western  frontier, 
that  would  afford  ample  scope  for  the 
exploring  energies  of  the  whole  civi- 
lized world,  sending  forth  her  ships  on 
voyages  of  discovery — like  Alexander, 
panting  after  new  worlds,  while  three- 
fourths  of  the  old  were  desert  and  un- 
explored. It  is  true,  she  is  not  equal 
to  "  The  Old  Country,"  whose  efforts 
for  discovery,  and  whose  colonial  pos- 
sessions, are  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  her 
own  narrow  boundaries ;  yet  we  read 
with  interest  the  voyage  of  her  disco- 
very-fleet of  five  ships,  for  five  years, 
in  five  massy  volume? — traversing  the 
broad  Pacific,  avenging  the  wrongs  of 
their  injured  and  murdered  country- 
men on  lawless  Feejee  barbarians,  and 
everywhere  finding  Americans  em- 
ployed in  civilizing  and  Christianizing 
the  islands  of  the  Southern  Ocean. 
But,  in  a  spirit  of  the  purest  friend- 
ship, we  wish  her  to  learn  the  lesson — 
as  important,  as  difficult,  for  indivi- 
duals and  nations — *<  to  bear  good  for- 
tune well ;"  and  when  we  read  what 
gratifies  us  of  her  prowess  and  pros- 
perity, we  feel  anxious  that  the  judi- 
cious writers  of  her  daily  and  periodi- 
cal press— and  she  has  many  of  them— i 
should  assume  the  office  which  the 
poet,  with  whose  sentiment  we  com- 
menced this  article,  assigned  to  his 
Muse,  in  reference  to  his  rising  friend ; 
the  office  first  of  Cangratidator,  and 
next  of  Monitor  ;— 

....**  Prlmtm  gAodere,  tubinde 
Fraoeptum  aoricnlU  hoe  initilUce  mementoi 
TJt  ta/ar/N/{(NN,  itc  noi  tt^  C«1m,  fcreauu." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


214  The  Death-Chant  of  King  Regner  Lodhroh  [^ug. 


THE  DE1.TH-CHAMT  OF   KIMO  REGMER  LODBROK. 

[The  song  presumed  to  haye  been  sung  in  his  dying  moments  by  Regner  Lod- 
brok^  'Kxus  of  Denmark  in  the  ninth  century,  has  obtained,  and  indeed  deserves^ 
a  world-wide  celebrity.  Regner,  as  my  readers  are  probably  aware,  was  one 
of  the  mightiest  and  most  successful  of  the  invading  conquerors  of  his  time,  and 
carried  his  victorious  arms  into  Ireland,  England,  Scotland,  the  Orkney  Isles, 
Norway,  Sweden,  a  large  portion  of  Russia,  and  most  of  the  countries  that  lie 
about  the  Archipelago.  Being,  however,  at  length,  defeated  in  battle  by  Ella, 
tiie  usurper-king  of  Northumberland,  he  was  barbarously  cast  by  that  monarch 
into  a  pit  swarming  with  serpents,  and  there  left  to  perish.  In  his  last  agonies 
he  is  poetically  supposed  to  have  chaiited  his  own  Death-lay — poetically,  I  say, 
for  there  is  scarcely  a  particle  of  evidence  that  the  composition  is  really  his. 
The  probability  is  much  greater  that  it  was  penned  or  suntf  by  his  second  wife, 
Kraka ;  and  indeed  it  is  rather  oftener  alluded  to  by  Sc&idinavian  writers  as 
the  Krakamal,  or  Song  of  Kraka,  than  as  the  production  of  Lodbrok  himself. 
That  Kraka  was  a  poetess,  is  admitted ;  many  of  her  verses  have  been  quoted 
by  Biomer  in  his  Nordiska  K'dmpa  Dater,  and  the  "  Death-chant"  is  specisJlj 
ascribed  to  her  by  the  historian  Grater  (see  his  Nord,  Blument  p.  28.)  At  the 
same  time,  too  much  stress,  I  grant,  should  not  be  placed  on  tne  mere  title  of 
the  poem,  for,  to  go  no  further,  the  Hako-Jiar-mal,  of  which  I  propose  to  give  a 
translation  shortly,  bears  the  name  of  Hako,  whereas  it  is  notoriously  the  pro- 
duction of  the  bard  Eyvind.  The  opinion  of  Thorlacius,  Van  der  Hagen,  and 
even  Suhm  (in  his  <*  History  of  Denmark")  is,  that  Uie  authorship  of  the 
**  Death-chant"  belongs  exclusively  to  the  chronicler  Bragi ;  and  even  so  ^reat 
an  authority  as  Professor  Finn  Ma^ussen  seems  disposed  to  regard  this  opinion 
as  more  than  merely  hypothetical,  if  one  may  judge  from  his  words.  *' Den," 
he  observes,  "var  efter  Suhms  Beretning,  der  vistnok  har  den  storste  Sandsyn- 
lighed  for  sig,  endskjondt  jeg  ikke  kiender  dens  Kilde."  (This  is  the  opinion 
of  Suhm,  and  I  consider  it  the  most  plausible  of  any  as  yet  offered,  though  I  do 
not  know  his  reasons  for  adopting  it.)  Others,  again,  have  refused  to  aicknow- 
ledge  in  the  poem  a  composition  earUer  than  one  of  the  twelf\ii  century ;  and 
certain  it  is  that,  as  though  to  perplex  commentators,  the  Skalda  nowhere'" 
alludes  to  it,  nor  does  the  annabst,  Olaf  Thordson,  who  died  about  the  year 
1200,  appear  cognizant  of  its  existence.  Amid  so  many  conflictmg  judgments, 
it  is  not,  perhaps,  easy  to  arrive  at  a  satisfactory  decision  with  regard  to  the 
question.  My  readers,  however,  will,  I  should  suppose,  be  likely  to  take  less 
interest  in  the  fact  concerning  the  authorship  of  the  poem  than  in  the  merits, 
whatever  they  may  be,  of  the  poem  itself;  and  it  is  therefore  with  the  more 
willingness  that  I  proceed  to  lay  before  them  the  following  translation — ^pre- 
mising, only,  that  I  have  had  in  every  stanza  thereof  the  wholesome  terror  of 
Voltaire's  denunciation  before  my  eyes — **  Malheur  a  vous,  faiseurs  des  tra^ 
ductions  litterales,  qui,  traduisant  chaque  parole,  enervez  le  sens.  G'est  bien 
U  qu*  on  pent  dire  que  la  lettre  tue,  et  que  Tesprit  vivifie !"] 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
*Tis  now  some  score... years  or  more,  since  first  we  sailed  away. 
As  blithe  as  larks,  in  our  barks,  at  the  ruddy  break  of  day. 

Far  across  the  high  North  I 
Twenty  and  three... kerls  were  we,  gay,  ironboned  and  fleet. 
Twenty  and  three  of  us  voyaged  away  to  achieve  a  glorious  fSeat— 
Away,  away,  at  the  dawn  of  day,  to  achieve  a  feat  of  wonder. 
With  blades  that  blazed  as  lightning,  and  anon  rasg  down  in  thunder. 

So  voyaged  we  form — 
I  and  twenty-two,  my  chosen  crew— but  my  name  was  as  yet  not  Lodbrok. 
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We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

Fdr  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hoirah  1 
A  serpent  lay  athwart  our  way,  on  the  lofty  shining  shore  ; 
AU  brass  to  pierce :  fiend  so  fierce  had  never  been  seen  before 

In  the  land  of  the  Goth  I 
My  warriors'  brands  brake  in  their  hands — I  alone  with  my  terrible  axe, 
Made  fly  into  shreds  his  plated  scales,  and  slew  him  in  four  attacks.* 
Yes !  let  the  winds  of  the  blastful  North,  wherever  abroad  their  breath  blow. 
Tell  high  and  low,  to  friend  and  foe,  that  my  arm  bestowed  his  death-blow  I 

Then  to  Thora  my  troth 
Was  plighted  for  life  ;t  and  she,  my  wife,  and  her  kindred,  called  me  Lodbrok.^ 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah  ! 
I  remember  well  how  many  fell  at  Eirar§  in  my  sight. 
In  its  boiling  gulf  the  water- wolf  had  a  fattening  feast  that  night. 

How  his  cubs  lapped  the  blood  1 
And  to  and  back  the  yellow-and-black  ...  prey-birds  flitted  around. 
The  black  waters  glared  in  the  ghastly  moon  like  one  wide  horrible  wound. 
Still,  to  and  back  the  yellow-and-blad:  ...  prey-birds  flitted,  croiJung ; 
Kever  before  had  they  quafled  at  gore  so  freshly  hot  and  smoking, 

As  on  that  lurid  flood. 
That  howled  under  those  among  our  foes  whom  Hela  laid  low  through  Lodbrok  I 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah ! 
While  yet  a  boy,  my  one  toy  was  the  three-ribbed  iron  spear ; 
Therewith  I  played,  unafraid,  and  joyous  many  a  year. 

jBut  anon  came  the  sword — 
The  broadsword  blue — and  daily  grew  less  ponderous  in  my  grasp  ; 
Less  weighty  for  me,  but  more  for  them  whom  it  brought  to  then:  final  gasp. 


*  In  the  ages  of  classical  antiquity,  heroes  combated  both  monsters  and  men 
alike ;  but  in  their  achievements  they  appear  to  have  for  the  most  part  contem- 
plated some  usefol  end.  In  Scandinavia,  on  the  other  hand,  warriors  would  seem 
to  have  fought  for  the.  mere  pleasure,  or,  as  we  Irish  would  say,  the  pure  f^n  of 
fighting,  and  perhaps  also  with  a  view  to  exhibit  their  prowess.  Nothing  is  told 
us  with  respect  to  any  local  or  other  advantage  derived  from  the  destruction  of  the 
serpent  mentioned  in  the  text.  We  might  suppose  the  whole  story  an  allegory,  but 
that  serpents  and  dragons  have  always  figured  very  conspicuously  in  the  Scandina- 
vian mythology.  For  that  matter,  it  is  true,  we  meet  with  them  east,  west,  north 
and  south.  The  narrative  in  the  Book  of  Genesis  unquestionably  involves  a  deeper 
mystery  than  any  that  can  attach  to  an  ordinary  tale  of  conquest  over  these 
monsters ;  but  the  European  legends  of  SS.  George  and  Michael,  and  their  combats 
with  dragons,  could  be  paralleled  by  many  of  the  most  popular  oriental  histories 
and  traditions. 

t  Thora  was  given  in  marriage  to  Reg^er,  as  a  reward  for  his  valour.  She  was 
the  daughter  of  Harald,  or  Haranth,  Jarl  (Earl)  of  Gothland.  See  the  Laudnama^ 
hok,  p.  384. 

X  Lody  Leathern,  Brok,  or  rather  Brakwr^  Trews.  If  we  mistake  not,  there  is  a 
Dutch  hero  in  Washington  Irvinc^'s  '*  History  of  New  York,"  who  bears  a  similar 
title.  Regner  wore  coarse  leathern  nether  garments,  it  seems,  to  protect  him 
from  injur jP  in  his  combat  with  the  serpent.  But  why  not  rather  steel  armour  ?  De 
M64I,  we  may  observe,  is  of  opinion  that  Lodbrok  signifies  Pean  dure,  or  Tough- 
skin,  and  that  it  is  the  natural  and  not  the  artificial  apparel  of  Regner  which  is 
here  alluded  to. 

§  At  present  Oreeuad  (the  straits  of  Helsing)  according  to  Sazo  Grammatioug. 
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Three  heroes  and  I,  with  swords  like  that,  dispatched  to  their  cold  clay  pillows 
Eight  haughty  Jarls^  by  the  dark  Thonau,*  whose  beach-reeds  drank  in  bdlows 

The  sweat  we  outpoured  I 
From  Skyf  the  three  were  fetched  by  m^  the  far-sailing  Regner  Lodbrok. 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark— huirah  I 
Know  ye  Elsinore  ?     From  its  shore  some  two-score  kerls  of  mine 
Sent  a  hundred  hauberked  Orkney  Norse  to  drink  of  Odin's  wine4 

We  had  hard  battling  there ! 
The  blue  blades  gleamed^  the  red  ea^  steamed,  the  fire^l  skies  burnt  black ; 
Then,  bark  by  bark,  up  the  dark  Iweefa  lay  our  track. 
By  fields  and  fiords  shields  and  swords  on  Uiat  dread  day  were  well  met ; 
Both  axe  and  glaive  on  that  day  clave  the  skull-bones  tlirough  the  helmet! 

I  had  armour  then  to  wear. 
Suits  on  suits,  an'  so  I  liked,  but  I  still  rode  Begner  Lodbrok, 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^huirah ! 
From  the  time  of  noon  until  the  moon  arose  on  the  swollen  ware 
We  rested  not,  for  our  blood  was  hot,  and  the  enemy  fiercely  brave. 

But  Harald  the  Bold 
Was  pierced  through  the  heart  by  a  random  dart,  and  fell  from  his  vessel-side ; 
The  battle  then  ceased,  §  and  We,  we  sailed  along  with  the  evening-tide. 
Prince  Harald's  domains  were  the  oft-ploughed  plains  of  Ocean's  measureless 

acres; 
No  Jarl  that  I  know  ever  rioted  so  amon^  rocks,  and  storms,  and  breakers. 

Of  the  truly  royal-soxiled 
Of  the  men  of  this  globe  was  Harald  the  Prince ;  I  say  it,  I,  Regner  Lodbrok  I 

vn. 

Wchave  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah ! 
On  Skarpey's  shore  the  purple  gore  had  the  look  of  a  living  sea. 
Our  strong-armed  young  ...  warriors  flung  their  shields  away  in  their  glee. 

-   ^ow  the  axes  did  swing ! 
The  javelins  hissed  through  the  smoke-blue  mist,  as  when  Urkas*  arrows  were 

hurled. 
By  the  giants  that  fell  from  Heaven  to  Hell,  at  the  Powers  of  the  Higher 
World, 


*  According  to  Worm,  this  was  the  Danube ;  and  his  coDJecture  is,  I  believe,  a 
correct  one. 

t  De  Meril  thinks  that  is  the  Iby,  while  Worm  rather  Donjectures  it  to  be  the 
Vistula.     The  settlement  of  the  point  is  not  of  much  importance. 

X  All  warriors  who  fell  in  battle  were,  according  to  the  belief  of  the  Norsemen, 
immediately  after  death  admitted  into  the  palace-halls  of  Odin.  The  Christian 
creed,  in  like  manner — if  I  may  so  speak  without  being  accounted  profane — guaran- 
tees to  those  who  die  martyrs,  instantaneous  entrance  into  heaven  without  passing 
through  any  middle  state. 

§  The  battle  ceased  directly  a  king  or  prince  on  either  side  happened  to  be  killed. 
In  slighter  mellays  a  mere  wound  sufficed  for  its  termination.  The  prevailing  no- 
tion was,  that  victory  would  ultimately  declare  for  the  first  slayer  or  wounder  of  a 
chief,  and  that  there  was  therefore  no  use  in  prolonging  the  contest.  The  reader 
may  trace  a  something  approaching  to  this  belief  in  the  well-known  couplet  in  Sir 
Walter  Scott's  poem— • 

*/.  Who  spUIf  the  fbremott  foeman's  lift, 
tftf  party  con^u^n  in  the  itrlfle.'* 
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I  slew  the  King,  the  mightiest  man  among  the  Norroway  Norsemen, 
I  split  him  throngh,  I  hewed  him  in  two,  at  the  head  of  my  chain-mailed  horse- 
men. 

He  was  Rafha  the  King  ; 
And  among  the  foe  there  were  wrath  and  woe,  and  cursing  of  Begner  Lodbrok ! 

vin. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark— hurrah  I 
On  nila*s  plain  ...  the  red  rain  ...  roared  in  torrents  down. 
There  many  Jarls  won  firesh  laurels  and  ever-during  renown. 

For  we  battled  hand  to  hand  I 
The  smell  of  the  blood  spread  many  a  rood  through  the  hot  and  clotted  air, 
And  brought  the  vulture  down  from  his  cliff,  and  the  wolf  up  from  his  lair. 

King  Eyastane,  though  he  fought  in  vain,  was  a  prince  of  dazzlinc  valor 

Dismay  was  unknown  to  his  mighty  heart,  and  his  brown  cheek  never  knew 
pallor. 

He  was  bom  for  command, 
And  was  wroth  to  yield  the  battle-field  to  even  a  Regner  Lodbrok ! 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords,  * 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah  I 
At  Innthur*s  isle  we  halted  a  while :  ye  doubtless  know  it  well ; 
A  barren  and  rough  . . .  region  enough,  all  precipice,  tarn,  and  feU. 

ftere  we  gave  the  geyer-hawk 
And  the  carrion  crow  such  a  feast,  1  trow,  as  rarely  falls  to  their  lot ; 
White  flesh  for  food,  and  for  drink  red  blood,  all  steaming  and  seething  hot  I 
The  giant- wolf  that  Hala  bestrides,*  who  scometh  Odin'^^raoit'    ' 
Mjght  gorge  himself  to  the  throat  that  night,  I  ween^  oto  hero^'  ^Orsea* 

Even  now,  they  who  watt:  •   ' 

O'er  the  spot  may  spy  what  bones  yet  lie . . .  stown  there,  t>y, Ao  Jiosts  of 

Lodbrokl  -5,  K    ^ 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords,  ,„„r-%"'^ 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — hurrah ! 
O  I  'twas  a  day  to  chant  lor  aye,  the  Day  of  Borgunthurhomb,t 
Where,  foot  by  foot,  we  battled  our  way,  over  the  steep  we  clomb. 

There  we  sweated  beads  of  blood  1 
There  hurtled  in  showers  those  shafts  of  ours  that  shattered  the  shields  of  our 

foes. 
And  scattered  in  flying  fragments  far  the  clangorous  brass  of  their  bows. 
There  Volknir  fell:  a  braver  leader  never  donned  casque  or  war  vest  j 
He  sowed  his  lands  with  slaughtered  men,  and  gave  tne  ravens  the  harvest ! 

He  mi^ht  well  have  withstood 
Any  foe  save  me,  but  his  trust  was  gone  when  he  met  with  Kegner  Lodbrok  I 


*  Hala  was  a  giant,  and  bestrode  a  gigantic  wolf  (invisibly)  through  all  the  re- 
gions of  the  North.  His  name,  however,  it  may  be  remarked,  is  commonly  used  by 
Uie  Scandinavian  poets  to  represent  indifferently  any  giant,  ogre,  or  vampire  what- 
soever. 

t  Legis  opines  that  this  is  the  isle  of  Bornholm.  Possibly  he  may  be  right,  but 
I  have  my  doubts.  Ptolemy  gives  Worm9  the  name  of  B»^$TdfAayos,  and  Pentinger 
calls  it  Bor^etomagus.  These  titles  are  barbarously  like  the  name  in  the  text . 
There  was,  moreover,  formerly,  in  the  Markgrave  of  Heppenheim,  a  tract  of  land 
called  Burgunthart.  Those  who  are  curious  on  this  point  may  consult  my  friend, 
Jacob  Grimm,  in  his  Deutsche  Heldensaget  p.  66. 
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We  have  hewn  with  otur  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah  I 
In  Flanders,  where  ...  we  lost  King  Freyr,  the  battle  raged  all  night-. 
And  thrice  we  drave  to  the  brink  of  the  wave  his  brazen  chariots  bright^ 

But,  woe  to  us  I  here 
Our  valour  was  vain ;  we  left  on  the  plain  a  hundred  knights  or  more. 
And  Hilda  mourned  our  loss  with  tears  ;*  we  had  never  succumbed  before  1 
Of  a  stalwart  build  was  Freyr  the  King  ;  his  limbs  were  broad  and  brawny ; 
But  he  fought  and  fenced  in  vain  against  the  triple-fold  shield  of  Hauny,t 

And  his  dark-bluish  spear 
Broke  short  on  that  wall !    I  saw  him  fall : — alas  1 1  Regner  Lodbrog  I 

xn. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah ! 
Anear  to  iEnglainJ  we  once  were  fain  ...  to  fight,  if  we  would  not  fly. 
While  hail-bolts  fell,  and  the  wrathful  yell  of  the  blast  rose  wild  and  high. 

We  were  only  One  to  Three — 
But  our  blades  were  good,  and  our  boiling  blood  made  light  of  the  ice  and  hail. 
And  we  struck,  in  our  ire,  whole  masses  of  fire  from  the  Enemy's  coats  of  maiL 
Six  days  we  fought ;  on  tie  seventh  mom,  where  the  coasts  of  the  Scythian's 

Ilwun§  rise. 
We  celebrated  the  Mass  of  Swords,  in  the  blood-red  rays  of  sunrise. 

Valthiof  had  the  sea 
For  a  nuptial-bed ;  the  bride  he  had  wed  was  widowed  by  Regner  Lodbrok! 


zm. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glorjr  of  Dannemark — hurrah  I 
At  Barthafirth,!  amiddle  their  mirth,  while  they  quafied  the  treacherous  mead. 
We  stormed  the  camp  of  some  fourscore  knights,  I,  Regner,  taking  the  lead. 

The  corpses,  half-armed. 
But  bloodless  and  black,  lay  on  our  track,  in  hideous  guise  around. 
For  the  sweat  on  our  swords  made  each  of  our  strokes  inflict  a  poisonous  wound. 


Hilda  was  the  Goddess  of  War.   She  naturally  lamented  the  defeat  of  Regner, 
as  the  most  distinguished  of  her  heroes. 

t  A  celebrated  pirate  and  brigand  of  the  ninth  century — the  Paul  Jones  and 
Schindcrhannes  together  of  Scandinavia.  He  was  successful  in  every  battle,  all 
weapons  constantly  breaking  against  his  shield,  which  was  popularly  supposed  to 
have  been  charmed  by  some  "  Wizard  of  the  North." 

X  Hunnvra  Suthica.  This  is,  doubtless,  the  Humber.  The  reader  may  remera* 
ber  Milton's  line — 

"  Or  Hnmber  loud,  tlutt  bean  the  8c7tliiui*«  name." 

§  Oddamessa,  The  occurrence  of  this  remarkable  expression  here  has  led  some 
commentators  to  question  the  fact  of  the  high  antiquity  claimed  for  the  <*  Death- 
Chant."  But  Christianity,  it  should  be  noted,  had  already  been  more  than  a  century 
established  in  England ;  and  the  rites  of  the  Mass  were  doubtless  familiar  to  the 
Pagan  Scandinavians.  That  Regner  spoke  in  derision  is,  I  believe,  the  opinion  of 
Ferguson  and  other  eminent  critics ;  but  I  should  conceive  that  the  dying  monarch 
was  by  no  means  in  a  jocular  mood,  and  that  he  merely  borrowed  the  phrase  for 
the  nonce,  as  best  calculated  to  express  the  nature  of  the  ceremony,  whatever  that 
was,  which  appears  to  have  been  gone  through  on  the  occasion  to  which  he  alludes. 
I  may  here  be  permitted  to  add,  in  corroboration  of  the  probable  justness  of  this 
view  of  the  passage,  that  the  funeral  rites  of  Balder,  who  was  burned  at  the  stake 
long  before  the  introduction  of  Christianity  into  Scandinavia,  popularly  went  by 
the  name  of  Kjfndilmessa,  or  mass  of  (blazing)  faggots. 

I  This  is  probably  the  Frith  of  Perth. 
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Till  the  stormy  tide  roBlied  in,  and  swept  to  a  watery  pillow  and  pallet 
The  prostrate  foes  we  had  felled  by  blows  as  thick  as  ttom  Odin's  Mallet ! 

AfW  this,  all  unharmed. 
We  put  out  to  sea,  and  I  crowed  for  glee,  I  shouted,  I,  Regner  Lodbrok  I 

xnr. 
We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark— huirah  1 
Twas  a  wintry  morn,  in  HaUmings-bom,*  when  first  we  descried  a  host 
Of  horse  and  foot,  that  rapidly  bore  .  .  .  down  towards  us  on  the  coast. 

So,  we  sprang  to  the  beach ; 
And  we  battled  until  .  .  .  each  cliff  and  hill  appeared  to  whirl  and  reel— 
I  slew  eleven  stout  kerls,  myself,  with  hatchets  of  stone  and  steel. 
Oh !  I  felt  as  proud  as  in  the  hour  when  first  my  right  hand  bore  a 
Blue  spear  in  the  fray,  or  as  on  the  day  when  I  won  my  bright-haired  Thora. 

Well,  too,  fought  all  and -each 
Of  my  hardy  crew,  for  the  heroes  knew  that  their  Leader  was  Regner  Lodbrokl 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah  I 
At  Northumrar  our  Battle-star  scarce  shone  with  so  brilliant  a  glow. 
There  three  times  ten  of  our  mightiest  men  were  laid,  as  by  lightning,  low. 

Night  came  down  on  us  dark, 
With  storm  and  sleet ;  but  we  scorned  retreat ;  some  twenty  or  more. were 

drowned  ; 
And,  with  Morning's  light,  a  ghastly  sight  encountered  our  ffaze  around — 
By  valley  and  clinsteeds  gory  and  stiflf  with  their  riders  weltering  under- 
Strewn  arms,  crushed  casques,  and  the  livid  flesh  masques  of  skulls  that  lay 
cloven  asunder  1 

Among  the  cold  and  stark 
Was  the  giant  Bal-dngh ;  he  was  eight  feet  high,  and  the  friend  of  Regner 


XVI. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
AtYolthur's  mouth,  in  the  Isles  of  the  South,  we  had  cause  of  wailing  and  woe : 
So  savage  a  host  as  thronged  the  coast  we  never  had  met  for  a  foe- 
Soon  their  victory  was  won  I 
The  shower  of  their  quick  steel  shafls  rose  thick  .  •  .  and  black  on  the  loaded 

air. 
And  in  vain  our  gallant  warriors  fought  with  the  frenzied  rage  of  Despair, 
I  saw  my  son  hurled  down  the  steep,  my  noble  son  RaugvoUo — 
His  bones  yet  bleach  on  the  stormy  beach  below  in  Dallathar's  Hollow ! 

My  own  heroic  son  I 
I  mourned  him  with  tears,  but  in  after-years,  I  avenged  him  well,  I,  Lodbrok  I 


xvn. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrahl 
At  Vetraforthf  we  Men  of  the  North  had  a  terrible  fight,  in  truth, 
Horse  lay  on  horse,  and  corse  on  corse,  of  the  Flower  of  the  Lrish  Youth, 
^d  our  own,  he^>ed  and  blent  1 


•  Can  this  be  Haddington  Bay  ?  t  Waterford. 
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There  fell  the  Prince,  Mac-Art :   not  since  .  .  .  have  I  met  with  a  brayer 

chief— 
But  our  own  ranks,  too,  were  thinned  to  a  few ;  so  our  stay  in  the  isle  was 

brief. 
We  left  the  Dead,^  as  a  feast  outspread,  to  the  Wolf-dog  and  the  Raven^. 
And,  with  ships  ill-stored,  then  went  on  boards  and  steered  away  from  the 

haven. 

Not  with  overmuch  content ! 
But  Dannemark  still  had  blood  to  spill,  and  she  trusted  in  Regner  Lodbrok  I 


xvm. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

^  For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — hurrah  I 
There  was  a  mist  on  the  mom :  the  sun  rose  shorn,  at  first,  of  his  fiery  pride — 
But  he  soon  he  shone  out ;  then  broke  a  shout  £i*om  the  faithful  few  by  my 
side  I 

What  a  sight  we  beheld  1 
On  the  strand  anear,  lay,  pierced  with  a  spear,  my  brave  son,  Agnarbrand, 
While  my  henchman  Than  held  angry  parle,  it  seemed  with  a  hostile  band. 
We  leaped  on  shore !    By  the  Hammer  of  Thor  but  it  largely  lightened  add 

thundered. 
The  barbarous  hordes  fell  under  our  swords,  and  went  down  to  hdl  by  ihc 
hundred. 

Our  blows  would  have  compelled 
Even  Hamdir's  shield  and  arms  to  yield,*  had  he  fought  that  day  against 
Lodbrok ! 


XIX. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
My  henchmen  swore  to  wade  in  gore  to  the  knees  for  ten  days*  time. 
For  they  mourned  the  youth  whom  a  savage  unruth  had  massacred  ere  his 
prime. 

And  "  Revenge  I"  was  their  cry. 
So,  in  Skada*s  Bay,  from  day  to  day,  the  stems  of  their  ships  and  mine 
Shone  dark  and  bright  with  a  purply  light,  as  if  bathed  in  lustrous  wine. 
And  the  glaring  fiood  around  ran  blood,  so  long  as  the  ten  days  lasted, 
And  each  acre  of  soil  that  had  thriven  through  toil  we  left  all  bloody  and 
blasted. 

All  was  blood,  sea  and  sky, 
And  earth  and  air !    A  T\Tiolesale  Slayer  for  the  time  was  Regner  Lodbrok  I 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axe^  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
At  Lindisfame  there  yawned  a  tarn  :  'twas  wide  and  deep  to  i 
"  Now,  whoso  springs,"  I  said  to  the  Kings  of  the  Isle — and  these  were  three — 

'*  O'er  the  tarn,  shall  be  Chief  1" 
But  they  mocked  my  words,  and  drew  their  swords,  and  we  battled  from  Noon 

to  Night, 
And  a  hundml  suits  of  mail  were  the  fruits  of  our  valour  in  the  fight. 
Ere  break  of  day  we  voyaged  away  to  the  south  o'er  glassy  surges — 
Disdaining  rest,  for  our  arms,  we  guessed,  were  Odin's  appointed  scourges ! 

Everywhere  our  stay  was  brief ; 
The  conqueror  hath  such  a  call  to  wrath!  —  and  I  was  the  world-famed 
Lodbrok  I 
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XXI. 

We  haye  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark^ — ^hurrah  I 
Twas  at  Alasond  1    Its  warriors  shunned,  at  firsts  our  slaughterfbl  arms. 
Bat  soon  they  poured,  with  club  and  sword,  adown  on  our  host  in  swarms. 

And  we  faced  them,  nothing  loth  I 
Tl^re  fell  the  Prince  of  the  Dazzling  Locks,  the  Favorite  of  the  Fair-^ 
Tke  Pride  of  the  North  for  Valor  and  Worth— the  Childe  of  the  Golden  Hair  I 

ELing  Horn>  too,  a  Groth 
Of  an  honored  line,  as  old  as  mine,  sank  under  the  steel  of  liodbrokl 


xxn. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark^ — ^hurrah  I 
The  bossed  shield  rang ;  the  broadsword  swang ;  the  casque  was  fent  and 

riven ; 
Hie  strong  steel  cuirass  shivered  and  sprang,  from  the  force  of  the  fierce  blows 
given. 

Souls  were  sent  to  Odin  fast  1 
li  was  in  the  far-famed  Onlugar,*  the  loveliest  isle  of  isles — 
We  spoiled  and  slew  its  Nobles  and  Chiefs ;  they  lay  dead  piles  on  piles  I 
Oar  swords  devoured  flesh,  marrow,  and  bones,  with  the  hunger  of  raging 

dragons. 
And  the  r^  blood  flowed  as  though  hot  wine  glowed  and  gushed  from  a  million 
flagons! 

Till  time  itself  be  past 
The  fury  and  might  of  that  dreadful  fight  will  magnify  Begner  Lodbrok ! 

xxni. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
O,  Hilda  t  why  ...  did  I  not  die  ...  in  arms  on  the  battle  plain? 
I  courted  Death ;  I  had  worn  the  wreath  of  Conqueror  not  in  vain — 

I  had  worn  it  overlong  1 
The  Brave  soon  learn  what  the  Wise  discern,  that   Life  brings  little  but 

Pain; 
Who,  sire  or  youth,  can  say  with  truth  he  would  live  his  own  again  ? 
A  slave  in  soul  is  the  craven  wretch  that  can  hus  to  his  heart  the  sorrow, 
The  toil,  the  crime  of  this  warring  world,  and  ctSmly  pursue  each  morrow 

His  career  of  Woe  and  Wrong ! 
Not  foch  am  1 1    Let  me  dazzle  and  die !    So  ever  said  Begner  Lodbrok  1 


We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark, — ^hurrah  I 
I  count  it  just — as  a  hero  must — ^that  Conflict  ri^  to  the  knife— 
For  man  against  man,  and  clan  against  clan,  is  ^e  Law  of  Strife  and  Life. 

An  despise  the  poltroon. 
While  he  reveres  even  where  he  fears,  and,  in  spite  of  his  nature,  pays 
His  tribute  of  homage  to  manly  Valour  in  admiration  and  praise. 
The  man  who  would  move  a  maiden  to  love,  whether  menial  or  monarch's 

daughter 
Must  stand  as  a  rock,  amid  the  shock ...  of  spears  on  the  Day  of  Slaughter. 

It  is  then  a  willing  boon 
The  damosel's  heart — not  bought  at  mart — ^but  as  Thora's  to  Begner  Ledbrok  t 


*  Anglesea. 
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We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark> — ^hurrah  I 
I  now  perceive  that  the  Nomas*  weave  the  thread  of  each  man's  years ; 
Each,  when  too  late,  reads  his  fate ;  it  is  when  his  death-hour  nears  1 

Little  once  did  I  dream. 
Even  on  that  day  ...  when  I  lay  ...  all  fkint  on  my  vessel's  deck. 
While  dark  blood  ...  as  a  flood  ...  streamed  from  my  head  and  neck, 
O I  little  I  thought  that  Ella  the  Banff  was  destined  as  my  victor—- 
That  I  should  he  in  this  hideous  pit,  bound  hand  and  foot  by  his  lictor ! 

But  all  gloom,  without  a  gleam, 
All  darkness  is  his  Future  unto  each,  as  to  Lodbrok  1 

XXVI. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah ! 
Closed  is  my  race — I  go  to  mj  place  in  the  Dome  of  the  warlike  Dead. 
It  is  Odin  who  calls :  ...  in  his  halls  ...  the  banquet  lieth  spread. 

And  the  wine  burneth  bright. 
Let  me  rejoice  that  I  hear  his  voice — that  ne  welcomes  me  among 
The  Mighty  of  old,  the  Litrepid^souled  our  Northern  skalds  have  sung  I 
Oh !  they  shall  see  ...  one  in  me,  well  worthy  their  proud  greeting — 
There  shall  be  thunder  and  storm  in  Heaven,  I  promise  them,  on  our  meeting. 

Gods  and  men  shall  unite 
To  give  me  the  meed  of  each  great  deed  that  I  wrought  on  Earth,  I,  Lodbrok  I 

xxvn. 
We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords. 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah ! 
I  perish  here,  ...  but  my  sphere  ...  is  henceforth  wider  and  higher, 
^d  Aslug's  t  five  ...  sons  will  strive  ...  in  battle  for  their  sire. 

They  will  conquer  Ella  yet ! 
So  soon  as  they  know  that  I  undergo  to-day  the  fiercest  pdns 
Of  Death  in  tiiis  ...  accurst  abyss,  their  arms  will  sweep  the  plains. 
For,  braver  youths  I  never  have  known  ;  they  inherit  and  will  not  smother 
That  high  heroic  fire  of  soul  that  burned  withm  their  mother  1 

This  o'ermasters  all  regret 
I  else  might  feel  that  Fate  should  deal  thus  fearfully  hard  with  Lodbrok  I 

xxvm. 
We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  swords, 

For  the  glory  of  Dannemark — hurrah  I 
My  hour  draws  nigh ;  ...  yet  I  hie  without  fear  to  my  ffloomful  goal. 
Ye  fanged  snakes,  your  fury  makes  no  terror  in  my  soiu  I 

Gnaw  and  sting  till  I  expire  I 
Above  my  grave  ...  the  blue  glaive  ...  wiU  mow  its  hundreds  down : 
My  sons  wm  soon  avenge  my  death,  and  trample  Ella's  crown — { 
Full  well  I  know  that  those  leal  youths  will  neither  halt  nor  slumber 
Until  they  have  slain  both  him  and  his,  and  wasted  all  Northumber 

With  steel  and  flaming  fire. 
As  an  oflering  made  to  appease  the  shade  of  their  father,  Regner  Lodbrok  I 


•  The  Parc«. 

f  This  was  the  true  name  of  Regner's  second  wife,  though  she  usually  went  by 
that  of  JTraAa,  or  the  Crow,  perhaps  from  the  blackness  of  her  hair.  Her  fire  sons 
were  called  Ivar  (or  Hingvar),  Biauru,  llvitserk  (or  Hubba),  Sigurth,  and  Raun- 
valla.  It  is  either  a  highly  poetical  thought  in  Regner,  or  a  sad  blunder  of 
his  poet,  to  associate  the  latter  slain  hero  with  his  brothers  in  their  work  of 
vengeance. 

%  This  prediction  was  folBlled  to  the  letter  in  the  year  867,  when  Ella  was  ocm« 
quered,  and  put  to  death,  with  exquisite  tortures,  by  the  sons  of  Lodbrok. 
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ZZIX. 

We  have  hewn  with  our  axes  and  gwords, 

For  l^e  glory  of  Dannemark — ^hurrah  I 
My  course  is  run  I    Fifly-and-one  ...  %ht8  have  I  seen  to  their  dose. 
Thrice  ten,  and  fifteen  ...  times  I  have  oeen  ...  victorious  o*er  my  foes  1 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  fair  Earth  I 
Farewell,  bright  sun  I    My  course  is  run,  a  course  I  never  deplored— 
On  the  dark-red  wall  of  the  Skalds'  high  Hall  shall  henceforth  hang  my  sword  t 

Battles,  banquets  and  mirth 
Will  survive  I  wot— and  wheref(»re  not  ?«-the  death  of  Begnor  Lodbrok  1 


All  is  o'er  1    Ha  1  what  shadowy  forms 

Are  flitting  through  the  pit  to  and  fro  1 
They  beckon  me  hence  I    Come  they  thence  ...  whither  I  now  depart  ? 
Soon  shall  I  know  I  ...  the  final  throe  already  rends  my  heart  I 
Hark !    I  hear  their  silent  words ! 
*The  Disir*  are  we  I    We  are  sent  to  thee,  to  lead  thee  to  a  home 
Of  pomp  and  gloom  beyond  the  tomb  I    Fear  nothing,  hero,  but  come  I" 
It  is  well !     I  go ' — 1£  to  Weal  or  Woe,  I  wiss  not  well,  and  care  not — 
Wherever  be  cast  my  future  lot,  mine  arm  shall  smite,  and  spare  not  !— 

So  the  clash  of  shields  and  swords 
Bat  sound  in  his  ear,  he  hath  no  fear  of  his  destiny,  Regner  Lodbrok  \ 


*  The  Disir  were  an  order  of  demon-angels  commissioned  by  Odin  to  maintain  a 
constant  watch  over  the  actions  of  mankind.  They  were  particularly  partial  to 
great  heroes,  always  waited  on  them  in  their  last  hoars,  and  after  death  introdueed 
them  into  the  Scandinavian  Paradise. 
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HORJE   GREaOBlANiE, 


BT  O.  H,  8H0OBV. 


I  HAD  snatched  but  a  harried  sight  of 
the  most  prominent  among  the  wonders 
of  Rome^  when  passing  southwards,  in 
the  last  days  of  Noyember,  and  having 
basked  away  the  winter  months  under 
the  sky  of  Naples,  I  returned,  about 
the  b^inning  of  March,  to  the  holy 
city,  where  it  was  my  purpose  that  the 
holy  week  should  find  me  a  sojourner. 
On  my  arrival,  I  found  the  whole  Ro- 
man world,  stranger  as  well  as  native, 
streaming  towards  the  quarter  of  the 
Lateran,  some  to  perform,  others  to 
see  performed,  an  act  of  devotion,  to 
which  was  annexed  the  benefit  of  three 
thousand  and  odd  years'  plenary  indul- 
gence. This  was  the  ascent  of  the 
scala  Aonta,  which,  as  the  reader  pro- 
bably knows,  is — or  is  not  ? — the  stair- 
case of  the  Prsetorium,  or  palace  of 
the  Roman  governor  at  Jerusalem, 
which  was  trodden  by  the  feet  of 
Christ,  when  conducted  by  his  accusers 
before  Pontius  Pilate.  This  relic-* 
more  august,  if  the  tradition  respect- 
ing it  be  true,  than  all  the  ruins  of 
the  Forum,  and  richer  than  all  the 
riches  of  ihe  Vatican — was  brought 
from  the  east,  I  know  not  when,  nor 
by  whom,  but  probably  by  some  cru- 
sader or  some  pilgrim  of  the  eleventh 
or  twelfth  century,  when  men  went  to 
Jerusalem  for  rehcs,  as  they  do  now  to 
Rome  for  antiques,  and  if  they  brought 
but  money  and  faith,  were  quite  as 
little  likely  to  come  away  disappointed. 

Whoever  brought  the  staircase,  there 
it  is  now,  in  a  small  chapel  built  ex- 
pressly to  receive  it,  beside  the  gigan- 
tic church  of  the  Lateran,  and  within 
view  of  the  Porta  San  Giovanni,  by 
which  the  traveller  coming  from  Naples 
enters  the  eternal  city ;  and  hither,  as 
above  set  forth,  everything  within  the 
circuit  of  Rome's  walls,  that  had  a  knee 
to  bend  or  an  eye  to  gaze  withal,  was 
wending  its  way  at  the  moment  of  my 
arrival,  either  to  perform  the  ascent  to 
which  80  much  spiritual  profit  was  at- 
tached, or  to  look  on  while  others  per- 
formed it. 

It  is  a  long  way  from  the  Piazza  di 
Spagna,  which,  with  the  streets  adja- 


cent, is,  during  the  "  season,*'  a  sort 
of  Roman  Little  Britain,  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  Lateran ;  and  I  deter- 
mined to  save  myself  a  journey  for 
some  ensuing  day,  by  stopping  at  once 
to  contemplate  the  strange  spectacle 
which  the  spot  I  was  on  presented.  I 
do  not  know  if  it  be  correct  to  call  the 
building  that  contains  the  scala  santa 
a  chapel.  It  is  an  open  pavilion,  the 
whole  breadth  of  which  is  occupied  by 
three  parallel  staircases,  terminating 
above  in  a  kind  of  lobby,  or  platform, 
and  here  it  is  possible  that  an  altar 
may  stand,  but  I  have  no  recollection 
of  having  observed  such  an  object.  In 
truth,  the  picture  before  me — a  living 
and  moving  one — left  little  observation 
to  be  bestowed  on  its  inanimate  frame. 
A  dense  mass  of  human  beings,  young 
and  old,  male  and  female,  of  all  classes^ 
and  apparently  of  all  countries,  covered 
the  central  staircase  from  bottom  to 
top,  painfully  working  their  way  up 
the  sacred  steps  on  their  knees.  This 
is  the  only  manner  in  which  it  is  law> 
ful  to  ascend  the  scala  santa :  neither 
the  hand  nor  the  foot  may  touch  its 
hallowed  surface.  To  creep  up  on 
all  fours  would  be  scarcely  a  less  pro- 
fanation than  to  walk  up ;  the  knees 
are  the  only  part  of  the  human  body, 
the  contact  of  which  is  not  considered 
to  violate  its  sanctity.  A  numerous 
crowd,  collected  about  the  stair-foot, 
continually  fed  the  ascending  stream, 
and  was  itself  every  moment  reinforced 
by  new  devotees  dropping  in  in  every 
direction.  Nothing  could  be  more 
heterogeneous  than  the  composition  of 
the  multitude,  nothing  more  pictu- 
resque than  the  motley  variety  of  cos- 
tume and  physiognomy  which  it  pre- 
sented. The  Roman  from  the  Tras- 
tevere  was  there,  with  his  sullen  brow, 
and,  no  doubt,  with  his  stiletto  hid  in 
his  waistband.  There  was  the  bearded 
friar,  of  mortified  aspect,  and  at  his 
side  the  peasant  girl,  with  her  bronze 
cheek  and  her  flashing  eyes,  her  quaint 
square  head-tire,  scarlet  boddice,  and 
system  of  petticoats,  of  all  the  colours 
in  the  rainbow.  Brigand-looking  fiigures 
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of  men  were  there,  elbowed  by  sleek 
citizens,  who  would  have  been  woefully 
ill  at  ease,  had  they  chanced  upon  such 
company  in  some  sequestered  part  of 
the  Campagna.  Shepherds  were  there, 
whose  coat  was  nothing  more  than  a 
sheepskin,  with  two  holes  for  the  arms, 
and  whose  nether  limbs  were  enveloped 
in  raw  hides  for  hose,  curiously  gar* 
tered  about  with  thongs  of  the  same, 
to  keep  them  on.  Then  there  were 
figures  in  the  garb  of  pilgrims,  who 
had  journeyed  to  Rome  expressly  for 
purposes  of  devotion  or  of  penance. 
There  were  Armenians,  too,  and 
'^  united**  Greeks,  giving  a  dash  of 
oriental  character  to  the  scene ;  and 
there  were  beggars,  problems  of  filth 
and  raggedness  beyond  all  solving,  of 
whose  neighbourhood  few  lefl  the 
sacred  place  without  carrying  away 
some  memento.  Nor  was  there  want- 
ing a  goodly  proportion  of  those  classes 
whose  country  is  not  indicated  by  their 
habit,  persons  of  the  middle  and  higher 
ranks,  in  which  all  national  distinction 
has  lost  itself  in  the  uniform  style  of 
dress  adopted  generally  throughout 
Europe;  the  ugliest  form,  perhaps, 
into  which  the  primeval  fig-leaf  has  yet 
developed  itself,  and  the  universal  pre- 
valence of  which  seems  to  me,  more 
than  any  thing  else,  to  prove  that  the 
world  is  in  its  dotage,  and  cannot  last 
much  longer.  However,  what  the  garb 
did  not  reveal,  the  features  and  com- 
plexion did,  and  there  was  as  little  pos- 
sibility of  mistaking  the  Englishman, 
the  German,  and  the  Italian,  as  if  they 
had  carried  labels  on  their  foreheads 
to  refer  them  to  their  respective  tribes. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the 
mixture  of  feelings  with  which  one 
gazed  on  this  extraordinary  scene — 
the  strange,  perplexing,  irritating  sen- 
sations produced  by  all  that  ad- 
dressed itself  to  the  eye  and  the  ear. 
The  restless,  uncouth,  shuffling,  joint- 
leu  kind  of  motion,  that  pervaded  the 
ascending  column,  really  dizzied  one's 
brain ;  and  the  continuous  low  sighing 
sound — partly,  no  doubt,  expressive  of 
religions  emotion  (indeed,  the  eyes  of 
many  were  streaming  with  tears,  as 
they  dragged  themselves  on),  but 
partly,  too,  of  pain  and  fatigue,  bodily 
distress  and  exhaustion — issuing  from 
more  than  a  thousand  breasts  at  once, 
opprcMed  one's  own  breast  with  a 
sense  of  nightmare,  and  exercised  a 
dreanrfiucination  that  made  it  equally 


disquieting  to  stay,  and  impossible 
to  go. 

In  the  uppermost  step  is  a  cross,  set 
in  the  stone,  which  each  penitent 
kisses  as  he  completes  the  ascent  ; 
having  passed  this,  he  b  at  liberty  to 
stand  up,  being  no  longer  on  the 
ground  hallowed  by  the  divine  tread. 
Those  who  have  made  the  ascent,  come 
down  by  the  side  staircases,  as  it  is  not 
permitted  to  descend  the  scdla  sarUcu 
People  whose  penitential  feeling  is  of 
more  than  common  intensity,  do  not 
content  themselves  with  one  ascent* 
Some  repeat  the  exercise  a  prodigious 
number  of  times,  and  lay  up  for  Uiem^ 
selves  ages  and  cycles  of  indulgence^ 
in  which  the  period  of  the  world's 
duration  loses  itself  like  a  drop  in  the 
ocean.  A  poor  woman,  the  wife  of  a 
man  who  attended  me  as  a  servant 
while  I  sojourned  in  the  holy  city, 
went  up  so  often,  that  she  brought  on 
a  spitting  of  blood,  and  was  obliged  to 
leave  off  from  sheer  physical  inability 
to  kneel  in  an  upright  posture.  Had 
she  been  allowed  to  use  her  hands, 
she  would  have  done  it  twice  as  often* 
But,  even  should  the  penitent  fall  on 
his  face,  he  must  recover  his  erect 
position  without  helping  himself  in  the 
way  that  nature  instinctively  prompts ; 
and  where  there  is  such  a  press  of 
ascendants,  so  wedged  and  so  locked 
together  as  to  rob  their  movements  of 
everything  like  freedom,  and  urged  on 
without  cessation  by  the  numbers 
thronging  up  from  behind,  it  is  n3t 
to  be  wondered  at  if  one,  now  and 
then,  should  lose  his  balance  in  the 
course  of  an  ascent  of  eight- and- 
twenty  steps. 

Among  the  English  at  Rome  that 
year  (it  was  1831),  there  was  a  young 
man,  named  L— ,  whose  recent 
abandonment  of  the  tenets  of  Protes- 
tantism was  making  no  little  noise 
among  his  compatriots,  especially  as  ha 
was  known  to  be  animated  by  all  the 
proverbial  zeal  of  a  neophyte,  and  had 
already  gained  over  a  somewhat  con- 
spicuous convert  to  hb  new  creed,  in 
tne  person  .of  a  clergyman,  of  aristo- 
cratic birth,  and  or  those  peculiar 
views  in  religion  which  the  holders 
of  them  designate  as  "evangelical." 
L  was  an  assiduous  frequenter  of 

the  scalOf  one  ascent  of  which  he  held 
to  be  equal  in  merit  to  a  whole  life  of 
ordinary  good  works:  in  fact,  as  he 
argued,  the  former  was  a  more  direct 
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complisihce  with  our  Saviour's  com- 
mand to  '' follow  him*'  than  the  latter. 
He  was  of  an  heroic  faith,  was  L 
quite  ready  to  exclaim  with  the  judi- 
cious Tertullian,  "  Credo  quia  impos- 
sibile.'*  He  was  the  only  Roman 
Catholic  I  ever  met  with»  who  avow- 
edly believed  that  the  "holy  house" 
of  Lorelto  was  carried  by  the  angeb 
from  Nazareth  to  Tersati  in  Dalmatian 
in  the  year  1291,  thence  to  Recanati  in 
tialy»  in  1295,  and  finally,  in  the  same 
year,  to  the  favoured  place  where  it 
now  stands.  However,  he  told  me, 
for  my  own  encouragement,  in  case  the 
choking  character  of  this  legend  should 
happen  to  tbe  the  only  difficulty  in  the 
way  of  my  becoming  a  "  Catholic," 

{hat  the  church  does  not  enjoin  the 
relief  of  it  on  the  faithful,  as  necessary 
to  salvation,  which,  no  doubt,  is  ex- 
tremely considerate  of  her.  I  pro- 
mised L  ,  in  consequence,  that  if 
ever  1  found  the  road  to  Rome  cleared 
of  all  other  difficulties,  I  would  not 
stop  short  at  the  Three  Taverns  for 
thi^  one. 

At  that  time  defections  from  the 
Anglican  Church  to  the  Roman  were 
not  things  that  happened  every  day, 
and  L  .'s  conversion — or  perver- 
fiion,  if  the  reader  will — was  an  event 
sufficiently  out  of  the  common  to  make 
him  the  "lion"  of  the  moment,  though 
1  confess  I  never  heard  him  roar 
without  suspecting  that  the  hide  of  the 
king  of  cats  covered  an  animal  better 
fitted  by  nature  to  eat  thistles  than 
men.  Nevertheless,  he  certainly  car- 
ried off  some  of  the  English  that  year 
at  Rome,  and  I  have  heard  that  the 
beast  of  prey  developed  itself  in  him 
to  an  alanning  extent  after  his  return 
to  England. 

The  zoologicij  question  apart,  I 
found  L— —  an  interesting  study,  and 
I  cultivated  him  as  such.  The  story  of 
his  conversion,  which  he  was  fond  of 
telling,  was  not  without  its  moral.  As 
early  as  eight  years  old,  it  was  a  stum- 
bling-block to  him  to  hear  the  minis- 
ter say  in  the  church  service,  and  to 
have  himself  to  say  in  the  catechism — 
"  I  believe  in  the  holy  Catholic  Church." 
He  could  not  see  why  Protestants 
should  call  theCatholicChurch"holy." 
If  it  was  holy,  why  did  they  protest 
against  it  ?  Then  he  had  heard  dark 
lues  of  the  doings  of  this  "  Catholic 
Church"— the  dungeons  and  torture- 
chambers  of  the  Inquisition^  the  fires 


of  Smithfield,  the  massacre  of  Saint 
Bartholomew,  the  dragonadi^s — stales 
that  reproduced  themselves  in  his 
nightly  dreams,  and  long  filled  him 
with  a  vague  fear  of  solitude,  even  by 
day;  and  the  church  that  has  done 
these  things  he  was  to  call  "holy." 
It  was  a  riddle  past  his  finding  out. 

At  a  suitable  age  he  was  placed 
under  the  tuiticm  of  a  clergyman,  a 
man  of  great  worth  and  abifity,  but 
of  the  modem  or  so-called  "evan- 
gelical" school  in  religion.  L 
now  thought  he  had  a  fine  opportunity 
of  getting  a  solution  of  his  difficulty 
about  the  "  Catholic  Church."  He 
spoke  to  his  tutor  on  the  subject,  and 
the  latter  informed  him  that  the  true 
catholic  or  universal  church  was  an 
invisible  community,  consisting  of  all 
those  who  held  "evangelical"  views, 
no  matter  to  what  denomination  or 
sect  they  belonged ;  and  that  it  tras 
in  this  invisible  or  spiritual  church* 
and  not  in  the  visible  body  to  which 
the  Romanists  applied  the  name,  that 
Protestants  professed  their  belief,  when 
they  employed  the  words  of  the  creed 
referred  to.     With  this  explanation, 

in  default  of  a  better,  L was  fidn 

to  content  himself,  and  the  prmciples 
it  indicated  were  those  upon  which  the 
whole  system  of  religious  instruction 
imparted  to  him,  for  some  years  from 
this  time,  was  based.  In  his  fourteenth 
year,  however,  an  event  occurred, 
which  brought  about  the  crisis  of  his 
life.  Thb  was  the  introduction  of  an 
old  emigrant  a^^^  into  his  tutor's  house^ 
to  give  lessons  in  French  to  L 
and  his  fellow-scholars.  The  abbe  was 
the  first  Roman  Catholic— a  foriiorit 
the  first  Roman  Catholic  priest — that 
L  had  ever  seen,  and  it  rather 

took  him  by  surprise  to  find  the  old 
gentleman  so  little  of  an  ogre.  It  was 
difficult  to  believe  that  uiat  benevo- 
lent-looking brow  could  darken  into 
the  frown  of  a  ruthless  inquisitor^  that 
those  meek  eyes  could  sparkle  with 
pleasure  to  see  a  poor  little  Protestant 
ooy  twisting  before  a  slow  fire,  or  that 
that  kind,  encouraginc  yoioe,  with  a 
touch  of  sorrow  even  m  its  cheerful- 
ness, could,  and  would,  if  curcom- 
stances  did  but  permit^  order  the 
thumbscrews  to  be  applied  to  the  re- 
verend tutor  himself.  Equally  difil- 
cult  was  it  to  persuade  one's  self  that  he 
had  a  miniature  rack  at  his  lodgingSt 
for  the  purpose  of  patting  any  iinfbr- 
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fortunate  neighbour's  cat  he  could  lay 
hands  on  to  the  question,  or  that  his 
customary  solace  of  a  Sunday  evening 
was  to  consign  all  the  mice  he  had 
caught  in  his  cage-trap  during  the 
weeKy  to  the  fires  of  a  mimic  auto  da 
fe.     In  short,  L  began  to  suspect 

that  a  certain  lady  was  not  so  scarlet 
as  she  was  painted,  and  that  «  Fox's 
Book  of  Martyrs'*  might  not  be  quite 
so  true  as  the  Gospel.  It  happened 
one  day  that  he  found  himself  alone 
with  the  abbct  and  his  old  difficulty  of 
the  '•  Catholic  Church"  recurring  to 
his  mind,  he  determined  to  try  how 
far  the  views  of  a  Romish  priest  on 
the  subject  might  agree,  or  disagree, 
with  those  of  his  tutor.  The  extreme 
opposition  in  which  he  found  the  two 
statements  surprised  him.  His  tutor 
had  told  him  of  an  invisible  church, 
the  members  of  which  were  joined  to- 
gether in  no  ostensible  organization, 
out,  on  the  contrary,  were  Itept  asuU' 
der  by  the  countless  variety  of  conflict- 
ing organizations,  in  which  they  were 
joined  with  those  who  were  no  mem- 
bers of  their  spiritual  communion  at 
alL  The  Frenchman  found  it  no  hard 
task  to  show  him  the  incompatibility 
of  all  this  with  the  notion  of  the 
church  as  exhibited  in  the  Scriptures 
—as  •*  a  city  set  upon  a  hill ;"  as  "  the 
pillar  and  ground  of  the  truth ;"  as 
"a  body  fitly  joined  together,  and  com- 
pacted by  tbat  which  every  joint  sup- 
plieth,"  and  in  which  no  member  can 
say  to  another,  **  I  have  no  need  of 

thee."    He  easily  showed  L ,  in 

short,  that  neither  he  (that  is,  L ) 

nor  his  tutor,  believed  in  a  church  at 
all;  that  they  had  no  evidence  of 
the  existence  of  their  invisible  com- 
munity of  evangelicals,  scattered  among 
the  different  denominations  and  sects 
of  Christendom ;  and  that  even  sup- 
posing such  a  community  did  exist, — 
that  is,  supposing  that  each  of  those 
denominations  and  sects  did  contain  a 
certain  number  of  persons,  who  held 
certain  opinions  in  common,  still  their 
consent  m  these  opinions,  being  far 
less  conspicuous  than  their  disagree- 
ment in  other  things,  could  never  sup- 
ply the  place  of  that  unity  by  which, 
according  to  the  intention  of  the  ador- 
able Founder  of  the  church,  the  world 
was  to  be  led  to  believe  in  his  divine 
misdon. 

It  was  no  part  of  the  plan  of  nwn- 
meut  Vabbi  to  apprize  his  pupil  that 


the  principles  in  which  the  latter  had 
been  brought  up  were  not  those  of  the 
church  of  which  he  was  a  member. 
On  the  contrary,  it  was  most  desirable 
that  he  should  continue  to  suppose,  as 
he  had  hitherto  done,  that  the  *'  low- 
churchisra"  of  his  tutor  was  the  only 
position  lefl  for  those  who  rejected 

the  pretensions  of  Rome.     L was 

now  convinced  that  he  had  never  "  be- 
lieved in  the  Holy  Catholic  Church ;" 
he  was  artfully  led  to  the  conclusion-^ 
or  at  least  he  was  not  warned  against 
concluding — that  nobody  who  was  not 
a  Romanist  did  believe  in  it,  and  a 
Romanist  he  at  once  became.  Totally 
ignorant  of  the  existence  of  a  way  in 
religion,  which  was  neither  ultra- Pro- 
testant nor  Popish,  he  no  sooner  felt 
that  he  had  no  firm  footing  in  the 
former  of  these  extremes,  than  he  na- 
turally threw  himself  headlong  into  the 
other. 

I  am  indebted  to  L— —  for  some 
new  lights  upon  points  of  history  which, 
if  his  views  be  correct,  are  still  the 
subjects  of  very  general  misapprehen- 
sion in  this  country.  The  students  of 
the  German  college  at  Rome  wear  red 
gowns :  this  colour,  L  told  me^ 

was  adopted  at  the  time  their  college 
was  founded,  namely,  the  time  of  "the 
so-called  Reformation,"  in  allusion  to 
the  persecution  then  raging  against  all 
Catholics  in  Germany,  which  dyed  the 
white  robe  of  the  faith  with  the  blood 
of  so  manv  of  its  wearers.  Up  to  that 
time  1  had  been  under  the  impression 
that  the  ''persecution**  was  on  the 
other  side,  and  that  the  blood  in  which 
the  "  Catholics"  of  that  age  sealed 
their  faith,  was  that  which  had  run  in 
the  veins  of  its  impugners.  This,  it 
seems,  was  a  mistake.  Mistdces  are 
like  dogs  ;  every  one  of  them  has  its 
day.  But  every  day  has  its  morrow, 
when  the  mistake  is  found  out,  or  the 
dog  hung.  The  age  we  live  in  may  be 
called  the  age  of  the  detection  of  his- 
torical mistakes.  What  has  not  our 
nineteenth  century  accomplished  in 
this  way  ?  What  one  fact  do  we  be- 
lieve now  in  the  way  it  was  believed 
fifty  years  ago  ?  The  whole  world  of 
the  past  stands  on  its  head.  Perkin 
Warbeck  was  the  Duke  of  York ; 
Bloody  Mary  was  a  princess  of  a  par- 
ticularlv  tender  disposition ;  Pope  nil- 
debrand  was  a  saint ;  Wallenstein  was 
a  loyal  subject;  Shakespeare  never 
stole  a  deer  in  his  life ;  Oliver  Crom- 
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well  was  not  a  humbug ;  Hazlitt  had 
no  pimples;  the  Prussians  won  the 
battle  of  Waterloo  ;  and — it  was  John 
Huss  that  burned  the  Council  of  Con- 
stance. 

One  consequence  of  my  acquaintance 
with  L-- — was/ that  I  learned  a  good 
deal  of  what  was  going  on  in  the  Ro- 
man "religious  world."  Among  other 
things  that  he  imparted  to  me  (always 
with  a  Tiew  to  my  soul's  health)  were 
certain  circumstances  connected  with 
tb«  recent  election  of  Pope  Gregory 
XVI.,  indicating  the  more  than  com- 
mon satisfaction  of  heaven  with  the 
said  election,  and  portending  a  great 
consequent  accession  of  prosperity  to 
the  cause  of  religion.  As  history,  in 
her  purblind  way,  will  probably  over- 
look the  circumstances  in  question, 
when  compiling  her  records  of  this 
pontifTs  reig^,  perhaps  I  can  do  no 
better  than  put  them  at  once  out  of 
the  way  of  oblivion,  by  inscribing  them 
on  the  time-defying  columns  of  Alma. 

The  sacred  college,  on  the  demise 
of  Pius  VIII.,  were  greatly  perplexed 
in  their  choice  of  a  successor  to  the 
pontifical  chair.  The  times  demanded 
the  promptest  election,  yet  along  time 
had  elapsed,  and  what  hand  was  to  hold 
the  keys  remuned  still  undetermined. 
Pius  had  died  on  the  last  night  of  No- 
vember, 1830:  the  whole  of  December 
was  past,  and  nearly  the  whole  of 
January,  and  the  body  of  the  faithful 
was  still  *' acephalous."  Meanwhile, 
the  troubles  of  Europe,  or  at  least  of 
European  governments,  which  had 
commenced  with  the  "  three  days*'  at 
Paris,  were  spreading,  like  the  cho- 
lera* from  duchy  to  duchy  of  Ger- 
many, from  canton  to  canton  of  Switz- 
erland, and  how  soon  they  might  come 
pouring,  like  Hannibal  and  his  Afri- 
cans, over  the  Alps,  the  devil  alone, 
who  was  at  the  bottom  of  them,  could 
tell.  I  myself  had  been  assured  at 
Bologna,  in  the  preceding  November, 
by  a  valet  de  place,  ytho  told  me  he 
could  speak  English  like  a  native — and 
who  did,  but  not  like  a  native  of  Eng- 
land— that  there  would  be  a  revolution 
in  the  papal  states  before  six  months 
were  gone  by ;  and,  no  doubt,  where 
things  of  this  kind  were  so  openly 
talked  of  to  strangers,  some  vague 
murmur  of  them,  at  least,  had  found 
its  wav  to  the  ears  of  those  whom  they 
more  immediately  concerned.  On  all 
accounts,  religions  and  secular,  it  was 


bad  to  be  without  a  pope,  and  yet  of 
getting  a  pope  there  did  not  seem  to  ■ 
be  the  remotest  prospect.  The  delays 
it  is  said,  arose  from  the  clashing  in^ 
trigues  of  France  *and  Austria*  wha 
played  their  game  with  such  exquisite 
balance  of  skill,  that  there  waa  eveiy 
reason  to  fear  it  would  never  get 
played  out. 

It  must  be  recollected,  that  what 
makes  the  election  of  a  pope  a  matter 
so  slow  to  come  to  a  conclusion  is,  that 
the  voting  is  by  ballot,  that  no  one 
can  be  declared  elected  who  has  not 
two-thirds  of  the  voices,  and  that  per- 
haps not  one  of  the  electors  is  entirely 
without  some  hope  that  the  choice  may 
fall  on  himself. 

While  things  were  in  this  unsatis- 
factory position,  an  old  friar,  in  one  oC 
the  innumerable  convents  that  beatify 
the  seven-hilled  oity,  had  a  vision.  St. 
Peter  stood  at  his  bedside  with  the 
unappropriated  keys  in  his  hand»  and 
asked  him  (the  friar,  **  a  very  slinple 
man/*  L-^-^  said)  who  he  thought 
ought  to  have  them.  The  simple  maa 
was  quite  confounded  at  being  ooo* 
suited  by  such  a  personi^e,  and  on  such 
a  point ;  and  humbly  replied,  that  that 
was  a  matter  far  above  his  judgment, 
but  that  he  was  sure  the  person  pre- 
destinated from  all  eternity  to  the 
charge  in  question  would  turn  out  to 
be,  on  the  whole,  the  fittest,  and  that 
of  course  no  one  knew  better  who 
that  person  was,  than  the  very  saint 
it  was  permitted  his  unworthiness  to 
speak  to.  Several  nights  in  succession 
the  visit  was  repeated,  and  the  same 
conversation  took  place.  At  length, 
another  and  a  more  illustrious  visitant, 
even  the  blessed  among  women  herself, 
appeared  at  the  bedside  of  the  friar, 
and  instructed  him,  when  St.  Peter 
next  came  and  asked  who  should  be 
pope,  to  answer  **  Cardinal  JMauro 
CappeUari"  for  that  this  disting^shed 
ecclesiastic  was  indeed  pre-ordained 
from  before  all  ages  to  fill  the  aposto- 
lic seat  in  these  dangerous  and  unbe- 
lieving times,  and  that  he  was  the 
chosen  instrument  to  restore  the 
church  to  her  ancient  glory  and  power, 
and  to  establish  the  true  faith  over  the 
whole  earth. 

This,  L told  me,  was  not  the 

only  revelation  which  had  been  made 
on  the  subject.  Many  holy  persons  at 
Rome  had  seen  visions,  and  dreamed 
dreams,  all  purportmg  Uiat  the  various 
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f(MnQM  of  evil  in  the  world — infidelitj,  2Dd  of  February*  1831^  Cardinal  Man. 

berefl^f  and  the  rest — would,  during  roCappellari  was  proclaimed  pope»  and 

tbe  pontificate  of  Gregory  XVI.  unite  bestowed  the  apostolic  benediction  upon 

tb«ir  forces,  and  come  to  a  head ;  and  the  expectant  multitudes  from  the  front 

tbaty  after  some  terrible  effects  of  this  of  the  Basilica  Vaticana.  He  appeared 

league,  all  the  parties  to  it  would  meet  in  the  vestments  appertaining  to  his 

a0&ll  more  terrible  destruction^  and  new  dignity,  attended  by  two  cardinals^ 

tbea  wotikl  begin  the  millennium.  All  and  nobody  could  deny  that  he  was  a 

the  holy  nuns  and  abbots,  and  that  sort  man  of  a  goodly  presence,  with  no  pro* 

of  people,  who  bad  the  gift  of  pro-  minent  bad  point  about  him  but  his 

pbeey^  deelared  glorious  times  to  be  nose.  However,  the  prophecies  "whieh 

coming.  went  before  on  him  "  had  intimated  that 

It  is  remarkable  that,  at  the  veij  his  reign  was  to  have  a  stormy  begin* 

time,  the  Irvingites  were  pro-  ning,  and  this  soon  began  to  be  ful- 


phesying  to  the  very  same  effect  in  filled.f  His  election  was  received  with 

London,  and  the  Lardonites  in  Swit-  some  discontent  by  the  Romans,  not  on 

zerland.*  the  ground  of  his  personal  qualities* 

Well,   St.   Peter  came    again  the  for  on  this  score  all  admitted  that  there 

night  afler  the  visit  of  the  Virgin  Mo-  was  only  room  for  the  most  cordial  ap* 

tber,  with  the  ustuil  question.     The  probation ;  but  he  was  a  foreigner-- 

'<  simple  man  "  answered  him  in  all  that  is,  he  was  not  born  within  the  es* 

siaiplicity,  as  he  had  been  instructed  tates  of  the  church ;  he  was  a  native  of 

by  Mary,  and  the  next  day,  being  the  Belluno,  in  the  Venetian  territory,  and 


*  The  sect  of  the  Lardonites  originated  at  Yverdun,  in  Switzerland,  about  the 
same  time  that  that  of  the  Irvingites  made  its  appearance  in  London.  A  close  re« 
seasblanoe  subsisted  between  these  two  sects,  in  all  their  leading  features,  and  I 
cannot  bat  think  that  an  authentic  account  of  them,  as  well  as  of  some  communi- 
ties nearly  similar,  which  arose  at  the  same  period  in  different  parts  of  Germany, 
in  Sweden,  and  in  France,  would  form  a  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of 
epidemic  insanity.  Like  the  Irvingites,  the  Lardonites  boldl v  took  in  hand  the  in- 
terpretation of  the  unfulfilled  prophecies;  loudly  denounced  all  the  rest  of  Christen- 
dom as  apostate  and  drunken  with  the  wine  of  Babylon ;  declared  themselves  raised 
up  to  be  the  messengers  of  one  last  warnino^  to  mankind  before  the  coming  of  the 
day  of  judgment ;  professed  to  be  governed  by  apostles  who  have  their  vocation  by 
direct  revelation  from  heaven  ;  permitted  women  to  speak  in  their  meetings,  and 
were  proficients  in  the  unknown  tongues.  The  Swiss  enthusiasts,  however,  seem 
to  have  been  a  littU  crazier  (or  perhaps  more  hearty  in  their  enthusiasm^  than  the 
English.  They  sent  no  letters  bjr  post,  because  St.  Paul  always  sent  his  by  some 
brother  or  sister,  such  as  Onesiphorus,  or  Tychicus,  or  Phebe.  They  burned 
a  parcel  of  Csesar  Malan's  hymn-books  at  their  apostle's  feet,  because  the  Ephesian 
converts  did  the  like  with  their  books  of  magic.  Being  unable  to  perform  **  signs 
and  wonders,"  and  yet  feeling  that  a  mission  such  as  Uieirs  ought  not  to  be  with- 
out that  kind  of  evidence,  they  resolved,  with  great  straightforwardness,  to  make 
signs  and  wonders  of  themselves,  which  the  men  effected  by  suffering  their  beards 
to  grow  (on  the  principle  that  all  Christians  are  Nazarites),  and  the  women,  by 
wearing  their  hair  over  their  faces  in  the  manner  of  a  veil,  that  being  the  use  for 
which,  according  to  1  Cor.  xi.  15,  a  woman's  hair  is  pven  to  her.  There  were  eight 
Lardonites  left  m  1837,  when  I  was  last  in  Switzerland :  they  sat  on  a  bench,  with 
a  table  before  them,  hokling  the  last  judgment,  to  which,  however,  an  unbelieving 
world  could  not  be  got  to  come. 

t  Incontestably,  the  leading  feature  of  the  epoch  was  that  which  became  pope*8- 
nose,  when  Cardinal  Mauro  Cappellari  became  pope.  It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that 
this  organ,  on  finding  itself  in  the  responsible  position  of  being  followed  by  him 
whom  the  whole  Catholic  world  followed,  actually  grew  two  inches  in  length — as 
if  it  felt,  in  some  obscure  way^  of  its  own,  that  the  age  called  for  prcj^ss.  Some 
years  later,  when  it  had  attained  a  development  hardly  less  astouncung  than  that 
of  Mr.  Newman's  theology,  the  Romans  took  so  many  liberties  with  it,  in  the  shape 
of  caricatures  and  pasqumades,  that  the  police  felt  itself  called  on  to  interfere ; 
and  noses  were  placed  m  the  index  of  subjects  not  to  be  handled  with  levitpr,  at 
Rome,  aapeenrSf  about  the  same  time,  were  at  Paris.  The  utmost  indulgence  m  the 
jocular,  that  a  Roman,  after  this,  ventured  to  permit  himself,  was  to  touch  Ms 
nose  whenever  he  passed  a  gendarme,  and  remark,  as  if  for  his  own  edmonition, 
"  Di  questa  eosa  non  si  parla  piU," 
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every  body  knows  that  the  Romans 
count  the  Venetians  almost  as  little 
their  felIow-countrymen>  as  the  Ply- 
mouth people,  according  to  Dr.  John- 
son, do  the  folks  at  Plymouth  dock. 
Another  point,  not  in  the  new  pope's 
favour,  was  his  being  a  monk,  the  tem- 
per of  the  time  being  hostile  to  the 
whole  conventual  system.*  Then  there 
were  elements  of  disorder  already  at 
work  in  the  Ecclesiastical  States,  as 
well  as  in  the  rest  of  Europe.  Among 
the  Romans  themselves,  there  were 
enough  who  wanted  to  have  no  pope 
at  all ;  and  the  licence  of  the  times  (the 
carnival  having  just  commenced)  fa- 
voured the  views  of  those  who  medi- 
tated a  disturbance  of  the  existing  or- 
der of  things.  The  very  day  after  his 
election,  the  new  pontiff  received  the 
tidings  of  the  insurrection  at  Modena, 
and  in  other  cities  of  Italy.  On  the 
9th  of  February,  that  is,  seven  days 
after  his  accession  to  the  sovereignty 
of  the  church,  he  addressed  a  paternal 
proclamation  to  the  subjects  of  the 
Holy  See,  exhorting  them  to  quietness 
and  order.  But  the  exhortation  bore 
little  fruit.  Bologna  had  broke  out 
in  insurrection  on  the  4  th  of  February, 
and  was  declaring  the  temporal  power 
of  the  pope  abolished,  while  bis  coro- 
nation was  actually  taking  place  in  St. 
Peter's  at  Rome.  Ferrara,  Ancona, 
Urbino,  followed  the  example ;  and,  on 
the  1 2th,  the  metropolis  itself  caught 
the  flame,  and  was  the  scene  of  a  revo- 
lutionary attempt.  It  was  towards 
eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  this 
day,  that  the  stillness  of  the  Eternal 


City  was  broken  by  the  rattle  of  mus* 
ketry,  startling  her  strangely-mingled 
population  like  the  first  pulse  of  an 
earthquake.  From  fifty  to  sixty  per- 
sons, it  seems,  had  assembled  in  the 
Piazza  Colonna,  which  was  barricaded 
on  the  side  next  the  Corso  with  slight 
wooden  palings,  on  account  of  the 
horse-races.  During  the  day,  military 
posts  had  been  established  in  different 
parts  of  the  town,  and  the  guards 
strongly  reinforced  ;  and,  in  addition 
to  these  precautions,  a  numerous  patrol 
traversed  the  streets  Arom  nightfall. 
In  passing  along  the  Corso,  the  assem- 
blage in  the  Piazza  Colonna  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  officer  command- 
ing the  patrol,  and  his  suspicions  were 
aroused  by  the  manner  in  which  they 
had,  as  it  were,  entrenched  themselves 
behind  the  palisading  already  referred 
to.  He  challenged  them — they  made 
no  answer  ;  he  called  on  them  to  dis- 
perse— thev  kept  their  ground ;  he  ad- 
vanced with  his  men  to  dislodge  them 
from  their  post — they  met  him  with  a 
brisk  discharge  of  pistols.     He  how 

fave  the  word  to  fire,  a  volley  of  mus- 
etry  followed,  and  by  the  time  the 
smoke  rolled  off,  there  was  not  an  in- 
surgent to  be  seen  ;  the  piazza  was 
cleared — the  smoke  itself  had  not  va- 
nished more  noiselessly  than  they  whose 
retreat  it  covered.  It  was  evident  that 
the  insurgents  had  expected  the  mili- 
tary to  run  away ;  and  that  thev  did 
noU  remains  a  riddle  to  all  who  know 
anything  of  Roman  soldiers  to  this 
hour.  The  only  solution  of  the  diffi* 
culty  I  can  suggest  is,  that  they  voould 


*  Indeed  the  secular  clergy  were  not  in  much  better  odour  at  Rome,  just  then, 
than  the  regular.  A  priest  was  stilettoed,  that  same  Lent,  at  the  altar :  the  as- 
sassin, it  was  said,  was  a  jealous  husband,  and  so  unpopular  was  evervthing  eccle- 
siastical at  the  time,  in  the  city  of  ecclesiastics,  that  public  sympathy,  notwith- 
standing the  monstrous  sacrilege  connected  with  the  act,  was  altogether  in  favour 
of  the  perpetrator  of  it.  Another  man  was  stabbed  one  fine  March  day  in  the  Via 
San  Bastianello,  under  my  very  windows ;  but  this  was  not  so  romantic  a  business 
as  the  other,  for  the  sufferer  was  only  a  clerk  of  Torlonia's,  and  was  at  his  desk 
again,  as  well  as  ever,  a  day  or  two  afterwards.  A  priest  of  my  own  acquaintance, 
and  who  was  giving  me  Italian  lessons,  came  in  one  evening  out  of  breath,  and  as 
pale  as  if  he  had  met  the  ghost  of  Remus.  He  had  been  attacked  by  bravoes  in  the 
very  Piazza  di  Spagna,  as  he  passed  the  foot  of  the  great  stairs  leading  up  to  the 
Trinity  dei  Monti.  These  stairs  are  great  places  for  cutting  throats,  as  the  church 
at  the  top  of  them  is  one  of  the  holiest  in  the  holy  city,  and  enjoys  the  privileges  of 
a  sanctuary.  My  little  Abbate  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  have  to  do  with  a 
clumsy  practitioner,  and  the  stroke  aimed  at  him  did  not  take  effect.  "  I  did  ron,** 
said  he,  telling  the  story,  "  like  a  bear."  The  only  motive  he  could  suppose  to  have 
instigated  the  attempt  on  his  life,  was  the  prevailing  hatred  of  the  clergy :  he  had 
no  personal  enemy  that  he  was  aware  of,  but  his  three-cornered  hat  was  sufficient 
to  mark  him  out  for  the  dagger.  After  that,  I  had  to  take  my  Italian  lessons  in 
the  morning,  for  there  was  no  getting  my  Abbate  omt  again  at  night. 
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have  ran  away,  after  firing,  had  not 
their  adversaries  anticipated  them  in 
the  movement.  When  Roman  meets 
Romany  then  comes,  not  the  "  tug  of 
war,"  but  the  question  for  each — 
whether  to  run  at  once,  or  to  wait  a 
moment  and  see  will  the  other  do  it. 

None  of  the  shots  from  the  insurgent 
t)art7  had  taken  effect ;  and  as  the  /n- 
CLZza  presented  no  traces  of  blood,  it 
appeared  that  the  fire  of  the  patrol  had 
been  equally  inoffensive.  That  real 
bullets  bad,  notwithstanding,  been  dis« 
charged,  was  sufficiently  manifest  next 
morning,  for  they  were  found  sticking 
in  the  shutters  and  door-frames  of  va- 
rious shops  in  the  Corso,  opposite  to 
the  spot  where  the  encounter  had  taken 
place.  Nobody,  therefore,  could  say 
that  the  soldiers  had  not  been  in  dan- 
fferj  and  the  consciousness  of  this,  no 
doubt,  made  them  think  with  a  just 
pride  of  the  night  past,  and  with  no 
less  just  a  terror  of  the  night  coming. 

The  next  ni^ht,  however,  passed 
over  without  disturbance,  but  on  the 
morning  of  the  fifteenth,  tricoloured 
cockades  were  found  scattered  along 
the  streets,  inscribed  with  the  words, 
**  questo  o  la  morte — this,  or  death  I" 
which  was  undeniably  very  bold  lan- 
guage, though  less  impressive,  perhaps, 
than  it  miffht  have  been,  had  the  re- 
treat of  the  Piazza  Colonna  not  been 
so  exceedingly  prompt.  In  the  course 
of  the  day  placards  were  posted  in  all 
quarters  of  the  city,  by  order  of  the 
authorities,  announcing  that,  for 
weighty  reasons,  the  carnival  was  cur- 
tailed of  the  three  days  it  had  yet  to 
run  (it  was  rumoured  that  the  conspi- 
rators  had  fixed  on  that  very  day  to  seize 
the  carriages  parading  the  Corso,  and 
to  convert  them  into  barricades  ^  la 
mode  de  Paris)  ;  the  theatres  also  were 
closed,  and  vigorous  measures  taken  to 
render  an  outbreak  impossible.  But 
the  insurrection,  though  checked  in 
the  capital,  grew  more  formidable  every 
day  in  the  provinces ;  it  spread  rapidly 
along  the  coast  of  the  Adriatic ;  the 
town  and  fort  of  San  Leone,  with 
forty  pieces  of  cannon,  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  rebels,  who  opened  the 
prisons,  and  thus  made  some  recruits, 
who  had  no  reason  to  love  the  existing 
government  or  laws;  Ancona  next 
opened  its  gates  to  the  insurgent  army, 
and  it  was  not  loi^  before  Spoleto, 
Fofigno»  Terni,  and  Narni,  in  like  man- 
ner eipoiiBed  tiie  revolutionary  cause. 


In  short,  the  pope  was  in  a  fur  way 
of  being  left  with  as  little  worldly 
power  as  ever  St.  Peter  himself  could 
boast  of,  when  Austria  interfered,  and 
restored  things  to  their  former  posi- 
tion. 

Among  the  leaders  of  the  insurrection- 
ary movement,  were  two  of  the  younger 
members  of  the  Buonaparte  family,who, 
it  seems,  saw  nothing  unbecoming  in  this 
kind  of  return  for  the  papal  hospitality 
exercised  towards  their  house.  One 
of  these  young  scamps  was  shot  in  a 
skirmish,  which  the  zealous  Romanists 
looked  upon  as  a  most  extraordinary 
intervention  of  divine  agency,  and  a 

manifest  judgment.  Indeed,  L did 

not  hesitate,  in  informing  me  of  the 
event,  to  say  that  **  one  of  the  Buona- 
partes had  been  struck  dead ;"  he  took 
care,  however,  not  to  add,  that  it  was 
a  bullet  he  had  been  "  struck"  with. 

Another  miracle  that  occurred  in 
the  course  of  this  war  was  the  follow- 
ing : — During  the  siege  of  Rieti  by  the 
insurgents,  a  |^tremendouR  hail-storm 
came  on,  which  poured  out  its  undivided 
fury  upon  the  ranks  of  the  besiegers, 
not  one  hailstone  falling  within  the 
walls ;  so  that  the  garrison  fought  in 
downright  luxury,  while  their  assail- 
ants could  not  so  much  as  look  up  to 
the  walls  to  see  who  was  shooting  them, 
without  having  their  eyes  knocked  out 
by  a  bullet  from  the  clouds.  Pictures 
representing  this  miracle  were  to  be 
seen  in  all  the  shop-windows  at  Rome; 
and  certainly  nothing  could  be  bluer 
than  the  hail  shower,  nor  more  scarlet 
than  the  fires  spouting  from  the  ram- 
parts of  the  town. 

I  remember  asking  Chiavari,  Tor- 
Ionia's  son-in-law,  how  the  war  was 
going  on.  *'  Oh,  capitally,"  was  his 
answer :  "  the  rebels  baven*t  a  leg  to 
stand  on.  The  pope's  general  has 
posted  himself  in  the  most  advantage- 
ous manner,  taken  up  the  most  beauti- 
ful position  that  ever  was  seen.  He's 
at  one  side  of  a  river,  and  the  rebels 
are  at  the  other,  and  they  can't  get  at 
him  at  all.  Poor  fellow !  he  has  no 
troops  with  him,  or  he'd  beat  them  to 
ajedv.  But,  you  see,  that's  just  the 
drawback." 

Well,   this  beginning  of  his  reign 

gave  Gregory  Xvl.  quite  as  much  as 
e  wanted  of  the  carnival,  and  he  would 
most  surely  have  abolished  it  alto- 
gether, if  he  had  not  felt  that  that 
was  the  most  infallible  way  he  could 
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take  to  bring  about  a  revolution  in 
earnest.  However,  he  did  the  next 
thing — he  forbid  masks.  A  carnival 
without  masks  he  thought  would  offer 
fewer  facilities  to  the  hatching  of  trea-, 
son.  Grievous  was  the  grumbling  of 
the  Romans  at  this  prohibition.  Your 
Roman  is  habitually  a  gloomy  variety 
of  your  species  homo:  you  shall  not 
meet  with  a  more  serious-looking  po- 
pulace anywhere  in  Christendom  than 
that  of  the  eternal  city.  But  what 
looks  to  be  seriousness  is  sullenness : 
verily,  an  ill-humoured  generation  are 
the  modem  representatives  of  the  gens 
togata.  Nevertheless,  by  some  strange 
secret  in  psychology,  there  lies  a  vein 
of  the  richest  buffoonery  beneath  the 
morose  exterior ;  and  no  people  hail 
with  greater  joy  the  season  that  sanc- 
tions the  maddest  pranks,  and  stamps 
ridicule  on  no  folly  but  that  of  being  m 
one's  wits.  Still,  it  is  only  under  a 
a  mask  that  Romans  can  laugh:  to 
fool  it  with  a  bare  face  would  be  but 
barefaced  foolery. 

The  carnival  of  1833,  the  time  of 
my  second  visit  to  Rome,  was  an  un- 
masked one,  to  the  ineffable  disgust  of 
all  who  took  part  in  it.  The  Romans 
grumbled ;  and  I,  being  at  Rome,  did 
as  the  Romans  did — I  grumbled  too. 
We  both  thought  (the  Romans  and  I) 
that  the  holy  father .  was  setting  any 
thing  but  a  Christian  example,  by  keep- 
ing up  an'old  grudge  in  this  implacable 
way ;  but  what  use  was  there  in  our 
thinking  ?  All  we  had  for  it  was  to 
be  as  merry  as  we  couldf  since  circum- 
stances allowed  of  our  being  no  mer- 
rier. To  make  up,  I  suppose,  in  some 
small  measure,  for  the  want  of  masks, 
and  put  his  lieges  as  far  as  possible  in 
good  humour  again,  Gregory  had  the 
amusements  of  the  ftrst  day  (the  ninth 
of  February)  opened  by  the  beheading 
of  two  men,  who  had  lain  a  long  time- 
one  of  them,  it  was  said,  five  years., 
in  the  dungeons  of  the  Castle  St* 
Angelo.  This  was  a  great  treat  to 
the  English.  I  didn't  go  myself,  as  I 
thought  I  should  relish  the  carnival  as 
well  without  a  "whet"  of  that  nature ; 
but  many  of  my  Anglo-Roman  friends 
did,  and  I  heard  others  lamenting  that 
they  could  not  make  it  convenient  to 
go.  "  It's  something  to  have  to  say, 
you  know,"  urged  a  youthful  Scotch 
dandy  to  me,  "that  one  has  seen  a 
man's  head  cut  off.  I  wouldn't  give  a 
farthing  to  see  a  hang — that's  com- 


mon." This  (UleUanUe  is  in  parliamemt 
now,  and  I  suppose  if  ever  the  question 
of  abolishing  the  gallows  comes  before 
him,  he  will  move  as  an  amendment 
that  that  mode  of  "working  off"  be 
exchanged  for  the  guillotine. 

Among  those  who  did  go  to  the 
beheading  was — no  matter  who— I 
mention  no  names,  but  it  was  a  pret^ 
pastime  for  his  father's  son.  I  am 
happy  to  say  he  came  back  as  white  af 
a  tallow-candle,  and  as  sick  as  if  he  had 
the  said  tallow-candle  in  his  stomachy 
having  got  a  spurt  of  blood  over  hia 
face  and  waistcoat.  He,  at  least,  was 
spoiled  for  the  remaining  pleasures  of 
the  first  day  of  carnival. 

The  two  men  who  suffered  the  ezp 
tremity  of  human  justice  on  this  occa* 
sion  were  murderers.  One  of  them 
was  a  vetturino,  the  victim  of  whose 
crime  had  been  his  partner  in  trade. 
The  story,  as  I  heard  it,  was  to  thia 
effect.  A  travelling  party,  numerous 
enough  to  require  two  carriages,  had 
engaged  the  partners  for  a  somewhat 
lengtnened  and  proportionately  pro- 
fitable tour.  This  being  concluded^ 
the  two  vetturini  set  out  on  their  way 
homewards  with  full  pockets,  and,  at 
the  end  of  the  first  day's  journey,  stop- 
ped at  a  small  town,  well-known  to  one 
of  them,  but  to  which  the  other  was  a 
stranger.  On  driving  into  the  inn- 
yard,  he  that  was  acquainted  with  the 
place  proposed  to  his  companion,  that 
instead  of  being  at  the  expense  of  put- 
ting up  their  horses  there,  they  should 
take  them  out  to  a  common  at  some 
distance  from  the  town,  turn  them 
loose  for  the  night,  and  then  come 
back  themselves  to  their  supper  and 
their  beds :  the  other  consented,  and 
the  two  men,  leaving  their  carriages  in 
the  yard,  set  out  for  the  conunon  with 
the  horses — but  did  not  return.  The 
next  morning,  some  dogs  found  the 
body  of  a  man,  newly  murdered,  among 
the  bushes  on  the  common,  and  brought 
their  masters,  who  were  ^epherds  or 
peasants  of  the  neighbourhood,  to  the 
spot:  the  body  was  carried  into  the 
town,  recognized  by  the  people  at  the 
inn  as  that  of  the  strange  vetturino  who 
had  been  there  the  preceding  nighty 
and  the  police  put  on  the  track  of  the 
missing  partner.  In  a  country  in 
which  the  passport  system  prevails, 
it  was  easy  to  trace  the  perpetrator  of 
such  a  crime,  and  the  murderer  was 
speedily  in  the  hands  of  justice.     He 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


18470 


JSor<e  Grefforiana* 


233 


bad  gone  off  with  the  money  and 
boTses.  They  had  him  five  years  in 
prisons  waiting  for  some  dignus  vindice 
iKxto,  when  he  might  come  forward, 
as  a  deus  ex  machina^  and  he  guillo- 
tined, to  put  his  countrymen  in  a  pro- 
per frame  of  mind  for  a  time  of  merry- 
making. 

The  o&er  sufferer  was  connected 
with  a  rather  more  curious  story. 
Two  English  travellers,  heing  over- 
taken by  night  in  the  Apennines,  and 
no  town  or  village  within  many  hours' 
journey,  fbund  their  way  to  the  soli- 
tary dwelling  of  an  humble  and  hospi- 
table old  priest,  who  made  them  wel- 
come, gave  them  of  his  best  to  eat  and 
to  drink,  and  ventured,  as  he  said  with 
a  cheerful  smile,  to  promise  them 
somewhat  better  beds  than  they  would 
have  met  with,  had  they  been  fortu- 
nate enough  to  get  on  to  the  place  at 
whieb  they  had  originally  calculated 
on  halting  for  the  night.  The  Eng- 
Hshmen  had,  in  fact,  no  reason  to  re- 
gret the  disarrangement  of  their  plans: 
they  had  a  blazing  fire  on  the  hearth, 
a  pleasant  light  wine  to  drink,  capital 
soop,  substantial  and  nourishing  (very 
unlike  the  btuma  minestra  they  would 
have  got,  in  the  shape  of  a  hank  of 
venmoelli  swimming  in  a  gallon  of  hot 
water,  at  the  inn),  a  dish  of  macaroni, 
and  a  couple  of  emaciated  fowls,  for 
supper,  and  the  conversation  of  their 
venerable  host  for  entertainment.  To 
their  surprise,  they  found  the  latter, 
though  a  Romish  ecclesiastic,  a  man 
of  liberal  and  enlarged  views ;  fully 
persuaded  of  the  truth  of  his  own  reli- 
gion, yet  full  of  charitable  allowance 
for  those  whose  education  had  taught 
them  to  entertain  different  opinions 
from  himself ;  ardently  desiring  to  see 
aH  divisions  among  Christians  at  an 
end,  yet  abhorring  everything  that 
bordered  upon  persecution  as  a  means 
of  bringing  about  so  desirable  an  end. 
In  short,  the  old  man  was  neither  a 
latitndinarian  nor  a  bigot,  neither  lax 
in  his  own  •belief,  nor  intolerant  of  that 
of  otbers,  and  his  guests  really  congra- 
tulated themselves  on  the  casualty  that 
had  brought  them  acqudnted  with 
hinu  He,  too,  professed  himself  un- 
der no  light  obligation  to  the  chance 
which  had  prpcmred  him  such  agree- 
able society,  even  for  so  short  a  time : 
to  aman  like  him,  whose  habitual  in- 
tercourse, for  manv  years,  had  only 
betti  witii  the  simple  souls  that  com- 


posed his  rustic  congregation,  the  in- 
terchange of  thought,  though  but  for 
an  hour,  with  cultivated  men  of  the 
world,  was  a  luxury  which  only  those 
living  in  isolation  like  his  could  appre- 
ciate :  in  short,  the  present  visit  was. 
an  epoch,  to  which,  probably  for  the 
brief  remainder  of  his  pilgrimage. on 
earth,  he  should  look  back  with  a  plea- 
sure not  unmingled  with  some  melan- 
choly feelings,  grateful  for  the  enjoy- 
ment it  had  brought  him,  yet  regret- 
ting that  that  einoyment  had  passed  so 
swiftly  away.  The  Englishmen  were 
delighted,  declared  they  would  cer- 
tainly call  to  see  him  when  travelling 
that  way  again,  and  then,  as  the  night 
was  wearing  on,  and  they  had  to  be  off 
with  the  break  of  day,  begged  to  bid 
their  kind  entertainer  good  night,  and 
exacted  from  him  a  reluctant  promise 
that  he  would  not  disturb  himself  to 
see  them  off  in  the  morning.  As  soon 
as  they  were  in  their  bedroom,  their 
vetturino  came  to  the  door,  and  re- 
quested to  speak  a  few  words  with, 
them,  for  the  purpose,  as  he  said,  of 
settling  at  what  hour  they  were  to 
start  m  the  morning.  On  being  ad- 
mitted, he  shut  the  door  behind  him, 
and,  coming  up  close  to  the  travellers, 
said,  in  alow  voice— > 

"  Signori^  if  we  go  to  bed  in  this 
place,  we  shall  never  get  up  again: 
that  priest  is  a " 

And  he  drew  his  hand,  edgeways, 
across  his  throat,  to  supply  the  end  of 
the  sentence. 

The  Englishmen  stared  at  him  in 
utter  astonbhment ;  they  thought  he 
was  suddenly  gone  mad,  or,  m  any 
case,  that  he  had  been  making  too  free 
with  the  wine  of  the  excellent  man  he 
80  basely  maligned. 

*<  What  folly  is  this  you  have  got  in 
your  head  ?"  asked  one. 

**  What  way  is  this  to  speak  of  a 
man  who  has  shown  you,  as  well  as  us, 
so  much  kindness  ?"  subjoined  the  other. 

'<  Look  at  his  countenance .'"  pro- 
ceeded the  first. 

'*  Listen  to  his  sentiments  1"  insisted 
the  other. 

«  And  to  take  such    a  man    for 

'<  Cut-throat,**  said  the  vetturino. 

"  To  suppose  that  such  a  soul  could 
be  that  of  a " 

**  Robber,"  said  the  vetturino. 

**  I  would  wager  my  life  he  is  no 
cut-throat,"  said  Englishman  the  first. 
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**  I  would  bet  half  the  money  I  am 
worth  he  is  no  robber»"  said  English- 
man the  second}  raising  the  stake. 

"  Signori"  said  the  vetturino,  "  did 
you  see  a  woman  that  went  in  and  out 
two  or  three  times  while  you  were  at 
your  supper?" 

"Yes." 

**  What  do  you  take  her  to  be  ?'* 

**  The  priest's  housekeeper,  or  per- 
haps his  cook — what  else  should  she 
be?" 

"  Did  you  observe  the  diamonds  in 
her  ears  ?" 

"  Diamonds ! — ^no :  I  saw  no  dia* 
monds." 

"  Nor  I :  certainly  I  saw  no  dia- 
monds." 

**  Well,  signorif  I  did  j  and,  trust 
me,  whoever  she  got  those  diamonds 
from  died  without  shrift,  and  was 
buried  without  de  profundis" 

"Bah**  said  Englishman  the  first. 

"  Tut,  tut  I"  said  Englishman  the  se- 
cond. 

"  Ay,  ay,  bah  is  easy  said,  and  so  is 
tut,  tut :  but  I  tell  you,  signori,  dark 
as  the  night  is,  it  is  safer  for  both  you 
and  me  to  pass  it  on  the  road  than  in 
this  accursed  den." 

**  Oh,  absurd  I  we  will  certainly  not 
leave  a  comfortable  house,  when  we 
have  it  over  our  heads,  to  take  our 
chance  of  falling  tn  with  brigands,  or 
falling  over  a  precipice,  merely  because 
the  diamonds  in  a  pretty  woman's  eyes 
seemed  to  you,  after  getting  a  flask  of 
wine  under  your  belt,  to  be  in  her  ears. 
No,  no — here  we  are,  and  here  we 
stay,  till  daybreak  at  all  events.  To 
the  road  as  early  as  you  please,  then." 

"  Well,  signori^  if  you  stay  here  till 
daybreak,  you  will  stay  here  without 
me,  for  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to 
set  off  this  moment." 

"  And  leave  us  without  carriage  and 
horses!  No,  that  you  shall  not  do. 
We  will  call  our  good  host  this  mo- 
ment, and  beg  him  to  have  his  stables 
kept  locked.  You  are  not  to  fancy 
people  will  suffer  you  to  break  your 
engagements  with  them  whenever  you 
please." 

The  speaker  of  the  last  words  was 
approaching  the  door,  intending  to 
convey  his  wish  to  the  master  of  the 
house  that  the  vetturino  should  not 
have  access  to  the  stables  until  morn- 
ing, when  the  latter,  laying  a  hand  on 
his  arm  to  detain  him,  and  turning 
very  pale,  said — 


"Signori,  I  wished,  for  tout  own 
sakes,  to  conceal  a  thing  from  you, 
which  would  make  you  as  eager  as  I 
to  quit  this  infernal  place ;  but  you 
must  have  it.  What  do  you  think  I 
found  in  my  soup  ?  It  was  fine  soup, 
wasn't  it?" 

"  It  was.  What  did  you  find  ?  Not 
a  snail,  I  hope." 

*'  A  snail,  signori  t  I  wish  it  had 
been  a  snail :  I  see  no  harm  in  a  snail, 
signoru  I  should  have  no  objection  to 
find  a  snail  in  my  soup,  nor  a  score  of 
snails,  for  that  matter.  You  don't 
know  what  good  things  snails  are  in 
soup,  signori.     No — it  v>asn*t  a  snaiL" 

"  What  was  it  then,  in  the  devil's 
name  ?  Was  it  a  rat,  a  toad,  a  lizard, 
a " 

"  No,  no,  signori,  it  was  nothbg  of 
the  kind — it  was  nothing  half  so  good 
83  the  worst  thing  you  have  mentioned^ 
or  could  mention  if  you  were  guessing 
from  this  till  to-morrow.  It  was 
he  gasped,  and  looked  at  them  with  a 
speechless  terror  in  his  eyes,  that  in- 
fected them  in  spite  of  themselves. 

"  In  heaven's  name,"  said  one  of  the 
travellers,  after  a  silence  of  some  mo- 
ments, during  which  his  own  and  his 
companion's  cheeks  had  become  of  al- 
most as  ashy  a  paleness  as  those  of  the 
vetturino,  "  what  was  it  ?" 

"  It  was  a  man's  toe  1" 

That  was  about  enough.  The  Eng- 
lishmen decided  upon  starting  at  once  ; 
and  start  they  did,  to  the  great  asto- 
nishment of  the  good  priest,  who  did 
all  that  entreaty  and  remonstrance 
could  do  to  induce  them  to  stay. 
The  dangers  of  the  midnight  mouu- 
tain-road  were  fearfully  arrayed  before 
them — precipice,  and  torrent,  and  bri- 
gand, conspiring  to  "  make  the  sha- 
dows of  night  horrible ;"  but  the  tra- 
vellers were  determined,  and  off  they 
set,  thinking  for  once  that  it  was  not 

«<  Better  to  bear  the  Uli  they  had. 
Than  fly  to  othen  that  thej  knew  not  oH** 

Happily,  they  passed  throuffh  the  night 
unharmed,  and  very  eood  care  they 
took,  for  the  rest  of  their  journey,  to 
arrange  matters  so  as  to  make  sure  of 
arriving  at  some  town  by  nightfall,  and 
to  stop  at  no  more  lonely  houses ;  above 
all,  never  to  cast  themselves  upon  the 
hospitality  of  a  priest.  In  fact,  it  was 
a  long  time  before  they  could  see  an 
old  man  with  a  benevolent  countenance 
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without  a  shudder  of  horror^  or  hear 
virtaons  sentiments  expressed,  without 
feeling  a  cold  sweat  breaking  ftom 
eyerj  pore.  Even  after  their  return 
to  England,  the  sight  of  a  clergyman, 
especially  if  a  particularly  exemplary 
one,  always  put  them  in  mind  of  the 
toe  ;  and  it  is  a  remarkable  fact  that 
neither  of  them  has  ever,  to  this  day, 
been  able  so  far  to  overcome  this  un- 
fortunate association  of  ideas,  as  to 
accept  an  invitation  to  dine  with  the 
rector  of  the  parish  they  both  live  in, 
because,  though  a  man  considerably 
under  forty  years  of  fige,  yet,  being  an 
archdeacon,  he  is  distinguished  by  the 
title  of  **  venerable." 

But  to  return  to  my  story.  The 
travellers  had  not  long  arrived  at  Rome, 
when  they  heard  that  their  host  of  that 
memorable  night  had  been  apprehended 
on  suspicion  of  being  connected  with  a 
gang  of  banditti,  and  that  it  had  been 
ascertained  that  the  wife  of  one  of  the 
band  lived  in  his  house,  ostensibly  as  a 
servant,  but  in  reality  for  the  purpose 
of  giving  the  speediest  intelligence  to 
her  husband  and  his  friends  when  any 
stray  traveller  chanced  to  drop  into  the 
hospitable  hands  of  her  virtuous  mas- 
ter. This  was  she  of  the  diamond  eyes 
and  diamond-dropped  ears ;  and  it  was 
no  less  a  personage  than  her  husband 
aforesaid  that  contributed  the  second 
bead  required  to  season  a  maskless  car- 
nival to  the  taste  of  the  Romans. 

The  day's  amusements  closed  with 
those  most  snobbish  races,  in  which  the 
horses  run  without  riders,  beine  spur- 
red on  bv  plates  of  lead,  stuck  with 
needles,  hung  at  their  sides,  which  eo 
flap,  flap,  at  every  movement.  To  add 
to  Uie  effect  of  this  ingenious  contriv- 
ance, they  are  shaved  here  and  there 
in  tender  spots,  upon  which  some 
lighted  combustible  stuff  is  then  laid, 
that  fairly  drives  them  mad.  The  race 
is  along  the  Corso,  which  is  by  no 
means  a  wide  street.  The  horses  are 
half-wild  brutes,  small,  but  beautifully 
formed,  and  as  strong  as  demons ;  one 
of  them,  you  would  suppose,  would 
find  a  pretty  wide  street  narrow  enough 
to  gallop  down  without  doing  a  tole- 
rame  amount  of  mischief.  And  yet, 
the  street  along  which  a  whole  mob  of 
these  monsters  are  set  to  run  is  lined 
from  end  to  end  with  men  and  women, 
and  little  boys  and  girls,  standing  on 
one  another's  toes,  and  burrowing  into 
one  another's  stomachs— half  the  wo- 


men, moreover,  according  to  the  judi- 
cious custom  of  the  "  sesk,"  when  they 
appear  in  any  very  particularly  danger- 
ous situation,  carrying  in  their  arms 
bambinoes,  that  is,  curious  little  bun- 
dles, with  a  baby's  head  sticking  out 
at  one  end,  and  a  loop  at  the  back  to 
hang  them  up  by. 

I  went  up  to  Monte  Pincio  to  see 
the  spectacle.  The  horses  were  per- 
fectly ungovernable,  leaped  over  the 
barriers  among  the  bipeds,  knocked 
down  the  pope's  soldiers  by  the  dozen, 
and  threw  everv  thing  into  the  most 
delectable  conmsion.  ^One  riotous 
beast  attempted  to  get  away  over  the 
horses  of  a  carriage  standing  near,  but 
was  pulled  back  by  the  legs  when  half 
across.  Another  actually  did  make 
his  escape  under  the  horses  of  another 
carriage,  and  ran  away  down  the  Via 
del  Babuino,  as  if  he  meant  to  take 
sanctuary  in  the  Piazza  di  Spagna. 
The  best  nart  of  the  race,  by  far,  is 
before  it  begins.  When  the  horses 
are  once  let  go,  the  fun  is  over  ;  but  as 
long  as  they  are  held  in,  there  is  a  suc- 
cession of  ^roupin&;s  of  man  and  horse 
that  would  furnisn  endless  materials 
of  study  to  the  sculptor,  and  that  throws 
all  the  cut  and  dry  attitudinizing  of 
Astley's  into  the  shade.  All  this  is  at 
an  end  as  soon  as  the  barrier  is  let  fall ; 
and  you  see  just  a  lot  of  runaway  horses, 
that  appear  as  if  they  had  thrown  their 
riders,  and  were  behaving  as  the  gene- 
rality of  their  brethren  do  after  an  ex- 
ploit of  the  kind. 

Formerly,  the  Jews  had  to  run  in 
sacks  on  the  first  day  of  carnival,  for 
the  solace  of  the  people  of  Rome,  who. 
Pagan  or  Christian,  appear  always  to 
have  had  a  pretty  taste  in  theb  amuse- 
ments. At  last  a  pope,  who  seems  to 
have  laboured  under  something  of  a 
morbid  and  exaggerated  sensibility, 
took  it  into  his  head  that  this  diver- 
sion was  a  little  savage,  and  exempted 
the  Jews  from  the  obligation  of  afford- 
ing it,  on  condition  that  they  should 
pay  for  horses  to  run  in  their  stead. 

But  the  grand  amusement  of  the  car- 
nival is,  parading  up  one  side  of  the 
Corso,  and  down  the  other,  as  slowly  as 
possible,  in  open  carriages,  the  occu- 
pants pelting  each  other  with  little  pel- 
lets of  flour,  chalk,  or  any  thing  else 
that  is  white,  and  can  be  rolled  into 
the  proper  shape.  The  custom,  origi- 
nally, was  to  pelt  with  comfits  and 
sweetmeats  ;    but  the   English,  who 
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must  have  every  thbg  their  own  sense- 
less way^  introduced  the  pelting  with 
rubbishy  and  now  one  throws  sweet- 
meats only  at  one's  friends,  and  people 
one  wants  to  be  particularly  civil  to. 
The  English  talk  very  toploftically  at 
home  about  the  frivolity  of  foreigners, 
and  the  childish  tastes  of  the  Italians 
ia  particular  ;  but  the  English  abroad 
and  the  English  at  home  are  two  kinds 
of  English ;  and,  in  my  judgment,  the 
most  puerile  Italian  is  more  of  a  man 
in  his  amusements  than  most  of  his 
glum  visitors.  The  English  turn  the 
childishness  of  continental  amusement 
into  real  idiotcy.  They  are  quite  as 
far  below  the  Italians  in  good  taste  and 
sense  of  what  is  becoming  and  grace- 
ful, as  they  fancy  the  Italians  to  be 
below  them  in  sense  and  information. 
One  must  see  the  English  out  of  their 
own  -country,  to  form  any  notion  of  the 
queer  compound  they  present  of  folly 
and  conceit,  affecting  to  look  down 
upon  a  people  who  look  down  without 
any  affectation  upon  them,  parading 
their  narrowness,  as  if  it  were  a  proof 
of  the  soundness  of  their  principles, 
and  glorying  in  their  dulness,  as  if  it 
evinced  the  solidity  of  their  minds. 
The  number  of  them  at  Rome  that 
year  was  prodigious ;  during  the  holy 
week  it  amounted  to  twenty-five  thou- 
sand; the  hotels  and  lodging-houses 
were  filled  till  there  was  not  a  room  to 
be  had  for  love  or  money,  and  more 
than  one  milordo,  who  was  come  to 
hear  the  Miserere,  or  to  see  the  illumi- 
nation of  St.  Peter's,  had  to  pass  the 
night  in  his  carriage.  In  fact,  they 
were  sufficiently  numerous  to  consti- 
tute quite  a  feature  of  the  place,  and 
by  no  means  a  feature  of  interest,  ex- 
cept to  the  inn-keeping  tribe.  You 
met  them  in  the  streets,  till  you  began 
to  forget  you  were  not  in  London,  and 
on  the  promenades  you  heard  their  ac- 
cents, so  prosaic  and  toneless,  from 
more  than  half  the  groups  you  passed. 
There  they  were,  bestowing  their 
tediousness  on  one  another,  boring  one 
another  and  you,  who  wanted  to  see 
the  Italians  and  their  ways,  and  saw 
little  around  you  but  Italianizing 
English.  For  my  part,  my  only  com- 
fort was  in  the  thought  that,  if  I  was 
bored,  I  bored  in  my  turn,  that  I  could 
not  meet  an  Englishman  but  he  must 
meet  me  at  the  same  time,  and  that  the 
impatient  **  there's  another  I"  was 
simultaneously  grumbled  behind  the 
teeth  of  both. 


The  view  of  the  Piazza  del  Popolo 
from  Monte  Pincio  was  lively  enough  ; 
the  piazza  dotted  over  with  groups  of 
gazers ;  the  pope's  cavalry  drawn  up 
on  one  side  to  keep  order ;  the  car- 
riages, in  their  incessant  succession, 
issuing  out  of  the  Corso,  and  having 
turned  round  the  obelisk  in  the  centre 
of  the  piazza,  pouring  back  into  the 
Corso  again,  the  people  in  them  pelting 
each  other  with  merciless  fury ;  the  ex- 
traordinary figures  by  which  the  car- 
riages generally  were  filled — costumes 
of  all  ages  and  of  all  nations  of  the 
earth — such  a  medley,  such  a  hubbub, 
such  a  chaos,  that  it  made  one's  head 
giddy  to  look  at ;  and  then  to  think,  in 
a  few  days  comes  Lent,  and  nine  out  of 
ten  of  these  people  will  be  kneeing  it 
up  the  "sacred  staircase,"  as  I  had 
seen  them  do  two  years  before.  It  was 
curious  both  to  look  at  and  to  think 
of,  and  one  felt,  in  spite  of  the  Eng- 
lish, that  one  was  abroad — all  abroad, 
in  fact — not  quite  sure  whether  one 
was  awake  or  dreaming — certain  only 
that  "  the  schoolmaster"  if  "abroad" 
at  all,  was  not  in  this  direction,  and 
devoutly  hoping  that,  should  he  ever  be 
so  ill-advised  as  to  wend  his  way  hither- 
wards,  the  Romans  would  fiog  him 
back  to  Gower-street  with  his  own 
rod. 

Sunday  brought  an  interruption  to 
the  carnival,  and  I  went  to  the  English 
chapel,  outside  the  Porta  del  Popolo, 
where  a  clergyman,  remembered  with 
admiration  for  his  mental,  and  with 
love  for  his  moral  qualities,  by  all  of 
our  countrymen  who  visited  the  eter- 
nal city  in  those  years,  then  officiated 
as  chaplain. 

This  Mr.  Every-one-knows^who  re- 
joiced in  no  small  influence  in  the  capi- 
tal of  Christendom.  The  people  of 
the  house  in  which  he  lodged  in  1831, 
had  a  relative,  an  orphan  boy,  who 
from  his  birth  had  been  in  a  miserable 
state  of  health,  and  whom  they  were 
too  poor  to  support.  One  day  th^ 
were  mentioning  the  case  of  this  poor 
boy  to  their  lodger#  when  the  latter 
offered  to  try  if  he  could  not  get  him 
into  one  of  the  institutions  for  the  sup- 
port of  orphans,  in  which  Rome  is  not 

deficient.     "  I'll  try,"  said  Mr.  B , 

"  to  get  him  into  the  Orfanelli."  Now 
the  "  Orfanelli"  is  an  institution  into 
which  if  a  boy  be  got,  his  fortune  is 
made ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  he  re- 
ceives the  best  education  that  is  to  be 
had  in  Rome  for  love  or  money  (in- 
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duding  the  most  accurate  instraction 
in  the  Ptolemaic  system  of  the  tmi- 
verse)  ;  secondly,  as  soon  as  be  comes 
to  years  of  discretion — no  matter 
whether  the  discretion  comes  with  the 
years  or  not— he  is  provided  for,  if  he 
remains  a  layman,  in  some  of  the  lower 
government  offices,  and  if  he  decides 
on  embracing  the  clerical  life,  has  pros- 
pects  of  the  highest.  Such  being  the 
advantages  of  the  "  Orfanelli,"  it  is 
a  most  difficult  thing  to  ^Qi  a  boy  into 
it;  none  but  a  Roman  prince  has  a 
right  to  recommend  a  candidate  for 
admission,  and  none  can  be  admitted 
but  by  an  order  from  the  pope's  own 
hand.  In  fact,  the  institution  is  de- 
signed for  the  destitute  offspring  of 
noble  houses  fallen  into  decay.  But 
Mr.  B  knew  nothing  about  this ; 

be  only  knew  that  it  would  be  a  very 
advantageous  thing  to  get  in;  and 
therefore  when  the  relatives  of  the  boy 
said,  "  Oh,  as  to  the  Orfanelli,  we  can 
have  no  hopes  of  his  getting  in  therCf* 
heenly  rejoined, "  Vedremo,  vedremo — 
we  shall  see  how  that  will  turn  out.'* 
And  therewith  he  betook  himself  to 
an  Englishman  of  his  acquaintance, 
who  had  the  advantage  of  being  the 
nephew  of  Cardinal  Weld,  stated  the 
case»  and  said,  « if  there  be  merit  in 
charity^  as  your  religion  teaches,  your 
uncle  would  really  do  a  meritorious 
act  in  getting  this  poor  boy  into  the 
Orfanelli."  The  nephew,  as  a  dutiful 
nephew  naturally  would,  made  the  thing 
known  to  his  uncle :  the  uncle  said  that 
he  had  no  influence  at  the  Orfanelli, 
but  that  he  would  lay  the  case  before 
the  president  of  that  institution.  Car- 
dinal Romanelli.  So  to  Cardinal  Ro- 
manelli — who,  I  suppose,  had  been  set 
over  the  Orfanelli  for  the  sake  of  the 
rhyme — Cardinal  Weld  went,  and  told 
him  here  was  a  boy  recommended  for 
admission  into  the  Orfanelli  by  Signer 

B f  the  pastor  Inglese,  and  it  would 

oblige  him.  Cardinal  W.,  if  he.  Cardi- 
nal R.»  would  attend  to  the  recommen- 
dation. Cardinal  R.  said,  though  he 
was,  without  doubt,  the  president  of 
the  institution,  yet  the  privileges  of 
such  presidency,  as  far  as  he  was  con- 
cern^, amounted  only  to  the  drawing 
of  a  oertidn  fixed  sum  half  yearly,  and 
did  in  nowise  include  the  power  of 
admitting  that,  or  any  other  boy." 
**  Who  has  the  power,  then?*'  demand- 
ed Cardinal  W,  ** H santo padre" an- 
swered Cardinal  R.  «  Then  go  to  II 
santo  padre,'"  said  Cardinal  W.,  "and 
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ask  him  to  doit.*'  So  offset  Cardinal  R.^ 
told  the  holy  father  of  the  recommenda- 
tion of  Signer  B ,  the  pastor  Inglese 

(who,  be  it  noted,  had  acted  through* 
out  the  whole  matter  as  if  his  name^ 
instead  of  English  B.,  had  been  Ita- 
lian Borghese),  and  before  night  the 
order  was  in  the  hands  of  the  boy's  re- 
lations for  his  admission.  It  was  founds 
however,  that  the  boy  was  eighteen 
months  too  young  to  be  received,  he 
being  but  five  years  and  a-half  old,  and 
the  age  fixed  by  the  charter  of  the 
Orfanelli  being  seven  vears.  What 
then  did  Gregory  X'^I.  do?  He 
forthwith  ordered  a  liberal  allowance 
to  the  boy's  relations  for  his  support, 
till  he  should  complete  his  seventh 
year. 

Personally,  no  one  could  say  any- 
thing against  Gregory  XVI.  except 
the  devil,  who  was  a  liar  from  the 
beginning.  Before  his  elevation  to 
the  chair  of  St.  Peter,  he  was  presi- 
dent of  the  Propaganda ;  and  L 
assured  me  that  he  knew  more  about 
the  state  of  religion  throughout  the 
world  than  any  other  man  living.  He 
was  of  humble  birth,  but  from  an  early 
age  was  noted  for  a  fervent  piety  and 
an  austere  and  blameless  life.  He 
had  talents  of  a  high  order,  and  was 
said  to  possess  kind  and  liberal  feel- 
ings, though  the  nolicy  of  his  pontifi- 
cate gave  little  indication  of  such.  He 
had  long  been  devoted  to  the  bringing 
about  of  a  reformation  in  the  church ; 
not,  of  course,  in  doctrine,  but  in  the 
morals  of  the  clergy ;  and  it  was  be- 
lieved that  he  would  push  this  object 
forward  with  great  energy,  on  his  at- 
taining the  summit  of  ecclesiastical 
power.  However,  nothing  of  the 
kind  took  place,  although  the  petitions 
of  the  clergy  of  Germany,  for  the  abo- 
lition of  the  compulsory  celibate,  af- 
forded just  the  opportunity  a  reform- 
ing pope  could  have  desired.  The 
probability  is  that  the  sacred  college, 
which  dreads  the  very  name  of  reform, 
and  sees  a  tendency  to  Lutheranism  in 
every  change,  was  too  many  for  him. 
Another  darling  object  of  his  wishes 
was  the  bringing  back  of  all  sectaries 
and  heretics  into  the  bosom  of  mother 
church ;  and  the  prophecies  and  vi- 
sions referred  to  in  another  part  of 
these  columns,  gave  ground  to  hope 
that  his  wishes  on  this  point  would  be 
crowned  with  success.  From  the 
beginning  of  his  pontificate,  if  not 
earlier,  he  was  busily  em^agecLin 
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dcavonrt  to  r«oo|H)iU  Engl^n^  toH^ie  bard§  worth  while  to  predict  an  event 
spiritual  mother^  lookiofi^  Hii{>oh  her  /SlnhSm  a  few  months  will  make  known 
eburch  as  more^  likely  vto'-**  hear  r§^V  fu-ttie  ordinary  waj  ;  and,  should  the 
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•on**  than  the  rSigious  gpiilds  J^^/rp^^ 
oharches  in  Lutheran  andX3alv>ni!|t<^' 
•ountriei.  Success  in  this  ar0air  was 
•onAdently  anticipated  by  all  Rome, 
and  L  assured  me  (in  1831)  that 

there  were  numbers  of  clergymen  in 
the  Chureh  of  England  prepared  to 
eo-operate  in  it  with  heart  and  hand. 
*'  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  say  more,"  he 
ftdded;  «but  the  coming  ten  years 
will  astonish  a  good  many  people. 
Prince  Hohenlohe  is  offering  up 
masses  for  the  conversion  of  England, 
and  a  glorious  penteoost  is  antici- 
pated." 

Among  the  other  revelations  in- 
Tolved  in  the  burst  of  prophecy  which 
•ignalised  the  election  of  Gregory 
XVI.,  was  a  dream  of  the  Archbishop 
•f  Paris,  that  the  seat  of  his  episcopate 
was  burnt.  "  And  it  is,"  said  L  , 
"  the  conviction  of  many  holy  and 
gifted  persons,  who  dwell  in  that  god- 
less capital,  as  in  the  tents  of  Meseoh, 
that  before  the  end  of  1831  the  dream 
will  be  fulfilled.**  It  was  curious,  in 
connexion  with  these  expectations,  that 
on  the  4th  day  of  January,  1832,  some 
persons  got  possession  of  one  of  the 
towers  of  Notre  Dame,  and,  having 
first  erected  barricades  to  prevent  the 
approach  of  the  military,  they  rang 
out  the  tocsin^  hoping  that  the  repub- 
lican party  would  rise  en  masse  at  the 
sound ;  at  the  same  time,  they  made 
an  attempt  to  set  fire  to  the  cathedral. 
To  be  sure,  1831  was  out;  but  then 
the  old  church  might  be  supposed  to 
propheoy  according  to  the  old  style, 
which  would  throw  the  date  back  to 
the  2drd  of  December ;  and  I  can 
pretty  well  conceive  that  they  who 
remembered  the  dream  of  the  arch- 
bishop thought,  when  the  tidings  flew 
through  Paris  that  Notre  Dame  was 
in  flames,  ^  The  prophecy  is  coming 
true— -the  year  is  at  its  close,  but, 
before  a  year  opens,  the  city,  whose 
sacrileges  cry  to  heaven,  will  be 
ashes.** 

After  all,  however,  there  was  no 
rising ;  the  conspirators,  after  a  me- 
mentos struggle,  were  made  prisoners, 
and  the  fire  was  put  out  before  mis- 
chief to  any  extent  had  been  done. 
This  shows  the  inexpediency  of  giving 
prophecies  to  the  world  on  the  very 
eve,  so  to  speak,  of  the  date  fixed  for 
thair  accomplishment.     It  is,  perhaps. 


predicted  event  happen,  after  all,  as  in 
the  above  instance,  not  to  happen^  it  ia 
awkward  for  the  prophet  to  oe  within 
the  reach  of  the  kina  of  remarks  that 
will,  in  all  probability,  be  made. 
Prophecy  should  have  a  *'Iong  range," 
say  fifty  years  for  a  n&inimum.  Should 
there  be  any  laughing  at  the  prophet 
at  the  end  of  that  period,  there  is  a 
fair  chance  that  he  will  be  out  of 
hearing.  It  is  a  pity  that  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Paris,  before  letting  his  pro- 
phetic dream  get  abroad,  did  not  take 
a  lesson  from  the  manner  in  which 
Pope  Pins  VI 1 1,  had  dealt  with  an  in- 
terpreter of  the  predictive  parts  of 
scripture,  two  years  before.  In  1829, 
a  priest  at  Rome  wrote  a  book,  in 
which  he  proved,  from  the  Apocalypse 
and  the  Prophet  Daniel,  that  the  end 
of  the  world  would  take  place  before 
the  end  of  1830.  This  work  he  sent 
to  the  holy  father  in  manuscript, 
begging  the  pontiff's  imprimatur,  and 
liberty  to  dedicate  it  to  that  exalted 
personage  himself.  Old  Pius  read  it 
through  (what  perseverance  he  mutt 
have  had  I)  and  sent  it  back  to  the 
author,  with  many  thanks  for  the 
pleasure  its  perusal  had  afforded  him, 
high  commendations  of  the  ingenuity 
displayed  in  its  calculations,  and  a 
cordial  consent  to  the  publication  of 
it—in  1831. 

Talking  of  calculations,  I  heard  the 
following  one  at  Rome,  and  I  consider 
it  curious.  To  find  the  year  in  which 
a  new  pope  will  die,  take  the  number 
of  the  pope's  name ;  add  to  this  the 
number  of  the  name  of  his  predeoes* 
sor  ;  to  the  sum  of  these  two  numbers 
add  ten  ;  and  the  result  will  give  the 
year  sought.  ^Thus,  Pius  VII.  sao- 
ceeded  Pius  VI.:  well— 6  -f-  7  +  10 
=  23:  Pius  VII.  died  in  182S.  Him 
succeeded  Leo  XII.:— 7  +  IS  +  10 
=  29:  Leo  XII.  died  in  1829.  The 
next  pope  was  Pins  VIII.:— .12^^8 
+  10  =  30 :  Pius  VIII.  died  in  1880. 
The  calculation  failed  in  the  case  of 
Gregory  XVI.,  who  should  have  died 
in  1834,  but  lived  till  1846.  But  here 
it  is  remarkable  that  one  step  farther 
back,  by  taking  in  the  number  of  Leo 
XIL,  makes  all  right :— 16  +  8  +  12 
+  10  =  46 !  The  rule  will  not  apply 
to  the  present  pope,  whether  we  take 
one  or  two  immediate  predecessors,  as 
the  years  given  in  eiUier  case  are  past 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Her<B  Gregorianee, 


239 


(1824  and  1842).     But  if  we  ghtc  him 
three  (Leo  XII.,  Pins  VIII.,  and  Gm- 
gory  XVI.),  we  are  then  broaght  to 
the  year  1855,  and  Pias  IX.  has  eight 
years  yet  before  him,  to  fulfil  the  high 
mission  with  which  he  appears  to  be 
entrusted,  of  setting  the  Vatican-clook 
to  the  time  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
Lent  wore  slowly  away,  and  the  holy 
week  dawned  on  its  chosen  city — the 
sorrowfulest  time  on  the  sorrowfulest 
place.    I  am  not  going  to  say  anything 
about  the  ceremonies :  all  the  world 
knows  all   that  can  be  said  on  that 
theme  already.     But  I  am  ^oing  to 
say  one  word  about  the  one  thmg  that 
brought  me  to  Rome,  and  kept  me 
there — and    that    is    the    MisEftSRE. 
From  childhood,  the  world  of  sound 
has  been  more  to  me  than  the  world  of 
sight :  the  blind  has  seemed,  and  seems, 
to  me  to  be  a  privileged  being,  in  com- 
parison with  the  deaf;  and  the  trea* 
sures  of  the  eternal  city,  in  marble  and 
in  canvas,  were  a  far  less  potent  ele- 
ment in  the  attraction  that  drew  me  to 
her  walls,  than  the  heavenlier  wonders 
of  music  which,  the  world  told  me, were 
wrought  within  them.     Well,  it  was 
Wednesday  in  Passion- week:  Pope  Gre- 
gory did  not  go  to  the  Vatican  that  year, 
as  customary  at  the  sacred  season,  on 
account  of  the  distempered  times,  and 
I  took  my  way  to  Monte  Cavallo,  con« 
scious  of  anticipations  so  far  above  the 
level  of  sobriety,  that  I  even  anticipated 
the  reaction,  and  caught  myself,  more 
than  once,  saying,  mentally,  **  Come  I 
I  know  I  shall  be  disappointed.**     It 
is  true  I  had  read  not  a  little  twaddle 
of  English  tourists,  in  which  the  world- 
famous  song  was  slightingly  spoken  of, 
and  the  thrilling  effect,  which  many 
confessed  to  have  been  produced  by  it, 
referred  more  to  the  alleged  theatrical 
accessories  than   to  anything  in  the 
music   itself.     But  I   knew  what  to 
think  of  EnrHsh  judgment,  particu- 
larly of  EDglishya«At(ma5/ff  judgment^ 
in  the  iine  arts,  and  should  as  soon 
have  thought  of  asking  the  opinion  of 
King  Midas,  in  anything  relating  to 
music,  as  that  of  ninety-nine  out  of  a 
hundred  of  the  «« bulls  of  the  soft  horn" 
who  go  blundering  and  braying  on  in 
each  other's  hoof. track,  from  city  to 
city  of  the  continent— 

•*  TrHics  of  the  vanderlng  foot  and  weiry  breaat'*— 

equipped  with  everything  that  Hara- 
mersley's  and  the  Foreign  Office  can 
furnish,  to  qualify  them  for  travel,  but 
tmfortanately  little  favoured  by  those 


mysterious  powers  which  preside  over 
the  distribution  of  eyes  and  ears. 
When,  therefore,  I  learned  from  this 
and  the  other  ycnon  in  two  volumeSf 
that  my  Lord  A.,  or  Sir  B.  C,  or  the 
Honourable  Mr.  D.,  or  Captain  E.,  or 
any  other  ennuye  or  ennuyenx  in  the 
alphabet,  thought  the  Miserere  no  such 
great  things,  I  knew  at  once  to  a 
nicety  what  to  think  of  him,  but  felt 
that  I  knew  exactly  as  much  as  before 
— that  is,  nothing  at  all — about  the 
Miserere.  Thus,  my  expectations  con* 
tinned  at  the  original  height,  up  to  tha 
moment  which  was  to  test  them  by  ez« 
perience ;  and,  like  the  American,  who 
was  considerable  sure  he  had  no 
chance  of  getting  anything  like  what 
he  expected  for  his  horse,  I  whispered 
to  myself  for  the  twentieth  time,  *'  I 
know  I  shall  be  disappointed/*  as  I  at 
length,  after  a  good  deal  of  jostling*-. 
for  I  was  not  the  only  pilgrim  thera 
from  the 

"  InvioUte  idand  of  th«  Mge  and  free,** 

found  myself  standing  within  the 
Pauline  chapel,  waiting  for  the  solem- 
nities to  begin.  And  was  I  disap- 
pointed ?  Was  it  the  Miserere  of  my 
expectations?  It  was  not.  It  was 
something  equally  beyond  and  unlike 
them.  I  knew  nothing  beforehand  of  the 
ancient  Italian  church-music,  and  went 
with  my  head  full  of  Handel,  Haydn, 
and  Mozart — I  expected  something 
which  should  put  me  in  mind  of  one 
or  other  of  these  composers,  or  per- 
haps of  them  alL  It  was  nothing  of 
the  kind.  It  was  music  of  altogether 
another  spirit,  without  air,  without 
anything  of  what  modern  taste  counts 
the  graces  of  music,  severe,  passion- 
less, full  of  an  unspeakable  calm,  yet 
so  holy,  that  it  was  dreadful.  It 
brought  to  my  mind — not  while  I 
listened,  but  when  I  thought  of  it 
afterwards— one  of  Keats*s  happiest 
poetical  expressions— 

"  That  larg9  utterance  of  tiie  elder  goda  t" 

still  more  forcibly  did  it  remind  me  of 
Hoffmann's  description  of  the  music  of 
Palestrina,  which  is  indeed  of  the  same 
epoch  and  the  same  spirit-^'*  Without 
ornament,  without  the  aid  of  a  buoy- 
ant melody,  the  full  chords  following 
one  upon  another,  and  by  their 
strength  and  boldness  seizing  the  mind 
with  inexpressible  force,  and  lifting 
it  up  to  the  Highest  I"  "  In  Pales- 
trina'g  music,  every  chord  rolls  upon 
the  hearer  in  all  its  massiveness ;  and 
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never  will  the  tricks  of  modulation, 
tlie  florid  melodies,  or  the  bewildering 
instrumental  hubbub,  in  which  the 
emasculated  taste  of  the  age  finds 
refuge  from  the  sense  of  its  own  impo- 
tence, be  capable  of  stirring  the  depths 
of  the  soul  as  those  chords,  in  their 
high  inimitable  simplicity, do — so  bold, 
masterful,  breaking  in  upon  you  like 
blinding  sunbeams."  So  speaks  Hoff- 
mann of  the  church- music  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  adding  much  more  to 
the  same  purpose,  but  in  too  mystical 
a  tone,  perhaps,  to  be  quite  suited  to 
tiie  columns  in  which  I  write.  And 
jet,  after  all,  where  is  the  domain  of 
the  mystical,  if  music  be  not  it  ? 

But  let  me  speak  of  the  voices  by 
which  the  iLfi^rtfre  was  sung.  I  say  the 
voioeB^  for  there  were  no  «ti^^«  visible, 
and  it  was  not  difficult  to  fancy  that 
tiie  sounds  which  seemed  to  float  in 
the  mid  space  above  you,  were  the 
vtterance  of  a  bodiless  choir  from  some 
other  world.  No  instrumental  accom- 
paniment gave  a  tinge  of  earthliness 
to  the  ethereal  purity  of  tone  that 
breathed  in  those  voices.  No  stram- 
ings  after  effect,  no  artificial  pathos, 
no  impassioned  swells  and  languishing 
falls,  carried  away  your  thoughts  from 
God*s  house  to  the  concert-room  or 
the  opera.  The  same  holy  calm  that 
pervades  the  composition  itself,  was 
felt  in  every  note  of  its  performance. 
And,  under  that  control  in  which 
every  earthly  feeling  seemed  to  be 
held,  what  a  depth  of  religious  awe, 
what  intense  yearning,  what  utter 
heart-brokenness,  what  immeasurable 
self-abasement  —  and  all  this  how 
chastely  veiled !  So  might  souls  utter 
their  supplication,  that  saw  heaven, 
but  were  as  yet  excluded  from  enter- 
ing it.  It  is  sixteen  years  sioce  I 
heard  that  Miserere,  but  all  music 
that  I  have  since  listened  to  has 
seemed  to  me  more  or  less  mere- 
tricious, a  strange  fire  of  earthly 
origin  mingling  in  the  heaven-kindled 
flame.  As  for  the  bulk  of  modern 
religious  music,  the  whole  rubbish  of 
the  conventicle  and  the  fashionable 
chapel — **  Magdalen  Odes  and  Found- 
ling Hymns,"  Weymanisms,  Kelly- 
isms,  et  id  genus  omnes,  included — I 
say,  give  them  to  Monsieur  JuUien, 
and  let  him  see  if  he  cannot  extract 
stuff  for  a  danceable  quadrille  or  two 
out  of  them ;  but,  if  you  would  not 
have  the  roof  (and  the  blue  sky  over 
it)   fall  in  upon  you,  lilt  them  not 


within  the  walls  that  enclose  the  altar 
of  God. 

As  for  ''accessories,"  there  are  posi- 
tively none  that  do  not  impair,  instead 
of  assisting,  the  effect  of  the  Miserere. 
The  pomp,  from  which  the  Roman 
Catholic  worship  derives  so  much  of 
its  impressiveness,  is  here  absent.  The 
pope  is  present,  but  his  throne  is 
without  its  trappings,  and  his  person 
without  its  adornment.  This,perhap»» 
to  some  few  spirits  of  the  deeper  cast» 
might  be  more  imposing  than  all  the 
state  that  surrounds  him  of  the  triple 
crown  on  less  penitential  occasions. 
But  who  knows  not  in  what  language 
**  mtgesty,  deprived  of  its  externals,  is 
a  jest  ?" — or  who  would  not  smile  if 
English  sight-seekers,  above  all  men« 
should  affect  to  be  awe-smitten  with  a 
greatness  that  owed  nothing  to  the 
tailor?  Then,  to  bo  elbowed  by  a 
multitude  of  irreverent  loungers,  to 
whom  the  sacred  place  is  but  the  thea- 
tre of  the  evening's  entertainment,  is 
an  ''accessory*'  that  in  nowise 
heightens  the  effect  of  a  solemn  act 
of  worship.  Our  own  St  Patrick's 
does  not  present  a  particularly  devo- 
tional  spectacle,  especially  on  these 
high  festivals  which  should  attune  all 
Christian  hearts  to  a  holier  mood — bat 
it  is  decorum  itself  compared  with  the 
Pauline  chapel.  The  people,  during 
every  part  of  the  service  but  the  Mi- 
serere, chatted  and  laughed  together 
audibly,  and  without  the  smallest 
restraint.  Friars,  soldiers,  and  citi- 
zens, together  with  a  mob  of  the  pope's 
household-folk,     behaved    themselves 

I)retty  much  like  the  crowd  that  col- 
ects  in  the  passages  and  lobbies  of  a 
play-house.  The  Swiss  guards,  look- 
ing like  a  whole  pack  of  knaves  of 
clubs,  stood  with  their  halberds  in 
their  hands,  and  their  hats  on  their 
heads,  forming  a  lane  up  the  centre  of 
the  chapel ;  and  the  officers  of  the 
guard  strutted  up  and  down,  as  officers 
will  strut,  and  talked  to  each  other, 
and  to  their  friends,  and  to  the  ladies, 
as  if  they  had  been  in  their  barrack- 
yard,  and  the  public  were  come  to 
hear  the  band.  Then,  the  putting  out 
of  the  candles  one  after  another  is  a 
ceremony  which,  as  performed  in  other 
churches,  after  instead  of  during  di- 
vine service,  nobody  (that  I  am  aware 
of)  finds  particularly  solemn  or  impres- 
sive. But  perhaps  that  is  because  the 
congregation  do  not  wait  to  see  it. 
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It  is  not  easy  for  us,  habituated  as  we 
are  to  one  uniform  aspect  of  nature 
and  society,  to  realize  to  ourselves  the 
existence  of  forms  of  both,  so  utterly 
unlike  our  own  as  to  present  in  many 
of  them  features  the  very  reverse  of 
those  we  are  accustomed  to.  We  are 
apt  to  regard  stories  that  are  brought 
us  from  a  distance  as  coloured  with 
the  tints  of  the  imagination,  and  rather 
to  dwell  upon  them  with  a  pleased  and 
sentimental  incredulity,  than  take  them 
as  facts.  But  even  where  we  are  open 
to  conviction,  a  new  difficulty  arises  ; 
for  so  much  of  what  seems  essen- 
tial in  the  disposition  and  appearance 
of  things  has  to  be  referred  to  locjJ 
peculiarities  and  expunged  from  the 
alphabet  of  general  conceptions ;  and 
so  much  deemed  fabulous  and  Utopian, 
admitted  within  the  domains  of  cer- 
tainty, that  we  are  puzzled  to  under- 
stand the  limits  of  variety ;  and  to 
know  what  should  be  held  essential, 
and  what  accidental,  in  the  circum- 
stances and  constitution  of  things. 

These  obstacles,  either  the  one  or 
the  other  of  them,  beset  every  stay-at- 
home.  The  first  makes  us  sceptics  be- 
yond the  point  of  our  nose — the  last  may 
render  us  liable  to  be  imposed  upon  by 
every  traveller's  story.  Nothing  but  the 
constant  eifort  to  extend  the  range  of 
our  observation,  can  at  last  accomplish 
the  desired  object,  and  enable  us  to 
believe — and  disbelieve — as  we  ought. 

It  is  peculiarly  difficult  for  the 
North-western  mind  to  travel  south- 
wards and  eastwards.  Many  things 
conspire  to  cause  this.  Not  only  is 
the  aspect  of  nature  diiferent — almost 
opposite — in  the  two  quarters,  but  the 
very  constitution  of  man,  as  a  physical 
and  intellectual  being,  is  utterly  dissi- 
milar ;  and  nothing  short  of  the  know- 
ledge that  certain  high  and  paramount 
characteristics  are  common  to  the 
inhabitants  of  both,  can  satisfy  us 
that  we  are  indeed  members  of  one 
great  family.  The  races  are  as  nmch 
apart  in  natural  modes  of  thought  as 


they  are  in  manners,  appearance,  cos* 
tume,  habits,  and  geographical  posi- 
tion :  it  would  seem  as  if  a  difference, 
resembling  that  recognized  to  exist 
between  the  analogous  animal  and  ve* 
getable  productions  of  widely-separated 
climates,  obtained  in  the  human  spe- 
cies, and  forbid  identity,  while  it 
pointed  to  affinity.  Added  to  which^ 
the  imagination  of  western  Europe 
has  ever  received  its  chief  supply  from 
the  treasuries  of  the  Levant;  the 
poetry  of  the  Bible  derives  its  match- 
less images  from  the  regions  that  sur- 
round it — the  rhapsodies  of  Homeric 
genius  draw  upon  the  same  sources—. 
all  that  is  most  ideal  in  sacred  and 
classic  literature,  has  its  birth-place 
beneath  the  sun  of  those  favoured 
climes.  Nay,  those  tales  of  mediaeval 
heroism,  which  added  the  last  charm 
to  chivalry,  by  removing  its  achieve- 
ments from  the  scene  of  ordinary 
actions,  have  their  locale  in  the  same 
or  neighbouring  lands,  and  thus  serve 
still  further  to  isolate  and  spiritualize 
them  in  the  occidental  heart,  and  give 
them  a  place,  not  beside,  but  above, 
the  realities  of  our  creed. 

But,  if  it  be  difficult,  in  north-west- 
ern Europe  generally,  to  adapt  itself 
to  such  conceptions,  how  much  more 
must  the  inability  be  felt  in  this 
country,  where  all  those  points  of  dis- 
similarity are  found  in  the  extreme^ 
which  in  their  less  striking  develop- 
ment dissociate  man  from  his  brother 
of  the  south  and  east  1  How  much 
harder  is  it  for  us,  beneath  our  cloudy 
skies  and  in  our  humid  atmosphere,  to 
realize  a  clime  where  the  recreation 
of  life  is  in  shade,  and  in  the  cooling 
flow  of  waters,  instead  of  in  warmthand 
in  sunshine  I  where  the  day  is  shunned 
as  intolerable  to  human  endurance* 
and  the  night  courted  as  the  season  of 
occupation,  amusement,  and  exer- 
tion!— where  the  earth  cultivates  it- 
self, and  man*s  few  wants  are  supplied 
by  the  trouble  of  stretching  forth  the 
hand ! — where  the  hours  are  passed  in 
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the  luxarious  dream  of  listless  tran- 
quillity, and  DO  pleasure  is  associated 
with  physical  or  mental  effort !  How 
doubly  impossible  it  is  for  us  to  believe 
that  there  exist  countries  in  which 
poverty  is  unknown,  and  charity  is  at  a 
loss  how  to  put  into  practice  the  require- 
ments of  its  creed !  Yet»  in  the  volume 
before  us,  we  have  all  this,  and  more 
tiian  this,  made  manifest  to  us — and 
that  by  one  who  has  not  derived  the 
facts  she  details  from  questionable 
sources,  or  at  second-hand  from  others, 
but  who  grounds  on  the  experience 
of  seven  years  the  authenticity  of  her 
relation ;  and  has,  during  that  time, 
herself  been  witness  to  much  of  the 
stirring  incident  and  living  romance 
she  so  graphically  describes. 

The  book  is  a  delightful  one.  This 
every  one  will  see ;  but  it  derives  an 
additional  value  from  the  long  appren* 
ticeship  the  authoress  had  served  be- 
fore sne  attempted  to  "sketch"  for 
the  public.  She  had  become  tho- 
roughly conversant  with  the  history, 
politics,  manners,  and  customs  of 
Greece,  during  the  extended  period 
of  her  residence  in  that  country ;  so 
that  when,  on  the  point  of  leaving  it, 
she  began  to  note  down  what  she  saw, 
she  had  a  store  of  knowledge  to  fall 
back    upon,   which    illustrates  every 

Sag^i  giving  all  throughout  a  pecn- 
ar  meaning  and  propriety  to  her 
least'Considered  expressions  and  re- 
marks. 

In  illustration  of  what  we  have  said 
respecting  the  marvellous  dissimilarity 
of  man*s  life  in  these  favoured  regions 
from  what  we  find  it  here,  and  of  his 
exemption  from  those  evils  which 
are  most  constantly  and  prominently 
brouffht  before  our  eyes,  we  may  cite 
the  Allowing  passages,  which  occur 
in  describing  those  country  villages, 
whither  the  inhabitants  of  Athens  be- 
take themselves  during  the  prevalence 
of  the  Sirocco  wind,  after  the  termi- 
nation of  the  carnival  :~- 

<*  Those  mountain  refuges,  how  cool 
and  fresh,  and  yet  how  sunny  and  how 
bright  they  are!  Those  little  nests, 
embosomed  in  the  green  luxuriant  hills, 
with  their  gardens  of  myrtle  and  pome- 
granate, and  their  sombre  olive  eroves, 
which  the  singing  birds  so  haunt! 
Where,  through  the  unchanging  glory 
of  the  long  Grecian  summer,  we  may 
dwell,  sheltered  and  at  rest ;  half  for- 
getting, as  our  eyes  grow  accustomed 


to  the  eternal  cloudlessness  of  that  sky, 
where  the  serene  smile  is  fixed  as  on 
the  face  of  the  dead  who  have  departed 
in  peace,  that  there  are  climes  less 
favoured,  where  tempests  and  mists  dis- 
figure the  fair  face  of  heaven,  and  dark 
clouds  blot  out  the  sunshine  with  tears, 
as  though  they  wept  for  a  fallen  world ! 
"  Still  more  we  are  apt  to  forget,  aa 
the  spirit  learns  insensibly  to  share  in 
the  deep  peace  that  hangs  over  those 
quiet  spots,  so  utterly  apart  from  the 
world  and  its  fierce  restlessness,  that 
elsewhere  there  are  storms  raging  which 
are  not  .borne  from  the  whirlwmd,  or 
cradled  in  the  caverns  of  the  north,  but 
which  man  in  hb  madness  or  his  arro- 

fance  can  raise,  who  has  the  power  to 
last  this  fair  nature,  and  turn  its  pure 
waters  into  blood,  by  the  excess  of  those 
passions  to  which  he  makes  himself  a 
most  degraded  slave,  when  in  arms 
against  the  stern  destiny  that  would  dis- 
cipline his  soul. 

"  Even  the  distant  echoes  of  that 
ceaseless  agitation,  which  seems  the  very 
atmosphere  in  which  men  breathe  most 
freely  when  struggling  to  their  tombs, 
led  on  by  false  ambition  or  misguided 
impulses — these  all  die  away  long  before 
they  reach  our  lonely  resting-places, 
where  the  monotony  of  life  is  as  undis- 
turbed as  the  cloudlessness  of  heaven. 

'*  All  of  human  nature  that  surrounds 
us  is  the  scanty  population  of  the  village 
peasantry,  whose  profound  and  unaffect- 
ed ignorance  and  honest  superstition  are 
an  unspeakable  relief,  after  having  been 
continually  brought  in  contact  with  the 
spirit  of  small  and  pitiful  intrigue,  which 
poisons  every  thing  in  the  capital. 

**  It  is  a  strange  dreamy  kind  of  life 
that  we  lead  in  those  mountain  solitudes, 
which,  charming  as  it  is,  presents  per- 
haps too  few  opportunities  for  advancing 
in  intellectual  improvement  or  benefit- 
ing others,  to  be  altogether  desirable. 

"  Each  day  is  unvarying  iu  its  occu- 
pations and  amusements ;  for  each  day 
the  gorgeous  sunrise  bursts  into  Hie 
with  the  same  sublime  pageant  at  its 
birth,  and  we  must  never  fail  to  wake 
while  still  the  soft  night  hovers  on  pity- 
ing wings  over  the  weary  world  it  has 
lulled  to  slumber,  that  we  may  ^o  out 
and  look  from  some  favourable  point  on 
a  spectacle  so  beautiful.  We  must  watdi 
the  first  faint  glow,  stealing  over  the 
far-distant  shadowy  ble  of  Egina,  that 
seems  to  heave  upon  the  bosom  of  the 
waters  as  though  quivering  with  rapture 
beneath  the  smile  of  the  morning ;  and 
see  in  breathless  admiration  how  the 
pure  light  of  the  new-born  day,  eliding 
from  wave  to  wave,  carries  its  bri^t 
presence  over  that  blue  slumbering 
ocean,  and  onward  comes,  sweeping  the 
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pUins  with  its  eolden  robes,  till  even  the 
wsTing  of  the  dark  olive  groves  in  the 
breeze  looks  like  the  rising  and  falling 
of  a  silver  sea.  And  then,  advancino' 
still,  the  infant  rays  illuminate  that  old 
Acropolis,  so  distant,  though  nothing  on 
the  unbroken  plain  can  hide  it  from  our 
Tiew ;  and  straightway  the  noble  Par- 
thenon starts  into  life,  each  glittering 
colonm  defined  against  the  clear  blue 
sky,  as  though  with  a  magic  touch  the 
sunbeams  had  but  just  created  it  I  A 
few  minutes  more,  and  the  great  moun« 
tain  which  overshadows  us,  itself  is 
clothed  in  sunlight,  and  not  only  tho 
darkness  is  a  thing  that  was  and  is  not, 
but  we  can  scarce  believe  that  ever  it 
shall  be  again  I 

**  This  unrivalled  si&'ht  must  be  seen 
every  day ;  and  every  day  the  indispen- 
sable siesta  must  beguile  those  hours 
when  the  world  seems  to  hang  breath- 
less in  the  burning  air,  subdued  into 
utter  lifelessness  by  the  tremendous 
noon-day  sun,  at  the  very  hour  when  it 
is  wont  to  be  most  busy  and  bustling ; 
and  when  at  last  the  day  is  waning,  and 
the  sea  has  drawn  down  that  terrible 
iun  to  its  breast,  alluring  it  with  the 
semblance  in  its  depths  of  a  heaven  still 
fairer  than  the  fair  reality,  joyfully  wel- 
ooming  the  darkness  in  whion  there  is 
no  gloom — ^what  better  can  we  do  than 
mount  our  horses  and  ride  to  a  certain 
height  on  the  trackless  mountain,  where 
first  we  meet  the  cool  breath  of  the 
night  as  it  comes  sighing  for  the  depart- 
ed day. 

**  Nor  can  we  vary  the  long  vigil  on 
the  terrace,  or  the  roof  of  the  house, 
during  those  lovely  hours  of  unspeak- 
able repose,  when  we  sit  watching  the 
mighty  constellations,  those  hierogly* 
phics  of  the  skies,  as  they  unfold  one  by 
one  their  glittering  scroll,  or  track  the 
flight  of  the  wandering  stars,  the  bright 
voyagers  from  heaven,  as  they  traverse 
the  spheres  on  their  mysterious  er- 
rands. 

'*  It  is  thus  that  the  days  flit  by  m 
the  summer  homes  of  Greece.  There 
is  so  little  variation  that  we  should 
scarcely  mark  the  flight  of  time,  but  for 
the  ever-working  nature  that  replaces 
the  vrild  scarlet  anemones  with  the 
pomegranate  blossom  which  seems  to 
mberit  their  bloom,  and  these  again  with 
the  star-like  myrtle  flowers  and  bright 
ol^uider. 

'*  The  good  peasants,  too,  remind  us 
often  that  the  seasons  do  not  languish, 
for  they  never  fail  to  bring  us  the  first 
produce  of  their  labours — the  fresh  al- 
monds and  ereen  figs,  the  cool  water- 
melons, ana  finally  the  j^apes.  Of 
these  there  is  soon  such  a  profusion, 
that  the  yery  dogs,  who  in  this  country 


are  singularly  partial  to  the  fhilt  of  the 
vme,  may  go  and  riot  in  the  Tiaeyards, 
till  even  they  are  satisfied.** 

**  Another  peculiarity  of  the  summer 
life  in  Greece  is,  that  while  we  are  en- 
joying it,  we  would  seem,  to  all  outward 
appearance,  to  be  utterly  exempt  from 
the  ordinary  •*  ills  that  flesh  is  neir  to.** 
Everywhere  else,  even  if  we  carry  so 
light  a  heart  in  our  own  bosom  that  we 
are  disposed  to  doubt  if  indeed  a  burden 
is  too  surely  laid  on  every  mortal,  we 
are  certain  at  least  to  see  such  bitter 
sufiering  in  those  around  us,  from  the 
palpable  evils  of  penury  and  want,  dis- 
ease and  crime,  that  we  shall  learn  to 
sufier  from  their  reflected  misery.  But 
here  it  is  not  so :  poverty  seems  aotuallj 
unknown.  Not  that  the  simple  GreeK 
peasant  is  rich,  unless  it  be  that  nega« 
tive  riches  which  they  may  be  said  to 
find  in  their  security  from  all  material 
wants,  produced  by  the  benign  climate 
and  the  abundant  nature. 

*'  In  the  summer  they  greatly  prefer, 
as  I  hafe  said,  their  couch  in  the  open 
air,  to  ,the  most  sumptuous  dwelling 
which  their  fancy  could  picture.  They 
gather  beneath  the  olive  trees,  which 
shed  their  ready  fruits  upon  their  very 
head — the  greater  part  of  their  simple 
food.  The  light  clothing  they  require 
is  an  hereditary  possession,  descending 
from  father  to  son;  and  thus,  having 
food  and  raiment,  they  are  therewith 
abundantly  content. 

"  The  result  of  this  is,  that  I  believe 
there  is  no  country  in  the  world  wber« 
beggary  is  so  little  known.  Systematio 
beg^g  does  actually  not  exist,  except- 
log  in  the  case  of  one  blind  old  mendi- 
cant, certainly  the  richest  man  of  my 
acquaintance,  who  sits  all  day  in  the 
portico  of  the  Temple  of  Theseus  at 
Athens,  and  majestically  receives  the 
alms  which  every  one  hastens  to  bestow 
on  him — too  happy  to  find  a  legitimate 
object  on  whom  to  exercise  the  duty  of 
charity,  so  strictly  enjoined  by  their 
church.** 


Is  it  possible,  we  are  inclined  to 
ask  ourselves,  after  reading  such  pas- 
sages as  these,  that  such  climes  and 
such  beings  exist  indeed  upon  earth 
at  this  day— that  the  aurea  tttas  of 
poetry  retains  the  shape  and  substance 
of  reality,  contemporaneously  with  the 
smoke,  and  the  dust,  and  the  crime, 
and  the  poverty  of  this  "  working-day 
world"  of  ours  ?  That  the  region  of 
iron  is  not  co-extensive  with  the  limits 
of  man's  earthly  dominion  ;  that  there 
are  faToured  spots*  which  teem  to  hATe 
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escaped  the  general  curse,  and  bloom 
fbr  the  chtldren  of  Adam  with  the 
fruits  and  the  flowers  of  Paradise  ? 

Bttti  as  we  proceed  we  arrive  at 
lasty  at  the  inevitable  truth,  which 
gradually  disenchants  us,  exhibiting 
the  a(^u8tment  of  the  lot  of  humanity^ 
by  revealing  the  dark  side  of  the  pic- 
tore^  and  showing  horrors  and  suffer- 
ings from  which  the  majority  of  those 
nations  that  are  denied  the  delights 
here  pictured,  have  happily  been  long 
exempt  :— 

**  One  of  the  most  striking  pecnliari- 
ties  of  a  residence  in  Greece  at  the  pre- 
sent day,  is  the  close  proximity  mto 
whidi  we  are  brought  with  its  great 
Kevolntion,  that  noble  struggle  for  in- 
dependence. 

*'  It  is  true  that  the  lon^  wild  strife 
is.  over  at  last,  and  that  all  is  quiet  now. 
But  although  the  great  gaunt  Soectre 
of  War  has  been  exorcised  and  laid 
to  rest,  which  once  stalked,  rapacious 
and  fierce,  through  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land,  still  there  is  not  a 
family,  nor  scarce  an  individual,  on 
whom  it  has  not  left  the  mark  of  its 
blood-stained  fingers,  as  it  dragged  on 
its  desolating  steps. 

**  So  that  now  a  residence  in  Greece, 
is,  in  some  sense,  like  a  journev  over 
some  great  plain,  where  a  battle  once 
has  been  ;  and  where,  though  now  the 
wild  flowers  are  blooming  there  in  beau- 
ty, and  the  streams  are  rushing"  clear, 
our  steps  ever  disturb  some  oroken 
arrow-head,  or  shattered  spear,  the 
fragment  of  a  tattered  banner,  or  it  may 
be  some  dead  warrior's  skull.** 

Catastrophes  have,  in  fact,  occurred 
on  this  classic  and  favoured  soil,  in 
comparison  with  which  the  most  san- 
guinary revolutions  of  nations  nearer 
home  are  tame.  Every  family  has  its 
own  dark  and  dismal  history — a  ro- 
mance of  calamity,  that  renders  many 
of  the  unhappy  survivors  monuments 

monuments  which  bear  engraved  on 

theur  memories  and  on  their  counte- 
nances the  tale  of  woes  which  have 
desolated,  for  them,  the  paradise  that 
surrounds  them. 

Let  us  take  a  case,  by  no  means  an 
extreme  one — ^that  of  one  of  the  most 
interesting  personages  in  Greece,  a 
representative  of  those  brave  old  pali- 
kari,  who -were  leaders  in  the  liberation 
of  their  country  :— 

"  Petrobey,  the  good  old  Bey  of  Mai- 
na,  has  lived  to  see  the  most  of  his  com- 


rades in  arms  depart  to  answer  a  sterner 
call  than  ever  brought  them  to  the  bat- 
tle-field, conquered  at  last  by  the  very 
power  they  once  used  against  their  ene- 
mies. He  has  lived  on  after  a  stirring 
and  eventful  life  to  a  cheerful  old  age, 
yet  he  must  have  fearful  recollections  too, 
that  simple,  kind-hearted  noble  old  man ; 
there  has  been  one  hour  in  his  life  whose 
memory  must  surely  blot  out  and  ob« 
scure  all  other  happier  moments  in  his 
existence.  It  is  that  in  which  he  was 
brought  before  the  narrow  window  of 
his  prison  by  the  eaolers,  and  forced  to 
look  down  upon  bis  brave  and  beautiful 
son,  '  the  light  of  his  eyes,'  as  he  called 
him  (and  yet  not  less,  alas  I  the  assassin 
of  the  President  Cappo  d*Istria),  as  be 
came  forth  with  firm  step  and  dauntless 
eye,  to  perish  in  all  the  strength  and 
beauty  of  his  manhood,  by  the  hands  of 
the  common  executioners. 

"  The  father,  uttering  no  word  to  be- 
tray his  inward  agony  to  the  tormentors 
who  could  condemn  him  to  so  unnatural 
a  torture,  was  doomed  to  follow  all  the 
details  of  this  horrible  scene,  even  to 
the  last,  with  that  fascinated  gase 
which  could  not  choose  but  rivet  itself 
on  the  very  sight  that  was  rending  bb 
heart.  He  saw  George  Mavromioali, 
universally  acknowled^d  to  have  been 
as  gallant  and  noble  a  youn?  man  as 
ever  trod  the  earth,  and  remarkable  for 
his  personal  beauty,  come  forth  sur- 
rounded by  the  soldiers,  whose  muskets 
were  alreaidy  loaded  to  take  from  that 
beloved  son  the  life  which  he  had  g^ven 
him.  As  they  passed  under  the  win- 
dows of  the  prison,  the  young  man  look* 
ed  up,  and  their  eyes  met ;  Uie  distance 
between  them  was  too  great  to  admit  of 
more  than  an  interchange  of  looks,  but 
the  father  stretched  out  his  arms  through 
the  narrow  bars,  to  show  how  he  yearn- 
ed to  twine  them  round  the  form  about 
to  be  delivered  up  to  the  embrace  of 
death,  and  the  son  lifted  up  his  beauti- 
ful countenance,  glowing  with  ardour 
and  enthusiasm,  and  answered  him  with 
a  fond,  sweet  smile,  so  that  there  was 
far  more  eloquence  in  that  voiceless 
farewell  than  words  could  ever  have 
conveyed. 

"  Then  Petrobey  saw  him  pass  on, 
and  stand  in  the  open  space  reserved 
for  him :  he  heard  him  address  the  crowd 
with  quiet  cheerfulness,  telling  them  how 
willingly  he  died  in  the  cause  of  liberty; 
and  finally,  raising  his  eyes,  which  seem- 
ed to  reflect  the  serenity  of  that  blue 
sky,  to  the  smiling  heaven,  he  uttered  a 

Erayer  for  his  country  so  touchingly 
eautiful,  that  not  one  could  hear  it  un- 
moved ;  even  from  the  stem  breasts  of 
the  hardy  soldiers  deep  sobs  were  heard 
to  burst ;  but  the  father  wept  not  a  tear» 
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not  even  when,  rendiog  the  still  sunny 
air,  the  pealing  volley  did  its  work  of 
death,  and  the  child  of  his  love,  a  mo- 
ment before  so  fall  of  life  and  spirit, 
sunk  down  a  mangled  corpse.  Poor  old 
man  I  I  conld  not  help  thinking  to-day, 
as  I  sat  by  his  side,  bow  often  m  the  si- 
lence  of  night,  the  mournful  accents  of 
his  murdered  son's  last  prayer  must 
seem  to  rise  upon  his  ear;  how  often 
through  his  eyes,  closed  in  troubled 
sleep,  must  flash  that  smile  which,  like 
the  last  ray  of  the  sun  about  to  set  in 
night,  beamed  on  the  fair  face  that  so 
soon  was  darkened  in  death." 

Another  appalling  instance  is  re« 
lated  as  having  occurred  during  the 
last  insurrection  in  Crete.  The  fol- 
lowing observations^  suggested  by  the 
first  view  of  Scio>  introduce  the 
story  :— 

''  I  could  scarce  believe,  as  I  looked 
on  this  smiling  spot,  that  it  was  indeed 
the  scene  of  that  dreadful  massacre,  the 
horrors  of  which  have  been  so  repeated- 
ly detailed.  This  shocking  episode  of 
modem  history  was  sufficiently  striking 
to  have  been  well  known,  even  in  our 
own  distant  country,  but  it  is  strange 
how  manv  of  these  fHghtful  events,  in- 
volving the  fate  of  thousands,  have 
often  scarcelv  been  heard  of  beyond  the 
limit  where  the  echo  of  the  very  cannon 
itself  has  died  away.'* 

It  was  some  years  previous  that  the 
incident  recorded  occurred  to  the  au- 
thoress^ on  the  occasion  of  a  visit  to 
the  island  of  Naxos : — 

'*  I  had  taken  refuge  from  the  heat 
with  my  brother  in  an  open  khan  or 
cafe,  as  it  is  called,  and  we  entered  into 
conversation  with  some  Greeks  who  were 
sitting  there  smoking.  Wo  asked  if  all 
was  quiet  now  in  Crete ;  they  answered 
that  it  was,  and  were  continuing  to  talk 
on  the  subject,  when  a  groan  was  sud- 
denly heard  to  proceed  from  another 
part  of  the  room,  which  startled  us  all. 
We  looked  round,  and  saw  a  spectre-like 
figure  slowly  rising  from  a  comer.  It 
was  a  tall,  wretched-looking  man,  broken 
down  and  emaciated,  and  quite  lame 
from  a  gun-shot  wound  in  the  knee ;  he 
was  miserably  clad,  and  he  came  for- 
ward leaning  on  a  stick,  and  drawing 
the  remnant  of  an  old  capote  round 
him.  The  Greeks  made  way  for  him  with 
looks  of  compassion,  and  bid  him  tell  us 
his  history^  since  we  were  interested  in 
t&o  state  of  Crete.  He  complied  at 
onee,  and  sat  down  beside  us;  but  I 
never  shall  forget  the  recital,  for  there 


is  nothing  so  painful  a$  to  see  a  strong 
man  weep,  and  the  large  tears  rolled 
over  his  sunburnt  cheeks  as  he  spoke. 
He  said  that  he  was  a  Cretan,  and  that 
he  had  lived  ouietly  and  happily  with 
his  mother  and  sister  in  an  isolated  part 
of  the  island,  cultivating  his  vineyard, 
and  taking  no  concern  with  what  was 
going  on  without.  When  the  insurrec- 
tion broke  out,  he  still  remained  in  his 
own  little  house,  which  was  at  some 
distance  from  any  village,  feeling  his 
presence  to  be  necessary  for  the  pro- 
tection of  bis  family,  as  the  Turks,  in- 
furiated, spared  neither  man,  woman, 
nor  child ;  but  one  day,  a  party  of  Greek 
soldiers  stopped  to  refresh  themselves  at 
his  cottage,  after  a  skirmish  in  which  they 
had  been  engaged,  and  they  taunted  him 
so  bitterly  for  thus  remaining  inert  when 
his  countrymen  were  sacrificing  their 
lives  in  the  cause  of  liberty,  that,  stung 
to  the  very  soul,  he  seized  bis  sword  and 
left  the  house  with  them,  in  spite  of  the 
frantic  entreaties  of  his  mother  and  sis- 
ter. For  a  few  days  he  was  engaged 
in  continual  fighting  with  his  new  com- 
panions in  the  neighbourhood  of  Soda 
bay ;  at  last  the  wound,  from  which  he 
was  still  sufiering  when  we  saw  him, 
disabled  him  so  completely,  that  he  was 
forced  to  relinquish  his  post  and  return 
home.  With  much  difficulty,  after  two 
days'  journey,  he  reached  his  house,  or 
rather,  the  spot  where  it  had  once  been, 
for  a  few  smoking  and  blackened  ruins 
were  all  that  now  remained  of  his  pretty 
cottage  and  fertile  vineyard  :  utterly 
overcome  at  the  sight,  he  staggered  on, 
scarcely  knowing  where  he  went;  an 
agony  of  ibar  as  to  the  fate  of  those 
most  dear  to  him,  paralysed  him  so  com- 
pletely, that  he  could  not  even  call  to 
them  by  name  to  relieve  his  suspense ; 
but  as  he  reached  the  heap  of  moulder- 
ing stones  that  marked  the  threshold  of 
his  once  happy  home,  his  feet  stumbled 
on  a  sudden  obstacle  in  his  path  ;  me- 
chanically he  stooped  down,  and  his  eye 
lit  on  the  mangled  body  of  his  mother, 
already  quite  stiff  and  cold.  His  young 
sister  ne  never  saw  more,  she  had  been 
carried  off  by  the  Turks ;  he  himself, 
thus  completely  deprived  of  all  his  for- 
mer means  of  subsistence,  infirm  and 
broken-hearted,  with  difficulty  made  his 
escape  from  the  distracted  country,  and 
came  to  Naxos,  where  he  still  lives  on 
charity.  And  this  is  but  one  individual 
out  of  the  vast  numbers  whose  utter  ruin 
was  effected  bv  this  revolt,  so  casually 
mentioned,  and  so  soon  forgotten." 

Thus  we  learn  to  be  reconciled  to 
the  absence  of  every-day  enchantments, 
by  seeing  that  it  also  shields  us  from 
those  dreadful  tempests  which  **  tbun- 
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derstrike*'  the  happiness  of  the  com- 
munities wherein  they  occur.  Life  at 
home  is  without  its  poetry,  perhaps ; 
hut  it  thus  escapes  the  episode  of  an- 
guish, and  the  tragic  catastrophe.  The 
imagination,  unexcited  by  what  it  sees 
and  hears  without,  turns  in  upon  it- 
self, and  in  a  peaceful  internal  domain, 
creates  and  peoples  its  own  romance ; 
while  the  reason,  having  larger  scope 
and  ampler  grounds  for  exercise,  ele- 
vates our  intellectual  and  moral  being 
to  regions  far  more  truly  sublime  than 
even  the  heroic  localities  of  Attica  and 
Peloponessus. 

Although  the  narrative  of  our  author 
commences  only  a  few  days  previous  to 
her  leaving  Athens,  and  extends  as  far 
as  to  her  arrival  in  Vienna,  much  the 
most  instructive  portion  of  the  volume 
is  occupied  by  Greece  and  its  islands. 
This  is  easily  accounted  for ;  and  may 
be  understood  by  referring  to  our  open- 
ing observations.  Elsewhere  she  was 
like  other  observers — here  she  had 
been  for  years  a  resident  and  an  ex- 

Slorer ;  and  for  a  great  part  of  her  inci- 
ents,  and  almost  all  her  views,  she  has 
drawn  on  previously-acquired  mate- 
rials. On  this  account  we  prefer  taking 
our  extracts  mainly  from  theearlier 
chapters,  which  relate  to  that  country. 
The  descriptions  of  the  ceremony  of 
the  "  Anastasin,"  or  resurrection,  on 
Easter  Eve,  and  of  night  in  Greece, 
are  so  full  of  eloquence,  and  give  such 
interesting  and  beautiful  pictures  of  life 
and  nature  that  they  will  not  bear  mu- 
tilation : — 


*<  Happily  any  one  who  resides  in 
Oreece  is  tempted  to  abandon  the  theo- 
ry, that  human  hopes  are  liable  to  disap- 
pointment, at  least  as  far  as  regards  the 
weather ;  so  certain  is  he,  if  he  wishes 
for  a  fine  day,  to  see  it  arrive  smiling 
and  warm  ;  not  a  vacillating,  deceitfiU 
fine  day,  such  as  in  England  sometimes 
tempts  out  an  unwary  pleasure  hunter, 
seemingly  for  the  express  purpose  of 
maliciously  deluging  him  half  an  hour 
after  with  unexpected  rain,  but  a  day 
indisputably  fine,  with  a  sunshine  so  de- 
terminately  strong,  that  it  is  evident  no 
cloud  could  have  the  power  to  extin- 
guish one  single  ray.  And  Easter  Eve 
was  as  gloriously  starry  and  cloudless 
as  could  have  beeu  desired. 

'*  It  is,  indeed,  a  wonderful  thing,  a 
summer's  night  in  Greece,  or  rather  the 
space  between  the  setting  and  the  rising 
of  the  sun,  for  it  cannot  be  called  nio;ht 
where  there  is  no  darkness,  no  chilling 


dews,  no  sleep.   People  sleep  during  the 
hot  languid  hours  of  the  day,  and  they 
are  thankful  to  wake,  that  tney  may  re- 
vive under  the  delicious  influence  of  the 
faint  night-breezes,  so  mild,  so  soft,  that 
they  seem  to  be  but  the  gentle  breathing 
of  the  earth  in  its  slumber  ;  we  cannot 
call  it  night,  but  yet  it  is  not  day,  though 
the  whole  heavens  are  glowing  with  the 
intense  brightness  of  the  great  stars, 
hanging  so  motionless  in  the  unfathoma- 
ble depths  of  dark  unclouded  blue,  and 
the  very  air  is  filled  with  light  from  in- 
numerable meteors  shooting  to  and  fro. 
It  is  not  day,  for  there  is  a  solemn,  a 
profound  repose,  which  day  could  never 
know  :  the  very  spirit  of  rest  seems  to 
go  forth  over  the  earth,  hushing  not 
only  the  winds  and  waves,  but  causing 
every  leaf  on  the  sombre  olive-trees  or 
green  myrtle-bushes  to  lie  still,  as  though 
spell-bound;  and  the  starlight,  radiant 
as  it  is,  has  a  softness  which  tempers  all 
on  the  wide- spreading  landscape   that 
might  be  harsh  or  abrupt  in  a  more 
glaring  light.  Wherever  it  may  be  seen, 
a  calm  summer's  night  is  assuredly  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  things  in  nature ; 
but  there  is  something  peculiar  in  the 
influence  it  has  on  the  mind  in  Greece, 
which  I  have  nowhere  else  experienced ; 
there  is  such  purity  in  the  sky,  the  air, 
the  light,  such  a  holy  tranquillity  on  all 
around,  that  the  strife  of  life  seems  sud- 
denly stilled,  the  fire  of  human  passion 
quenched,   and  the  most  perturbed  of 
spirits  could  not  fail  to  partake  some- 
what of  30  iutense  a  rest. 

'*  Saturday  gave  promise  of  just  such 
a  night  as  this,  and  at  nine  o'clock  we 
proceeded  down  the  principal  street  oq 
our  way  to  the  cathedral,  where  were 
already  assembled  not  only  the  whole 
population  of  the  town,  but  that  of  the 
neighbouring  villages  also,  who  always 
repair  to  Athens  for  this  solemnity.  A 
platform  had  been  erected  at  a  short 
distance  from  the  church-door,  where 
the  king  and  queen,  with  the  bishops 
and  other  priests,  stand  during  the  lat- 
ter part  of  the  ceremony.  When  we 
arrived,  they  were  still  in  the  church, 
which  was  filled  just  as  it  had  been  the 
night  before.  Outside,  the  crowd  was 
dense,  and  we  obtained  places  on  a  bal- 
cony directly  opposite  to  the  cathedral, 
from  whence  we  witnessed  one  of  the 
most  striking  spectacles  I  have  ever  be- 
held. 

**  Still  coutinuing  to  follow  the  great 
events  of  Passion  Week  in  their  solemn 
rotation,  the  Saviour  was  yet  supposed 
to  be  within  his  tomb,  and  the  same 
perfect  stillness  was  maintained,  the  same 
darkness  and  gloom  prevailed  over  eve- 
ry thing.  There  was  not  a  light,  not  a 
sound ;  each  individaal  of  that  immense 
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multitude,  fiUing  even  all  the  adjoining 
8tr«ets,  remained  still  and  motionless, 
80  that  even  the  most  distant  might 
catch  the  murmuring  voices  of  the 
priests,  who  were  reciting  the  seryice 
within  the  church;  troops  lined  the 
streets  to  see  that  perfect  quiet  was 
maintained,  hut  assuredly  it  was  a  need- 
less precaution,  for  there  was  not  one 
present  who  did  not  seem  to  share  in  a 
general  feeling  of  gloom  and  depression, 
as  though  a  heavy  cloud  were  hanging 
over  all  things ;  and  so  complete  was 
the  realization  of  all  that  these  ceremo- 
nies are  intended  to  convey,  that  I  am 
certain  that  the  power  of  death,  still  so 
awAilly  manifest  in  these  last  tedious 
hours,  was  present  with  eac^h  one  of 
them. 

"As  midnight  approached,  the  arch- 
bishop, with  his  priests,  accompanied  by 
the  kmg  and  queen,  left  the  church  and 
stationed  themselves  on  the  platform, 
which  was  raised  considerably  from  the 
ground,   so   that  they  were  distinctly 
seen  by  the  people.     Every  one  now  re- 
mained in  breathless  expectation,  hold- 
ing their  unliehted  tapers  in  readiness 
when  the  glaa  moment  should  arrive, 
while  the  priests  still  continued  mur- 
muring their  melancholy  chant  in  a  low 
half-whisper.     Suddenly  a  single  report 
of  a   cannon    announced  that    twelve 
o'clock  had  struck,  and  that  Easter  Day 
had  begun  ;    then  the  old  archbishop, 
elevating  the  cross,  exclaimed  in  a  loud, 
exulting  tone, '  Christos  anesti,'  '  Christ 
is  risen  V  and  instantly  every  single  in- 
dividual of  all  that  host  took  up  the  cry, 
and  the  vast  multitude  broke  through 
and  dispelled  for  ever  the  intense  and 
mournful  silence  which  they  had  main- 
tained so  long,  with  one  spontaneous 
shout  of  indescribable  joy  and  triumph, 
'  Christ  is  risen  V  *  Christ  is  risen  !'    At 
the  same  moment  the  oppressive  dark- 
ness was  succeeded  by  a  blaze  of  light 
from  thousands  of  tapers,  which,  com- 
mxmicating  one  from  another,  seemed  to 
send  streams  of  fire  in  all  directions, 
rendering  the  minutest  objects  distinct- 
ly visible,   and  casting  the  most  vivid 
glow  on  the  expressive  faces,  full  of  ex- 
ultation, of  the  rejoicing  crowd ;  bands 
of  music  struck  up  their  gayest  strains  ; 
the  roll  of  the  drums  through  the  town, 
and  further  on  the  pealing  of  the  can- 
non, announced  far  and  near  these  glad 
tidings  of  great  ioy;    while  from  hill 
and  plain,  from  the  sea-shore  and  the 
hr  olive  grove,  rocket  after  rocket  as- 
eending  to  the    clear    sky,   answered 
with  their  mute  eloquence  that  Christ 
is  risen  indeed,  and  told  of  other  tongues 
that  were  repeating  those  blessed  words, 
and  other  hearts  that  leapt  for  ioy; 
everywhere  men  clasped  each  other's 
hud^r  9^  oongratulated  one  another, 


and  embraced  with  countenances  beam- 
ing with  delight,  as  though  to  each  one 
separately  some  wonderful  happiness 
had  been  proclaimed ;  and  so  in  truth  it 
was ; — and  all  the  while,  rising  above 
the  mingling  of  many  sounds,  each  one 
of  which  was  a  sound  of  gladness,  the 
aged  priests  were  distinctly  heard 
chanting  forth  a  glorious  old  hymn  of 
victory,  in  tones  so  loud  and  clear,  that 
they  seemed  to  have  regained  their 
youth  and  strength  to  teU  the  world 
how  '  Christ  is  risen  from  the  dead,  hav- 
ing trampled  death  beneath  his  feet,  and 
henceforth  the  entombed  have  everlast- 
ing life.* 

"  It  is  impossible  to  give  any  adequate 
idea  of  the  effect  of  this  scene.** 

In  the  month  of  April,  1845,  the 
traveller  and  her  party  terminated 
their  long  residence  in  Athens,  and  em- 
barked on  board  the  Austrian  steamer, 
which  was  to  convey  them  to  Syra. 
They  quitted  the  Piraeus  on  a  fine  sum- 
mer's evening,  and  looked,  it  may  be 
imfigined,  with  some  reeret  at  the  pii- 
krs  of  the  "  glorious  old  Parthenon," 
and  those  other  objects  which  have  an 
interest  for  every  cultivated  mind  ;  but 
which  for  them  were  associated  with  the 
idea  of  the  home  of  years.  In  the  midst 
of  the  pathetic,  however,  flashes  of  hu- 
mour occasionally  break  out;  it  is 
plain  that  the  lady  has  somewhat  of 
the  Dickens  quality  of  grouping  her 
fellow-passengers  into  the  grotesque^ 
and  dramatizing  adventures  into  co- 
medy. And,  it  must  be  owned,  there 
was  ample  material  for  both.  The 
young  Englishman,  just  arrived  from 
Jerusalem,  who  complained  that  he 
could  not  obtain  so  much  as  a  neat 
pair  of  boots  in  the  holy  city  I — the  mad 
doctor,  who  insisted  on  half-poison- 
ing all  the  passengers  with  his  sove- 
reign specific  against  sea-sickness — the 
French  litterateur,  who  told  so  very 

good  a  story  of  Alexander  Dumas 

all  these,  and  numberless  other  cha- 
racters, are  passed  in  review  before  us, 
and  skilfully  made  to  contribute  to  our 
amusement. 

The    following  casual    incident   is 
characteristic  :— 

"  The  little  cabin  in  which  I  was  to 

Eass  the  night  was  apart  from  the  rest, 
ut  I  found  I  was  not  to  have  it  to  my- 
self, for  as  I  went  in,  the  curtain  of  one 
of  the  larger  berths  was  gently  drawn 
back,  and  displayed  one  of  the  very 
prettiest  living  pictures  I  had  ever  be- 
held. Two  young  girls,  evidently  Sd- 
ots  from  iheur  costume,  were  reclining 
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together  wrapt  in  one  large  Turkish 
pelisse,  and  from  amongst  tnis  mass  of 
furs,  nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  two 
beautiful  heads  and  a  profusion  of  mar- 
vellously long  fair  hair,  twisted  round 
their  little  red  caps.  They  looked  timid- 
ly at  me  with  their  almond-shaped  blue 
eyes,  and  then,  probably,  thinking  I  could 
not  understand  them,  resumed  their  con- 
versation. There  is  a  degree  of  unso- 
phisticated simplicity  peculiar  to  those 
islanders,  which  is  y^ry  pleasing.  These 
young  Sciots  displayed  much  of  it  as  they 
talked  together,  and  counted  the  hours 
which  must  yet  elapse  before  they  could 
see  Scio,  which  seemed  to  be  for  them 
the  fairest  of  spots.  Presently  the  ca- 
bin door  openea  a  little  way,  and  a  pleas- 
ing, venerable  face,  surmounted  by  a 
^eat  turban,  looked  wistfully  in.  The 
mtruder  evidently  knew  he  had  no  busi- 
ness there,  but  as  I  was  sitting  reading, 
his  fine  old  head  was  gradually  follow^ 
by  the  rest  of  his  person,  clothed  in 
flowing  Turkish  robes,  which  are  still 
worn  in  many  of  the  islands.  This  was 
evidently  the  father,  and  his  question, 
"  are  you  asleep,  my  children?"  received 
a  vehement  negative  from  the  two  lively 
girls,  who  poured  forth  a  number  of 
questions,  and  seemed  most  unwilling  to 
tnlow  him  to  leave  them  again.  He  also 
manifested  a  degree  of  paternal  fond- 
ness, which  corresponded  well  with  what 
I  had  heard  of  the  warmth  and  depth  of 
feeling  displayed  bv  these  Islanders 
in  the  common  relations  of  life.  When 
I  found  that  they  were  in  a  great  fright 
at  the  notion  of  the  steamer  going  on 
through  the  night,  when  the  sailors  could 
not  possibly  see  their  way,  I  overcame 
the  reserve,  which  makes  the  English, 
when  abroad,  neglect  many  acts  of  kind- 
ness we  would  otherwise  perform,  and 
began  to  speak  to  them. 

•*  Their  father  then  left  them  quite  re- 
lieved, and  we  became  fast  friends  with 
that  degree  of  rapidity  with  which  friend- 
ships are  made  m  those  countries,  and 
strange  to  say,  are  often  very  true  and 
lasting.  They  told  me  their  whole  his- 
tory, and  talked  merrily  half  the  night 
— they  had  passed  their  lives  in  Scio, 
and  never  left  till  their  mother  died,  a 
few  months  before,  when  their  father 
took  them  to  Syra  for  change  of  scene ; 
now  they  were  returning  home  to  leave 
it  no  more,  and  fervently  did  they  long 
for  the  first  sight  of  their  own  dear 
island.  "When  they  found  I  had  not  yet 
seen  it,  they  gave  me  a  most  poetic  de  • 
scription  of  Scio,  and  of  the  life  they  led 
there;  it  was,  witboat  question,  the 
most  beautiful  spot  in  the  world,  they 
said ;  to  be  sure  they  had  never  seen 
any  other  place,  excepting  Syra,  yet 
still,  nothing  could  l>e  so  charming  as 
Scio ;  there  were  such  vineyards  and 


gardens,  so  full  of  orange-trees  and 
abundant  streams  of  water;  that  it 
was  delightfiil  in  the  cool  evening  to 
go  down  and  dance  the  Romaica  on  the 
sea-beach,  and  watch  the  fishermen  at 
work  by  torchlight.  They  pitied  me 
very  much  for  not  being  a  Sciot.  I 
asked  them  if  they  had  ever  heard  of 
Homer,  and  they  said  they  had  not; 
then  one  recollected  that  there  was  a 
Monsieur  Homero,  who  had  died  there 
last  year,  and  they  did  not  doubt  this 
was  my  friend ;  and  so  they  rambled  on, 
till  the  rocking  of  their  rough  cradle 
lulled  them  to  rest,  and  then  rolling 
themselves  up  in  their  great  pelisse, 
they  went  snugly  to  sleep." 

This  set  the  lady  ruminating,  daring 
which  they  arrived  off  Scio : — 

"  My  reflections  were  interrupted  by 
the  two  pretty  Sciots,  who  came  to 
take  leave  of  me,  with  many  vehe- 
ment expressions  of  regret  and  regard. 
This  would  be  considered  extremely 
absurd  after  a  twelve  hours*  acquain- 
tance anywhere  else ;  but  amongst  the 
natives  of  the  burning  East,  the  quick 
vivid  feelings  are  soon  aroused,  and 
their  glowing  imagination  carries  them 
on  readily  to  bestow  their  strong  pas- 
sionate affections,  without  dreaming  of 
pausing,  as  we  in  the  chilly  north  would 
do,  to  calculate  prudently  if  the  object 
be  worthy  of  them.  One  may,  doubt- 
less, make  many  philosophical  reflec- 
tions on  the  certainty  that  sentiments 
so  rapidly  awakened,  will  be  as  evanes- 
cent as  they  are  prompt ;  but  not  the 
less,  this  readiness  of  sympathy  and 
warmth  of  expression  do  in  trutn  cast 
a  glow  over  life,  and  make  this  selfish 
world  seem  far  less  of  a  peopled  wilder- 
ness, where  all  are  mingling  together, 
and  yet  each  is  most  utterly  alone,  than 
it  really  is." 

TheDannbe  has  been  already  ascend- 
ed and  descended  by  so  many  intelligent 
tourists,  that  there  is  little  remaining  to 
be  added  to  our  stock  of  knowledge  re- 
specting the  external  features  of  that 
great  river.  But  the  personal  narrative 
of  every  traveller  must  be  new  :  each 
individual  sees  from  a  different  centre^ 
and  has  things  presented  to  the  eye  at 
a  different  angle.  Some  incidents,  in- 
deed, in  the  case  of  the  book  before 
us,  must  be  novel,  from  the  circam- 
stance  of  the  traveller's  sex.  Of  these, 
"a  visit  to  the  harem"  of  the  Pacha  of 
Widdin,  one  of  the  principal  and  most 
populous  towns  in  Bulgaria,  is,  perhaps, 
the  most  curious.  A  doctor  who  was 
on  board  had,  it  seems,  some  interest 
with  this  powerful  Pachi^  and  exerted 
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it)  on  this  occasion^  to  obtain  permis- 
sion for  the  lady  to  visit  the  sultana  in 
her  harem.  Accordingly  she  proceed- 
ed from  the  palace,  accompanied  by  the 
doctor,  through  a  court  in  the  midst 
of  which  a  fountain  was  playlnof,  to 
what  seemed  to  be  a  separate  building ; 
and  there  the  latter  stopped,  not  even 
daring  to  cross  the  threshold,  telling 
the  lady  at  the  same  time  that  two  ne- 
groes who  presented  themselves  were 
to  beher  guides  :— 

*' I  did  not  half  like  being  left  alone 
in  this  strange-looking  place,  and  would 
have  remonstrated  against  his  leaving 
me,  but  he  looked  perfectly  terrified 
when  I  proposed  it,  and  disappeared  the 
momoat  the  door  was  opened.  The 
two  slaves  walked  before  me  in  silence, 
their  eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  through 
aever^  passages,  till  we  reached  the 
foot  of  a  s^ir,  where  they  in  their  turn 
consigned  me  to  two  women  who  were 
waiting  for  me.  One  of  these  was  the 
interpreter,  a  remarkably  pretty  wo- 
man, though  immensely  fat;  and  the 
other  was,  without  exception,  the  most 
hideous  old  woman  I  ever  beheld,  whom 
I  riebtly  guessed  to  be  the  duenna  of 
thenanem.  They  received  me  with  the 
highest  delight,  and  as  though  I  were 
conferrinig  a  ^eat  honour  upon  them, 
fervently  Kissmg  my  hands  and  the  hem 
of  my  dress,  in  return  for  which  I  could 
only  wish  that  they  might  live  a  thou- 
sand years,  and  never  see  a  *  bad  hour.* 
Seizing  me  by  the  hands,  they  dragged 
me  in  triumph  up  the  stairs,  and 
through  several  rooms  to  the  audience- 
chamber  of  her  Highness  the  Sultana. 
Like  that  of  the  pasha,  it  was  furnished 
with  a  long  divan,  over  which  were 
spread  two  of  the  most  splendid  cash- 
mere shawls  I  ever  saw;  several 
cushions  were  ranged  on  the  floor, 
and  the  windows  were  all  hermetically 
closed  by  the  fatal  screens  of  which  we 
had  heard  so  much.  They  are  a  sort 
of  wooden  lattice,  but  the  open  spaces 
are  so  very  small  that  one  can  scarcely 
discern  anything  without. 

**  The  women  made  me  sit  down ;  and 
when  I  placed  myself  in  the  usual  Eu- 
ropean manner,  they  begged  me  in  a 
deprecating  tone,  not  to  remain  in  that 
constrained  position,  but  to  put  myself 
q[uite  at  my  ease  as  if  I  were  m  my  own 
house.  How  far  I  was  at  my  ease,  in- 
stalled ^  la  Turque  on  an  immense  pile 
of  cushions,  I  leave  to  be  imagined  by 
any  one  who  ever  tried  to  remain  five 
minutes  in  that  posture.  The  interpre- 
ter now  left  me  alone  with  the  old  wo- 
num,  who  crouched  down  on  a  cushion 
at  mj  feet,  and  with  the  help  of  a  few 


words  of  Turkish,  with  which  I  was  ac- 
quainted, she  managed  to  give  me  quite 
as  much  information  as  I  wished  for,  on 
the  domestic  life  of  Eiredeen  Pasha's 
large  family. 

*'  We  were  interrupted  by  the  arrival 
of  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  young  slaves, 
who  came  running  into  the  room,  laugh- 
ing and  talking  like  a  party  of  school 
girls,  each  one  pausing  at  the  door  to 
make  me  the  usual  salutation,  and  then 
clustering  together  in  groups  to  gaze  at 
me  with  the  most  eager  interest.     They 
all  wore  the  same  dress,  and  certainly 
it  looked  on  them  most  singularly  grace- 
ful, as  they  stood  in  a  sort  of  languish- 
ing, indolent  attitude,  with  their  arms 
folded,  and  their  long  almond-shaped 
eyes  half  closed.     It  consisted  of  a  loose 
silk  jacket,  reaching  to  the  waist,  ano- 
ther underneath  of  a  diflFerent  colour 
falling  below  the  knee,  and  finally,  a 
pair  of  enormously  wide  trousers,  either 
wholly  red,  or  a  mixture  of  eay  colours, 
which  almost  covered  their  little  yellow 
slippers.     A  silk  handkerchief  and  va- 
rious other  ornaments  were  twisted  in 
their  hair,  with  quite  as  much  genuine 
coquetry  as  is  to  be  found  in  more  civi- 
lized countries.     Of  all  the  number  only 
three  struck  me   as  having  any  great 
claim  to  beauty  ;    but  certainly  crea- 
tures more  lovely  than  they  were  could 
nowhere  have  been  seen.     Two  of  them 
were  Circassians,  with  long  fair  hair,  and 
soft  brown  eyes ;  the  other  was,  I  think, 
a  Georgian,  very  dark,  with  beautiful 
features,  and  the  most  haughty  expres- 
sion of  countenance.    It  was  evident  that 
she  was  held  in  great  respect,  as  the 
mother  of  a  fine  little  boy  whom   she 
had  in  her  arms.     All  of  them  had  their 
nails  dyed  with  that  odious  henna,  with 
which  they  disfigure  their  hands  and  feet. 
*'  Presently  there  was  a  strange  shuf- 
fling noise  heard  without,  a  prodigious 
rustling  of  silk  and  satin,  ana  the  inter- 
preter hurrying  in,  announced  the  sul- 
tana.    The  slaves  fell  back,  and  ranged 
themselves  in  order.     I  rose  up,  and  her 
highness  entered,  preceded  by  two  ne- 
gro boys,  and  followed  by  half-a-dozen 
women.     She  was  a  tall,  digni6ed-look- 
ing  person,  of  some  five-and- thirty,  and 
far  from  handsome.     Nothing  could  be 
more  splendid  than  her  dress,  or  more 
perfectly  ungraceful.     She  wore  a  pair 
of  light-blue  silk  trousers,  so  excessive- 
ly large  and  wide,  that  it  was  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  she  could  walk ;  over 
these,  a  narrow  robe  of  red  cashmere, 
covered  with  gold  embroidery,  with  a 
border  of  flowers,  also  worked  in  gold, 
at  least  six  inches  wide.     This  garment 
was  about  five  yards  long,  and  open  at 
the  two  sides  as  far  as  the  knee,  so  that 
it  swept  on  the  ground  in  all  directions. 
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Her  waist  was  bound  by  a  cashmere 
scarf,  of  ereat  yalae;  and  from  her 
shoulders  nung  an  ample  pelisse,  of 
brown  satin,  liued  with  tne  most  beauti* 
ful  sibelline  fur.  Her  head-dress  was 
a  silk  handkerchief,  embroidered  with 
gold  ;  and  to  complete  her  costume,  she 
was  literally  covered  with  diamonds. 

*^  She  received  me  in  the  most  amiable 
manner,  though  with  great  stateliness 
and  dignity ;  and  when  I  begged  the  in- 
terpreter to  tell  her  highness  no  w  greatly 
I  felt  the  honour  she  had  done  me  in  in- 
vitinff  me  to  visit  her,  her  features  re- 
laxed into  a  smile,  and  dragging  herself 
and  her  load  of  finery  to  the  divan,  she 
placed  herself  upon  it,  and  desired  me  to 
sit  beside  her.  I  obeyed,  and  had  then 
to  recommence  all  the  compliments  and 
salutations  I  had  gone  through  at  the 
pasha's,  with  still  greater  energy ;  for  I 
could  see  plainly  that  both  herself  and 
her  slaves,  who  stood  in  a  semicircle 
round  us,  were  very  tenacious  of  her  dig- 
nity, and  that  they  watched  most  criti- 
cally every  movement  I  made. 

**  I  was  determined,  therefore,  to  omit 
nothing  that  should  give  them  a  high 
idea  of  my  *  savoir  vivre,*  according  to 
their  own  notions,  and  began  by  once 
more  gravely  accepting  a  pipe.  At  the 
pasha's,  I  had  managed  merely  to  hold 
It  in  my  hand,  occasionally  touching  it 
with  my  lips,  without  really  using  it; 
but  I  soon  saw  that,  with  some  twenty 
pairs  of  eves  fixed  jealously  upon  me,  I 
must  smoke  here — ^positively  and  actu- 
ally smoke — or  be  considered  a  violator 
of  all -the  laws  of  good  breeding.  The 
tobacco  was  so  mild  and  fragrant,  that 
the  penance  was  not  so  great  as  might 
have  been  expected ;  but  1  could  scarcely 
help  laughing  at  the  ludicrous  position 
I  was  placed  in,  seated  in  state  on  a 
large  square  cushion,  smoking  a  long 
pipe,  the  other  end  of  which  was  sup- 
ported by  a  kneeling  slave,  and  bowing 
solemnly  to  the  sultana  between  almost 
every  whiflf. 

"Coffee,  sweetmeats, and  sherbet  (the 
most  delightful  of  all  pleasant  draughts), 
were  brought  to  me  in  constant  succes- 
sion by  the  two  little  negroes,  and  a 
pretty  young  girl,  whose  duty  it  was  to 
present  me  the  richly-embroidered  nap- 
kin, the  corner  of  which  I  was  expected 
to  make  use  of  as  it  lay  on  her  shoulder, 
as  she  knelt  before  me.  These  refresh- 
ments were  offered  to  me  in  beautiful 
crystal  vases,  little  gold  cups,  and  silver 
trays,  of  which,  for  my  misfortune,  they 
seemed  to  possess  a  large  supply,  as  I 
was  obliged  to  go  through  a  never-end- 
ing course  of  dainties,  in  order  that  they 
might  have  an  opportunity  of  displaying 
them  all. 

**  One  arduous  duty  I  felt  it  was  quite 


necessary  I  should  perform,  and  this 
was,  to  bestow  as  much  admiration  oa 
the  sultana's  dress  as  I  knew  she  would 
expect  me  to  feel ;  I  therefore  exhausted 
all  my  eloquence  in  praise  of  it,  to  which 
she  listened  with  a  pleased  smile,  and 
then,  to  my  surprise,  rose  up  and  left 
the  room.  I  was  afraid  I  had  offended 
her ;  but  a  few  minutes  after  she  re- 
turned, in  a  new  costume,  eaually  splen- 
did and  unbecoming,  and  1  once  more 
had  to  express  my  enthusiasm  and  de- 
light, which  seemed  greatly  to  gratify 
her.  She  then  returned  the  compliment, 
by  minutely  inspecting  my  own  dress  ; 
and  the  slaves,  forgetting  all  ceremony 
in  their  curiosity,  crowded  eagerly  round 
mo. 

*'  My  bonnet  sadly  puzzled  them ;  and 
when,  to  please  them,  I  took  it  off,  they 
were  most  dreadfully  scandalized  to  see 
me  with  my  hair  uncovered,  and  could 
scarcely  believe  that  I  was  not  ashamed 
to  sit  all  day  without  a  veil  or  hand- 
kerchief; they  could  not  conceive,  either, 
why  I  should  wear  gloves,  unless  it 
were  to  hide  the  want  of  henna,  with 

which    they    offered  to    supply    me. 

They  then  proceeded  to  ask  me  the 
most  extraordinary  Questions — many  of 
which  I  really  founa  it  very  difficult 
to  answer.  My  whole  existence  was  as 
incomprehensible  to  this  poor  princess, 
vegetating  from  day  to  day  within  her 
four  walls,  as  that  of  a  bird  in  the  air 
must  be  to  a  mole  burrowing  in  the 
earth.  Her  life  consisted,  as  she  told 
me,  of  sleeping,  eating,  dressing,  and 
bathing.  She  never  walked  mrther 
than  from  one  room  to  another  ;  and  I 
can  answer  for  her  not  having  an  idea 
beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  her  prison. 
It  is  a  strange  and  most  unnatural 
state  to  which  these  poor  women  are 
brought,  nor  do  I  wonder  that  th« 
Turks,  whose  own  detestable  egotism 
alone  causes  it,  should  declare  that  they 
have  no  souls. 

**  Her  highness  now  sent  for  her 
children  to  show  them  to  me,  which 

E roved  that  I  was  rapidly  advancing  in 
er  good  graces  ;  ana,  as  I  luckily  knew 
well  that  I  must  not  look  at  them 
without  pronouncing  the  witih  that  they 
might  live  for  ever,  in  case  I  should 
have  an  evil  eye,  she  was  well  disposed 
to  receive  all  my  praises  of  them,  and 
to  allow  me  to  caress  them.  She  had 
four  fine  little  children,  and  the  eldest 
of  them,  a  bojr  of  six  years  old,  was  so 
perfect  a  miniature  of  his  father,  that 
It  was  quite  ludicrous.  He  was  dressed 
exactly  in  the  same  .way,  wearing  even 
a  little  sword ;  and  he  came  in  bowing 
with  so  precisely  the  same  dignified 
manner,  that  I  really  should  as  soon 
have  thought  o(  offering  bons-bont  to  the 
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pasha  himself,  as  to  this  imposing  little 
personage. 

**  My  attention  to  the  children  quite 
won  the  heart  of  the  sultana,  and  she 
desired  the  interpreter  to  tell  me  that 
we  were  henceforth  to  be  *  sisters  ;*  and 
I  was  obliged  to  receive  this  addition 
to  my  family  connexions  with  becoming 
delight ;  she  also  wished  me  to  be  in- 
formed that  she  had  once  seen  a  Chris- 
tian at  Constantinople,  and  that  she 
was  not  at  all  like  me.  I  thought  this 
Tery  likely;  but  I  was  growing  very 
anxious  to  terminate  my  visit,  which 
bad  lasted,  with  its  interminable  cere- 
monies, nearly  two  hours.  The  sultana 
was  very  unwilling  to  let  me  go ;  but 
when  I  insisted,  u>r  I  thought  the  pa- 
tience of  my  companions  must  be  quite 
exhausted,  she  once  more  rose  and  left 
the  room ;  in  a  few  minutes  the  inter- 
preter returned,  and  kneeling  down, 
kissed  my  hand,  and  then  passed  a  most 
beautiful  diamond  ring  on  my  finger, 
which  she  said  the  sultana  begged  me 
to  keep,  though  it  was  quite  unworthy 
of  her  '  sister.  I  was  much  shocked  at 
the  idea  of  taking  it,  for  it  was  a  ring 
of  very  great  value;  and  though  1 
ought  to  have  known  that  in  Turkey  it 
was  an  insult  to  refuse  a  present,  I 
could  not  help  remonstrating. 

**  The  sultana  came  in  herself  to  bid 
me  farewell,  and  I  endeavoured  to  re- 
turn it  to  her,  but  she  frowned  in  a  way 
which  really  frightened  me,  and  com- 
manded the  slave  to  tell  me  that  doubt- 
less it  was  not  good  enough  for  me,  and 
that  since  I  wished  for  something  better, 
a  more  valuable  present  should  be 
found.  This  settled  the  question,  of 
course,  and  I  put  on  the  ring,  and  went 
to  take  leave.  She  had  seated  herself, 
and  received  my  parting  compliment  in 
great  state ;  her  last  speech  was  to  beg 
that  I  would  tell  the  people  of  England 
always  to  recollect  that  if  they  came  to 
Widdin,  it  would  suffice  that  thev  were 
my  countrymen  to  ensure  their  having 
a  friend  in  Eiredeen  pasha.  I  then 
touched  her  hand,  ana  passed  out  of 
the  room  without  turning  my  back  to 
her,  whilst  the  slaves  kissed  my  hands 
again  and  again." 

To  revert  once  more  ^o  our  main 
topic.  It  is  of  importance  for  many  rea- 
sons,  practical  and  political  as  well  as 
moral,  that  a  just  estimate  should  from 
time  to  time  be  afforded  of  the  value 
to  be  attached  to  commonly-received 
notions  respecting  countries  with  which 
we  are  not  in  immediate  contact,  and 
which  are  in  a  state  of  national  transi- 
tion and  progress.  Of  such  countries 
tiie  most  remarkable  on  every  account 
ia  Greeoe.     And  to  obtain  such  views 


we  must  turn,  not  to  the  hasty  state- 
ments of  travellers,  who  enter  igno- 
rantly  upon  a  scene  to  them  full  of  no- 
velty and  romance,  and  who  are  liable  to 
have  their  vision  distorted  by  every 
false  medium;  but  to  the  testimony  of 
those  who  have  had  the  leisure  and 
opportunity  to  obtain  accurate  infor- 
mation, with  the  ability  to  draw  gene- 
ral conclusions  from  it,  and  form  an 
opinion  on  just  and  adequate  grounds. 
The  writer  of  this  volume  laboured 
from  the  first  to  disabuse  her  own 
mind  of  vague  and  pre-conceived  im- 
pressions, and  has  investigated  in  a 
liberal  spirit  the  institutions,  man- 
ners, and  creed  of  a  country  wherein 
she  was  so  long  a  resident;  and  as 
she  has  arrived  at  some  conclusions 
in  a  measure  subversive  of  popular 
notions,  it  will  be  well  to  recapitulate 
some  of  these,  in  order  to  set  the  pub- 
lic mind  right  on  the  subject. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  she 
took  up  her  sojourn  in  Greece  at  a 
period  when  that  country  had  but  just 
rescued  itself  from  the  degrading  thral- 
dom that  had  erased  the  name  of  Hellas 
from  the  catalogue  of  the  nations.  It 
was  some  time  before  the  emancipated 
captive  could  shake  off  the  moral  stu- 
por in  which  he  had  so  long  existed ; 
and  it  was  with  intense  interest  that 
the  first  faint  efforts  of  freedom  were 
observed — ^the  growing  consciousness 
of  independence — the  habituation  of  a 
people  to  think,  feel,  and  act  for  itself. 
Prejudices  gave  way  in  the  observer's 
mind — conviction  was  forced  upon  it — 
the  truth  became  manifest;  and  the 
final  impression  left  was,  that  if  Greece 
had  fair  play,  it  would  yet  work  out  a 
noble  destiny. 

I.  In  the  first  place,  the  society  of 
Greece  has  acquired  in  an  incredibly 
short  space  of  time  a  polish  and  re- 
finement, which  is  universally  acknow- 
ledged as  one  of  the  characteristic 
evidences  of  a  growing  civilization. 
The  youthful  Grecians  travel,  mix 
with  the  world,  seek  education  where 
it  is  best  to  be  had  ;  and  bring  back  to 
their  country  an  amount  of  know- 
ledge  and  experience  which  obliterates 
every  local  peculiarity  except  the  love 
of  country,  and  enthusiasm  in  her 
cause. 

II.  Besides  all  this,  the  circum- 
stances of  the  country  itself — its  old 
and  glorious  associations,  and  the  no- 
ble monuments  of  classic  antiquity 
which   meet  the   eye  on  every  side. 
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serve  to  give  a  tone  of  dignity  and 
elevation  to  general  conversation^' 
which  has  no  small  effect  in  mouldings 
the  national  character. 

It  seems  to  the  Greek  to  be  almost. 
Impossible  to  think  or  act  meanly  in 
the  presence  of  such  a  literature  and 
such  a  locale  as  his.  He  is,  as  it  were, 
in  an  amphitheatre,  from  which  the 
glories  of  five-and-twenty  centuries 
look  down  upon  him.  He  represents, 
in  his  own  eyes,  a  long  line  of  heroes, 
whose  ancestral  renown  he  is  bound 
to  uphold  ;  and  he  is  strong  in  the  de- 
termination not  to  disgrace  such  an 
illustrious  pedigree  by  one  unworthy 
act  or  thought. 

Nor  is  this  honorable  feeling  ex- 
pended in  martial  enthusiasm  alone. 
The  modern  Greek  is  as  earnest  in  his. 
endeavour  to  reform  social,  moral, 
and  political  abuses,  as  he  was  to  shed 
his  blood  in  his  country's  cause ;  and 
the  result  is  manifest  from  day  to  day, 
in  the  improvement  everywhere  per- 
ceptible in  the  national  institutions, 
especially  those  connected  with  educa- 
tion. The  university,  lately  establish- 
ed, is  flourishing,  and  schools  are 
opened  wherever  a  fair  prospect  pre- 
sents  itself  of  obtaining  scholars. 

III.  Connected  with  the  preceding 
observations,  is  the  improved  condition 
of  the  priesthood  in  Greece.  The  sa- 
cerdotal body  is  now  offered  the  means 
of  general  as  well  as  spiritual  enlight- 
enment :  and  as  that  church  has,  in  the 
midst  of  the  grossest  superstition,  ever 
''kept  the  true  faith  as  a  precious  gem 
in  a  rough  casket,"  good  hopes  may  be 
aitertained  that  she  may  yet  emerge 
from  her  comparative  darkness  as  a 
pure  and  apostolic  branch  of  the  uni- 
versal church. 

IV.  The  domestic  morality  of  the 
Greeks  has  ever  been  more  pure  than 
among  the  Turks.  It  has  of  late  years 
been  sensibly  .improving,  and  patterns 
of  true  fidelity  and  affection  aj^  todbi^r^ 
found  in  most  of  the  fam|JM^thr<rugh^ 
out  the  country.  •    ' 


To  all  these  instances  of  advance- 
ment, most  of  them  Hot  at  all  or  very 
imperfectly  understood  in  this  country, 
may  be  added  the  almost  total  cessa- 
tion of  brigandage  throughout  Greece. 
An  unprotected  person  may  now  travel 
from  one  extremity  of  the  land  to  the 
other,  as  safely  as  through  the  best 
parts  of  England ;  and  so  rare  is  crime 
of  an  aggravated  dye,  that  capital 
punishment  is  scarcely  known.  Indeed, 
the  odium  in  which  it  is  held  renders 
it  extremely  difficult  for  government 
to  procure  any  one  to  undertake  the 
office  of  executioner.  The  difficulties  of 
other  kinds  experienced  some  years  ago 
in  travelling  through  Greece,  too,  are 
now  in  many  places  altogether  removed, 
and  in  the  rest  rapidly  dis^pearing. 
The  roads  are  good,  the  horses  sound, 
and  easily  procured,  and  the  way-side 
accommodation  respectable.  The.  sad- 
dle is  still  the  approved  mode  of  con- 
veyance ;  and  the  traveller  who  is  not 
inured  to  it  must  expect  to  suffer 
occasionally  from  fatigue  and  exhaus- 
tion, especially  during  the  hours  near- 
est  to  noon  ;  but  he  has  few  of  those 
vexatious  hindrances  and  exhausting 
privations  to  impede  him,  which  the 
most  enterprising  tourist  had  to  en- 
counter fifteen  years  ago. 

Let  us  hope  that  all  these  indications 
may  be  an  earnest  of  something  to 
come :  tliat  Greece  may  not  only  exhibit 
progress,  but  attain  a  proud  position ; 
that  as  she  once  shone  out  a  sun  amidst 
the  darkness,  she  may  yet^ain  shine, 
a  star  in  the  constellation  of  the  na- 
tions ;  that,  small  as  she  is,  she  may 
be  enabled  to  resist  the  encroachments 
of  the  great  and  grasping  powers  that 
surround  her;  and  that,  if  she  be 
singly  unequal  to  the  struggle,  she  may 
claim  and  obtain  the  assistance  of 
that  remote,  but  ever-present  and  in- 
fluential empire,  which  has  witnessed 
with  such  intense  and  glowing  interest 

ctjl9l|miirit  of  early  Greece  reviving  in 

'tbe^ito0i8  of  her  sons. 
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Fatigited  with  the  tedious  routine 
of  dry  reading,  hored  by  the  weightier 
matters  of  the  law,  sick  unto  death  of 
demurrersy  and  grievously  annoyed  by 
rulee  to  computey  when  summer  comes 
back  with  its  delicious  sunshine,  and 
Its  long,  pleasant,  idle  days,  we  ad- 
journ to  our  marine  villa,  and  there 
comfortably  establishing  ourselves  in 
some  quiet  comer,  we  luxuriate  in 
indolent  repose,  divested  of  all  unne- 
cessary covering — coatless,  neckcloth- 
lest,  and  bootless — often  in  our  shirt 
sleeves — oftener,  still,  enveloped  in  the 
huge  folds  of  an  ancient  Turkish  dress- 
^og'^firo^'^y  ^®  ^<>11  whole  days  away  on 
the  sofa,  and  plunge  recklessly,  not  into 
the  quiet  blue  wave  which  ripples  be- 
neath our  window,  but  into  the  more 
exciting  sea  of  fiction.  We  read 
French  novels  by  the  ream,  almost  as 
fast  as  M.  Dumas  can  write  them; 
German  more  slowly,  for  thev  are 
commonly  somewhat  philosophic,  be- 
sides all  those  of  our  own  tongue ;  and 
then,  in  the  gloaming,  over  our  glass 
of  •*cold  wiUiout,"  do  we  jot  down 
our  opiniop  of  their  merits.  We 
mention  these  particulars  of  our  do- 
mestic retirement  ^not  from  any  hope 
that  our  mode  of  life  in  the  long  vaca- 
tion will  possess  the  least  attraction  to 
any  of  our  readers,  but  merely  to  ac- 
count in  a  satisfactory  manner  for  the 
melange  which  ornaments  the  heading 
of  this   chapter.      Since  that    quiet 


evening  that  witnessed  our  departure 
from  the  good  town  of  Carrickferg^ 
in  a  chaise  and  pair,  amid  the  blessings 
of  our  landlady  and  the  fervent  fare- 
well of  "  boots,"  with  purse  crammed 
with  the  greasy  provincial  notes  in 
which  kind  northern  solicitors  will 
persist  in  paying  our  fees,  and  diges- 
tive functions  slightly  impaired  by 
the  riotous  living  of  circuit,  we  have 
skimmed  half  the  contents  of  the 
neighbouring  circulating  library,  and 
save  the  three  whose  names  form  our 
text,  we  did  not  find  a  single  novel 
worthy  our  consideration. 

Than  the  author  of"  Tancred,"  there 
are  few  men  of  the  day  who  have  con- 
trived to  monopolize  more  of  the  public 
attention.  Mr.  Disraeli  is  somehow  or 
other  always  before  the  world ;  if  his 
ambition  be  "the  monstrari  digito 
preetereuntiu,"  he  has  completely 
achieved  it.  The  successful  assailant 
of  the  formidable  leader  of  one  of  the 
most  powerful  administrations,  and 
which  was  likely  to  be  one  of  the  most 
lasting  that  ever  governed  the  country 
—of  one  who  wields  well  and  with  ter- 
rific power  the  formidable  weapons  of 
argument  and  of  ridicule — who  has 
never  been  known  to  commit  himself, 
and  who,  whatever  may  be  the  defects 
of  his  political  or  personal  character, 
is  undoubtedly  a  master  of  the  science 
of  parliamentary  debate — the  auda- 
cious and  successful  assulant  of  this 


•  **  Tancred,  or  the  New  Crusade."    By  B.  D'Israeli,  M.P.    In  three  volumes. 
ifOndon  :  Henry  Colbum,  Great  Marboroueh-street.     1847. 

"  A  Whim  and  its  Consequences."    In  three  volumes.    London :  Smith,  Elder, 
and  Co.,  ComhUl.    1847. 

"  The  Fortunes  of  Colonel  Torlogh  O'Brien,  a  Tale  of  the  Wars  of  King  James. 
Dublin  :  James  McGlashan,  21  D'OIier- street.     1847. 
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man  of  mighty  not  to  speak  of  the 
author  of  six  novels,  of  which  some 
are  of  very  superior  merit,  must  be 
no  ordinary  mortal ;  and  because  he 
IS  no  ordinary  mortal,  he  is  worthy 
of  the  attention  of  Maga,  who  is  ever 
regardless  of  fry  of  the  smaller  kind ; 
not  indeed  annihilating  with  savage 
cruelty  their  infantine  existence,  but 
throwing  them  back  again  into  the 
waters  of  oblivion,  until  they  wax 
bigger,  and  more  worthy  of  being 
dished  up  for  the  literary  banquet  of 
her  distinguished  supporters.  We 
remember  well  when  the  world  was 
ringing  with  applause  after  one  of 
those  brilliant  and  polished  essays,  un- 
rivalled, perhaps,  in  the  annals  of  par- 
liamentary invective,  inquiring  '.of  a 
gentleman  who  occupies  the  most 
distinguished  position  of  his  time 
in  the  republic  of  letters,  his  opinion 
of  Mr.  D' Israeli.  "  I  was  present," 
said  he,  "  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons upon  the  occasion  of  his -first 
speech,  and  notwithstanding  the  total 
failure  of  that  effort,  1  prophesied  that 
he  would  yet  become  one  of  the  most 
effective  debaters  of  his  time  ;  for  be- 
sides many  of  the  elements  of  ability 
which  were  then  displayed,  he  ap- 
peared to  me  possessed  of  the  most 
indomitable  *  pluck.*"  This  gentle- 
man's parliamentary  diagnosis  has 
tumdd  out  correct,  and  the  honorable 
memier  for  Shrewsbury  now  has  cer- 
tainly achieved  a  position  as  a  brilliant 
and  formidable  debater.  But  our 
business  in  this  paper  is  not  with  his 
political  career,  which  we  leave  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  critics  better  quali- 
fied to  appreciate  than  we  can  possibly 
be.  In  the  more  peaceful,  and  to  our 
taste,  the  more  agreeable  haunts  of 
literature,  Mr.  D*Israeli  has  already 
gathered  laurels  which  are  at  least  as 
imperishable  as  those  which  cluster 
round  the  brow  of  the  successful  aspi- 
rant for  political  distinction. 

We  shall  never  forget  the  impres- 
sion made  upon  us  by  **  Pelham."  We 
read  this  incomparable  novel  in  the 
earlier  years  of  our  college  life;  we 
read  it,  we  remember  well,  one  bright 
spring  evening,  in  our  rooms  in  that 
portion  of  the  old  square  which  exists 
no  longer.  There  was  a  tumbler  of 
mild  half-and-half  potheen,  exquisitely 
blended  with  cold  water,  at  our  side, 
as  delicious  stuff  as  ever  parted  the 
lips  or  inspired  the  brain  of  an  under- 


graduate ;  in  ten  minutes  we  were  in 
extacies ;  in  twenty  we  had  forgotten 
the  existence  of  our  bowl  of  nectar. 
Lingering  with  intense  delight  over 
those  glorious  pages,  time  was  for- 
gotten ;  the  Greek  lecture  of  the  fol- 
lowing morning  was  uncared  for ;  we 
were  oblivious  of  night  roll,  and  but 
that  the  junior  dean  stood  our  friend, 
would  have  lost  our  lucrative  situation 
of  marker.  We  never  rose  until  we 
turned  over  the  last  page  of  the 
book  I  when  we  sought  our  couch,  we 
dreamed  thereof;  and  the  next  day, 
to  the  no  small  amazement  of  one  of 
the  learned  lecturers,  who  asked  us  if 
we  could  scan  a  certain  line  in  a  cer- 
tain chorus  of  a  Greek  play,  and  to 
the  delight  of  the  whole  class,  we  re- 
plied, dreaming, ''  that  pine-apple  frit- 
ters were  impossible." 

But  we  are  not  unmindful  either  of 
the  pleasure  which  was  afforded  us  by 
the  perusal  of  "  Vivian  Grev."  The 
firesh  and  sparkling  style,  the  know- 
ledge of  human  nature,  and  the  power- 
ful touches  of  eloquent  description, 
caught  our  juvenile  fancy ;  and  upon 
a  re-perusal  of  these  volumes,  we  see 
no  reason  to  change  the  opinion  we 
formed  when  they  first  met  our  eye. 
The  great  charm  of  Mr.  D* Israeli,  as 
a  writer  of  fiction,  is  the  off-hand  man- 
ner in  which  he  makes  the  personages 
who  figure  in  his  pages  discuss  the  to- 
pics of  the  day ;  expressing,  at  the 
same  time,  through  their  medium,  his 
own  experiences,  his  own  opinions,  and 
the  result  of  his  own  reflections,  upon 
such  subjects  as  arise,  enlivened  by  hii 
wit  and  fancy,  enriched  by  his  acute 
observations  upon  character,  and  hii 
knowledge  of  the  world.  The  pages 
of  a  novel  of  this  writer  afford  as  agree* 
able  a  banquet  for  the  literary  epicure 
as  it  is  possible  to  conceive.  His  des* 
cription  of  Lord  Eskdale,  in  the  work 
now  before  us,  is  almost  equal  to  that 
of  the  Marquis  of  Carabas  in  his  ear- 
liest work  just  mentioned,  or  to  the 
Mr.  Rigby,  the  Tadpoles,  and  Tapers 
of  "  Coningsby."  Lord  Eskdale,  first 
cousin  to  the  Duke  of  Bellamon^  and 
lord  lieutenant  of  the  county  adjoining 
that  in  which  Bellamont  Castle  was 
situated,  exercised  a  powerful  influence 
over  his  worthy  relatives.  A  knowing 
man  of  the  world,  they  never  committed 
any  action,  however  unimportant,  with- 
out consulting  him;  and,  in  conse- 
quence, they  never  committed  them- 
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gelvesy  for  it  does  not  always  follow^ 
BomehoWf  that  the  possession  of  a  dncal 
coronet  argues  a  proportionate  amount 
of  brains.  Lord  Eskdale  had  been  con- 
sulted as  to  the  best  school  to  which 
the  heir  of  Bellamont  could  be  sent> 
and  he  had  recommended  Eton — as  a 
college^  he  had  advised  Christ  Church. 
He  was  the  trustee  in  the  duke's  mar- 
riage settlement ;  he  was  appointed,  in 
the  duke's  will,  guardian  of  his  son ; 
equal  favourite  with  the  duchess,  who 
was  an  austere  lady  of  considerable 
personal  attractions,  deeply  read  in  the 
theology  of  the  nineteenth  century — 
a  precision  in  morals,  she  preferred 
"Chillingworth"  to  a  French  novel,  and 
one  of  the  ancient  fathers  to  even  the 
«  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine."  Lord  Esk* 
dale  was  a  master  of  the  feminine 
idiosyncracy,  and  guided  the  duchess 
without  ever  letting  her  feel  the  curb. 
When  the  Bellamonts  got  into  any  fix, 
they  would  write  over  to  Lord  Esk- 
dale, and  the  peer,  who  was  greatly 
averse  to  long  letter-writing,  would 
ride  over,  and  listen,  with  imperturba- 
ble calmness,  **  something  between  that 
of  a  Turkish  pacha  and  an  English 
jockey,"  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  to  the  united 
statements  of  his  noble  relatives,  and 
when  both  of  them  were  exhausted, 
would  sum  up  the  whole  affair,  and 
say  three  words  which  had  the  effect 
of  removing  all  their  difficulties.  He 
looked  upon  his  cousins,  although  he 
respected  their  native  ability,  as  two 
ehildren  when  affairs  of  the  world  were 
in  question. 

There  is  a  great  fete  in  Belkmont 
Castle  upon  the  occasion  of  the  heir 
arriving  at  his  majority,  and  Lord 
Eskdale  is  called  in  to  relieve  the 
troubles  of  the  duke  and  duchess,  who 
are  in  dire  perplexity  about  a  cook. 
He  recommends,  accordingly,  an  ar- 
tiste of  high  repute,  who  resides  in 
a  '*  purlieu,"  which,  having  passed 
through  very  often,  we  are  quite  able 
to  recognise  admirably  hit  off  in  the 
following  description : — 

'*  In  that  part  of  the  celebrated  parish 
of  St.  George  which  is  bounded  on  one 
side  by  Piccadilly,  and  on  the  other  by 
Curzon-street,  is  a  district  of  a  peculiar 
character.  *Tis  a  cluster  or  small 
streets,  of  little  houses,  frequently  in- 
tersected by  ruins,  which  here  are  nu- 
merous, and  sometimes  gradually,  rather 
than  al^pily,  terminating;  in  a  ramifi- 
cation   of  these    mysterious   regions. 


Sometimes  a  group  of  courts  developes 
itself,  and  you  may  even  chance  to  find 
your  way  into  a  small  market-place. 
Those,  however,  who  are  accustomed  to 
connect  these  hidden  residences  of  the 
humbler  with  scenes  of  misery  and  cha- 
racters of  violence,  need  not  apprehend 
in  this  district  any  appeal  to  their  sym- 
pathies, or  any  shock  to  their  tastes.  All 
is  extremely  genteel,  and  there  is  almost 
as  much  repose  as  in  the  golden  saloons 
of  the  contiguous  palaces.  At  any  rate, 
if  there  be  as  much  vice,  there  is  as  lit- 
tle crime.  No  sight  or  sound  can  be 
seen,  at  any  hour,  which  could  pain  the 
most  precise  or  the  most  fastidious ; 
even  it  a  chance  oath  may  fioat  on  the 
air  from  a  stable-yard  to  the  lodging  of 
a  French  cook,  'tis  of  the  newest  fashion, 
and  if  responded  to,  with  less  of  novel 
charm,  the  repartee  is  at  least  conveyed 
in  the  language  of  the  most  polite  of  na- 
tions. They  bet  upon  the  Derby  in 
these  parts;  a  little  are  interested  in 
Goodwood,  which  they  frequent ;  have, 
perhaps,  in  general,  a  weakness  for  play } 
live  highly  ;  and  indulge  those  passions 
which  luxury  and  refinement  encourage : 
but  that  is  all.  A  policeman  would  as  soon 
think  of  reconnoitering  these  secluded 
streets,  as  of  walking  into  a  house  in 
Park-lane  or  Berkeley-square,  to  which, 
in  fact,  this  population,  in  a  great  mea- 
sure belongs  ;  for  here  reside  the  wives 
of  house-stewards  and  of  butlers,  in  tene- 
ments furnished  by  the  honest  savings 
of  their  husbands,  and  let  in  lodgings,  to 
increase  their  swelling  incomes.  Here 
dwells  the  retired  servant,  who  now  de- 
votes his  practised  energies  to  the  occa- 
sional festival,  which,  with  his  accumu- 
lations in  the  three-per-cents,  or  in  one 
of  the  public-houses  of  the  quarter,  se- 
cures him  at  the  same  time  an  easy  liv- 
hig,  and  the  casual  enjoyment  of  that 
great  world  which  lingers  in  his  me- 
mory. Here  may  be  found  his  grace's 
coachman,  and  here  his  lordship's  groom, 
who  keeps  a  book,  and  bleeds  periodi- 
cally to  speculative  footmen,  by  betting 
odds  upon  his  master's  horses.  But, 
above  all,  it  is  in  this  district  that  the 
cooks  have  ever  sought  a  favourite  and 
elegant  abode.  An  air  of  stillness  and 
serenity,  of  exhausted  passions  and  sup- 
pressed emotion,  rather  than  of  slug- 
gishness and  of  dulness,  distinguishes 
this  quarter  during  the  day.  When 
you  turn  from  the  vitality  and  bright- 
ness of  Piccadilly— the  park,  the  palace, 
the  terraced  mansions,  the  sparkling 
equipages,  the  cavaliers  cantering  up 
the  hill,  the  swarming  multitude — and 
enter  the  region  of  which  we  are  speak- 
ing, the  effect  is  at  first  almost  unearthly. 
Not  a  carriage,  not  a  horseman,  scarcely 
a  passenger;  there  seems  to  be  some 
great  and  sudden  collapse  in  the  metro- 
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politan  system,  as  if  a  ftist  had  be^n 
announoed.  The  spirit,  is  allured  to 
gentle  thoughts  as  we  wapder  in  what 
18  still  really  a  lane,  and  turning  down 
Stanhope-street  behold  that  house  which 
the  great  Lord  Chesterfield  tells  us,  in 
one  of  his  letters,  he  was  biulding  in 
the  fields.  The  cawing  of  rooks  in  his 
garden  sustains  the  tone  of  mind ;  and 
Curzon-street,  after  a  long  atraggUng, 
twining  course,'ceasing  to  be  a  thorough- 
fare, and  losing  itself  in  the  gardens  of 
another  place,  is  quite  in  keeping  with 
all  the  accessories.  In  the  night,  how- 
eyer,  the  quarter  of  which  We  are  speak- 
ing is  alive.  The  manners  of  the  popu- 
lation follow  those  of  their  masters : 
they  keep  late  hours ;  the  banquet  and 
the  ball  dismiss  them  to  their  homes  at 
a  time  when  the  trades  of  ordinary  re- 
gions move  in  their  last  sleep,  and  dream 
of  opening  shutters,  and  decking  the 
windows  of  their  shops.  At  night  the 
chariot  wheels  round  the  frequent  cor- 
ners of  these  little  streets,  and  the 
opening  valve  of  the  mews  vomit  forth 
their  tegion  of  Broughams.  At  night, 
too,  the  footman,  taking  advantage  of 
a  ball  at  Holdemesse,  or  a  concert  at 
Lansdowne  House,  and  e^uessing  that, 
in  either  instance,  the  link-boy  will  an- 
swer, when  necessary,  in  his  summoned 
name,  ventures  to  look  in  at  his  club, 
reads  the  paper,  talks  of  his  master  or 
his  mistress,  and,  perhaps,  throws  a 
main.  The  shops  of  this  district,  de- 
pending almost  entirely  for  their  cnstom 
on  the  classes  we  have  indicated,  and 
kept  often  by  their  relations,  follow  the 
order  of  the  place,  and  are  most  busy 
when  other  places  of  business  are 
closed.** 

This  description  of  that  carious  lo- 
cality to  which  it  relates  is  not  excelled 
by  any  in  the  pages  before  us ;  but  we 
think  that  it  is  in  his  sketches  of  person- 
ages and  character  that  Mr.  Disraeli's 
main  forte  consists.  The  Marquis  of 
CarabaSf  of  his  earliest  noveU  is  a  mas- 
terpiece, which  is  scarcely  surpassed  by 
even  that  of  the  Duke  of  Bellamont  in 
the  book  now  before  us.  He  was  the 
grandson  of  a  mere^countl^  gentleman, 
who  havinff  won  the  favour  of  the  heir- 
ess of  the  Montacutesy  a  rich  family  of 
the  times  of  the  Planti^enets^had  t^dcen 
the  family  name,  and,  cyan  artful  job- 
bing  of  votes,  had  succeeded  in  work- 
ing his  way  into  the  upper  house  as 
the  Earl  of  Bellamont  and  Viscount 
Montacute.  The  French  revolution 
made  him  a  duke,  in  spite  of  old 
George  the  Third,  who  consoled  him- 
self for  being  forced  to  give  him  a 


dukedom,  hj  refusing  him  the  garter. 
The  duke  dislike  his  sou,  because  he 
feared  he  might  prove  his  rival.    The 
young  genfleman,  naturally  of  extreme 
shyness,  trembled  before  the  parental 
f^own,  and  sought  consolation  for  the 
melancholy  which  clouded  his  life,  in 
the  affection^  of  his  beautiful  cousin, 
Lady  Katharine — his  union  with  whom 
his  father,  of  course,  opposes;  and 
just  as  Montacute,  stung  to  resisttnee 
by  this  fresh  instance  of  parental  ty- 
ranny, is  meditating  matrimony,  with 
a  cottage  by  an  Irish  llUce,  and  seven 
hundred  a-year,  he  hears  that  tbe]duke*8 
death  has  made  him  the  undisputed  mas- 
ter of  his  own  fortunes.    Timid  by  na- 
ture, tiie  natural  moodiness  of  whidi 
was  increa.sed  by  his  solitaxr  life,  the 
young  duke  evinced  no  inclmation  for 
society,  and  never  entered  the  world 
of  fashion  except  once  a-year,  when 
he  and  the  duchess  had  the  honour  of 
dining  -at  the  palace,  or  of  ireceiving 
some  royal  guest  at  the  jHnncely  abode 
of  the  Bellamonts.     Tancred,  the  son 
of  this  worthy  pair,  has  just  come  of 
•  age ;  and  preparations  to  celebrate  the 
important  event  are  being  made  upon 
a  scale  of  princely  magnifioenoe,  at 
Montacute,  where  Bandies  from  Lon- 
don, and  epicures  from  tiie  clubs,  in 
short,  all  the  rank  and  fashion  of  the 
adjoining  counties,  are  about]  to  as- 
semble.     Scattered  tiirough  the  pages 
which  describe  their  arrival  are  some 
very  happy  touches  of  that  descrip- 
tive power    which  we  hate  already 
intimated    that   Mr.   'D'Israeli   most 
largely  possesses.      Let  us  gUmce  at 
Lord  Hull,  as  he  is- seated  at  the  ban- 
quet— an  Irish  peer,  and  a  bachelor 
with  twenty  thousand  a-year : — 

'*  He  was  a  man  with  a  red  face  and 
a  grey  head,  on  whom  coarse  indulgence, 
and  the  selfish  negligence  of  a  country 
life,  had  abready  conferred  a  shaneless 
form,  and  who,  dressed  something  like  a 
Kroom,  sat  at  dinner,  in  stolid  silence, 
by  Lady  Hampshire." 

Her  ladyship  examines  him  with  cu- 
rious pity  through  her  eye-glass ;  and 
thought  how  it  might  have  been  pos- 
sible for  even  him  to  have  been  fined 
down  if  his  education  had  been  pro- 
perly attended  to.  His  hair  need  not 
have  been  so  grey,  his  complexion  so 
glaring,  nor  his  hands  so  large,  had 
he  lived  in  the  civilized  world,  passed 
six  months  in  May-fair,  spent  his  car- 
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nival  in  Paris>  and  occasionally  visited 
a  German  Spa.  We  are  able  to  ap- 
preciate the  felicity  of  this  portrait^ 
having  ourselves  seen  a  similar  speci- 
men of  the  genus>  although  a  reviewer 
is  not  much  in  the  company  of  lords ; 
and,  like  "Capen  Cuttle^'*  we  had  made 
a  note  of  him^  ready  for  use  at  some 
former  occasion,  but  Mr.  D' Israeli 
has  taken  the  wind  out  of  our  sails^  and 
after  the  picture  we  have  just  present- 
ed to  our  readers^  any  portrait  of  ours 
woald  not  be  worth  a  moment's  inspec- 
tion. There  are  several  other  por- 
traits equally  well  painted  in  the  de- 
scription of  the  guests  at  Montacute, 
but  we  have  not  time  to  linger  amongst 
them  longer^  as  more  important  mat- 
ter awaits  us. 

The  sketch  of  the  festivities  at  Mon- 
tacute is  most  amusing  and  graphic* 
Got  up  upon  a  scale  of  princely  mag- 
nificence, nothing  was  wanting  which 
the  gold  of  the  bellamonts  could  sup- 
ply. There  was  a  colossal  pavilion 
in  the  Home  park  fit  to  hold  two  thou- 
sand persons,  and  for  everv  other  pa- 
rbh  a  similar  erection,  with  the  name 
to  which  it  belonged  inscribed  thereon. 
Yeomen  of  Budo&eton  and  Fuddleton, 
•f  Montacute  Mare  and  Montacute 
Abbots,  of  Percy  Bellamont  and  Man- 
deville  Stokes,  of  Ingleton,  and  Pad- 
more,  and  Hutton  La  Hale,  and  Bi- 
shopstowe — all  assembled,  each  in  a  se- 
purate  procession,  with  distinctive  co- 
lours, to  quaff  the  duke's  foaming  ale. 
The  blaze  of  the  fire- works,  the  rattle 
of  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  shouts 
of  the  multitude,  inspired  by  copious 
libations  of  the  jolly  beverage,  made 
the  scene  a  most  exhiliratmg  one. 
The  following  episode  is  done  in  the 
author's  happiest  manner  :— 

«* « It's  nothing  to  what  it  will  be  at 
night/  said  one  of  the  duke's  footmen 
to  his  family — ^his  father  and  mother, 
two  sisters,  and  a  young  brother,  lis- 
tening to  him  with  open  mouths,  and 
staring  at  his  state  livery  with  mingled 
feelings  of  awe  and  affection.  They 
had  come  over  from  Bellamont  Friars, 
and  their  son  had  asked  the  steward  to 
give  him  the  care  of  the  pavilion  of 
that  village,  in  order  that  he  might  look 
after  his  friends.  Never  was  a  family 
who  esteemed  themseWes  fortunate,  or 
felt  so  happy.  This  was  having  a  friend 
at  court,  mdeed.  *  It's  nothing  to  what 
it  win  be  at  night,'  said  Thomas  ;  'you 
will  have  "  Hail  Star  of  Bellamont!''  and 
"  God  save  the  Queen !"  a  crown,  three 


stars,  four  flags,  and  two  coronets,  all 
in  coloured  lamps,  letters  six  feet  high 
on- the  castle ;  there  will  be  one  hundred 
beacons  lit  over  the  space  of  fifty  miles, 
the  moment  a  rocket  is  shot  from  the 
round  tower.  And  as  for  fire-works> 
Bob,  you'll  see  them  at  last,  Bengal 
lights,  and  the  largest  wheels  will  be  as 
common  as  squibs  and  crackers,  and  I 
have  heard  say,  though  it  is  not  to  be 
mentioned ',  and  he  paused. 

**  *  We'll  not  open  our  mouths,'  said 
his  father,  earnestly. 

"  *  You  had  better  not  tell  us,'  said 
his  mother, in  a  nervous  paroxysm,  'for 
I  am  in  such  a  fluster,  I  am  sure  I  can- 
not answer  for  myself,  and  then  our 
Thomas  may  lose  his  place  for  a  breach 
of  conference.' 

'  * '  Nonsense,  mother/  said  his  sisters, 
who  snubbed  their  mother  almost  as 
readily  as  is  the  gracious  habit  of  their 
betters.     •  Pray,  tell  us,  Tom.' 

**  *  Ay,  ay,  Tom,'  said  his  younger 
brother. 

**  *  Well,'  said  Tom,  in  a  confidential 
whisper,  *  won't  there  be  a  trans- 
parency !  1  have  heard  say  the  Queen 
never  had  anything  like  it ;  you  won't 
be  able  to  see  it  for  the  first  quarter  of 
an  hour,  there  will  be  such  a  blaze  of 
fire  and  rockets ;  but  when  it  does  come, 
they  say  it's  like  heaven  opening  I  the 
young  markiss  on  a  cloud,  with  his 
hand  on  his  heart,  in  his  new  uniform.' 

**  *  How  I  long  to  see  him  T  exclaimed 
one  of  the  daughters. 

***And  so  do  IT  said  her  sister, 
•  and  in  his  uniform ;  how  beautiful  it 
must  be.' 

"*Well,  I  don't  know,'  s«d  the 
mother,  '  and  perhaps  you  will  laugh  at 
me  for  saying  so,  but  after  seeing  my 
Thomas  in  his  state  livery,  I  don't  care 
much  for  seeing  anything  else.' 

**  *  Mother,  how  can  you  say  such 
things  ?  I  am  afraid  the  crowd  will  be 
very  great  at  the  fire- works ;  we  must 
try  to  get  a  good  place.' 

**  •  1  have  arranged  all  that,*  said 
Thomas,  with  a  triumphant  look ;  *  there 
will  be  an  immense  circle  for  the  stew- 
ard's friends,  and  you  will  be  let  in.* 

"  *  Oh  r  exclaimed  his  sisters. 

**  <  Well,  I  hope  I  shall  get  through 
the  day,'  said  his  mother,  *but  it's 
rather  a  trial,  after  our  quiet  life.*" 

Mr.  D' Israeli  is  the  founder  of  a  new 
school  of  novel  writingi  and  hence  one 
source  of  his  popularity.  The  credit 
is  certainly  due  to  him  of  having 
struck  out  a  path  for  himself.  While 
we  had  the  historical  romance,  the 
philosophical  novel,  the  poetical  essay, 
and  the  fictions  of  St,  Giles's,  ''usque 
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ad  nauieami^  no  one  ever  dreamt  of 
turning  up  the  apparentlj  barren  field 
of  politics;  and  yet  from  this  8oil> 
seemingly  so  unfruitfuU  our  author 
has  contrived  to  rear  a  very  good 
crop  of  romancesy  possessing  the 
usual  complement  of  pages  and  vo- 
lumes. To  write  up  a  race,  or  to 
write  down  a  principle^  or  rather  the 
want  of  one,  seems  to  be  alike  the 
object  of  Mr.  D'Israeli's  gifted  pen. 
In  **  Coninfi^sbyy"  we  have  a  thought- 
ful youth,  just  emerged  from  Cam- 
bridge, pondering  over  doctrines  of 
political  economy,  abstruse  enough  to 
puzzle  a  professor,  or  inquiring,  with 
eager  zeal,  into  the  truth  of  conserva- 
tism, and  the  political  dogmas  on 
which  it  is  founded ;  or  drinking  in, 
with  attentive  ear,  arguments  to  prove 
that  our  credit,  political  as  well  as 
commercial,  for  the  main  part  depends 
upon  that  Caucasian  race,  to  whom 
our  laws  deny  the  right  of  citizenship, 
whether  in  turning  the  scale  of  an 
important  election  at  a  doubtful  mo- 
ment, endowing  a  church  when  the 
state  funds  are  inadequate,  or  in 
maintaining  the  credit  or  even  the 
existence  of  the  empire.  All  is  to  be 
attributed,  if  not  to  the  Jewish  laws, 
without  doubt  to  the  livin'g  Hebrew 
intellect. 

To  establish  a  principle  of  power, 
to  sustain  the  realm,  and  secure  the 
happiness  of  the  people,  or  to  pene- 
trate a  great  mystery,  is,  by  turns,  the 
object  of  Mr.  D*  Israeli's  heroes.  We 
are  bound  to  admit  there  is  some- 
thing of  a  sameness  pervading  the 
mechanism  of  all  his  novels.  The 
voung  aspirant  after  political  or  theo- 
logical truth,  .is  usually  brought  into 
the  august  presence  of  his  grandfather 
or  his  uncle,  as  the  case  may  be, 
and  then,  after  having  undergone  a 
sifting  cross-examination  as  to  his  pe- 
culiar principles,  and  the  manner  in 
which  he  came  to  have  them— astounds 
his  worthy  governor  by  a  solemn  de- 
claration, that  he  considers  him  a  hum- 
bug, and  cannot,  in  consequence,  afford 
him  his  political  support.  In  **  Con- 
ingsby,"  Lord wishes  his  grand- 
son to  go  into  parliament  for  a  cer- 
tain borough)  in  order  that  he  may 
add  to  his  aristocratic  honors  a  ducal 
coronet.  Coningsby  declares  that  he 
is  not  as  yet  prepared  to  incur  the 
responsibility  of  a  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons;    that  political   faith    has 


ranished  from  th«  earth,  and  tiiat  he 
is  in  no  case  inclined  to  support  the 
conservative  party.  The  earl  stands 
aghast  with  horror — ''  Some  woman,"* 
he  exclaims,  starting  from  his  chair^ 
<'  has  got  hold  of  the  boy,  and  made 
him  a  whig."  And  Coningsby  is  ac- 
cordingly dismissed  with  much  con- 
tumely from  the  august  presence,  and 
finally  disinherited. 

The  turning  point  of  the  story  of 
''  Tancred*'  is  somewhat  similar.  The 
Duke  of  Bellamont,  the  father  of  our 
hero,  is  in  is  library,  consbting  of 
the  statutes  at  large,  Hansard,  and  big^ 
blue  books — a  cabinet,  containing  his 
correspondence  with  the  secretary  of 
state,  and  ticketed  with  dates  and 
summary  of  contents  (for  his  grace* 
being  an  adept  in  the  arts  of  routine), 
occupies  one  side  of  the  apartment ; 
and  on  the  top  of  it  are  marble  busts 
of  the  younger  Pitt,  George  III.,  and 
Wellington.  The  duke  is  in  his  chair^ 
leaning  back,  with  an  expression  of 
painful  surprise — his  son  Tancred* 
Lord  Montacute,  is  on  his  legs,  look., 
ing  pale  and  serious  ;  and  a  discussioa 
is  going  on  between  the  pair  as  to  the 
propriety  of  Tancred  entering  parlia- 
ment— a  course  to  which  he  has  just 
expressed  his  extreme  distaste. 

** '  Yon  take  me  quite  by  surprise/  said 
the  Duke  ;  *  I  thought  it  was  an  arrange- 
ment that  would  nave  deeply  gratified 
you.* 

"  Lord  Montacute  slightly  bowed  his 
head,  but  said  nothing.  His  father  con- 
tinued— 

***Not  wish  to  enter  parliament  at 
present  I  Why,  that  is  all  very  well — 
and  if,  as  was  once  the  case,  we  could 
enter  parliament  when  we  liked,  and 
how  we  liked,  the  wish  might  be  very 
reasonable.  If  I  could  ring  my  bell,  and 
return  you  member  for  Montacute,  with 
as  much  ease  as  I  can  order  a  special 
train  to  take  me  into  town,  you  might  be 
justified  in  indulging  a  fancy.  But  how 
and  when,  I  should  like  to  know,  are 

{rou  to  enter  parliament  now  ?  This  par- 
lament  will  last — it  will  go  on  to  the 
lees — Lord  Eskdale  told  me  so  not  a 
week  ago.  Well,  then,  at  any  rate  you 
have  three  years — for  three  years  you 
are  an  idler.  I  never  thought  such  was 
your  character.' 

'*  Lord  Montacute  cast  his  dark  in- 
telligent eyes  upon  the  ground,  and 
seemed  plunged  in  thought. 

***  Besides,'  added  the  Duke,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  'suppose  Hun&^rfordii 
not  in  the  same  humour  this  tune  three 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Tancred. 


2£9 


years  which  he  is  hi  now.  Prohahly  he 
may  be-^possibly  he  may  not.  Men  do 
not  like  to  be  baulked,  when  they  think 
that  they  are  doing  a  very  kind,  or  a 
very  generous  thing.  I  should  be  placed 
in  a  most  painful  position  if,  this  time 
three  years,  I  had  to  withdraw  my  sup- 
port from  Hungerford,  in  order  to  se- 
cure your  return.' 

*'  'There  would  be  no  necessity,  under 
any  circumstances,  for  that,  my  dear 
fatner,*  said  Lord  Montacute ;  '  for,  to 
be  frank,  I  believe  I  should  feel  as  little 
disposed  to  enter  parliament  three  years 
hence,  as  now.' 

**The  Duke  looked  still  more  sur- 
prised. '  Mr.  Fox  was  not  of  age  when 
he  took  his  seat,'  said  his  grace.  '  You 
know  how  old  Mr.  Pitt  was,  when  he  was 
a  minister.  Sir  Robert,  too,  was  in  har- 
ness very  early.  I  have  always  heard 
judges  say  that  a  man  might  speak  in 
parliament  too  soon,  but  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  go  in  too  soon.' 

'*  *  If  he  wished  to  succeed  in  that  as- 
sembly,' replied  Lord  Montacute,  *  I  can 
easily  believe  it ;  it  roust  be  of  advan- 
tage— but  I  have  not  that  wish.' 

"  *  I  don't  like  to  see  a  man  take  his 
seat  in  the  House  of  Lords,  who  has  not 
been  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He 
seems  to  me  always  in  a  manner  un- 
fledged/ 

**  *  It  will  be  a  long  time,  I  hope,  my 
dear  father,  before  I  take  my  seat  in  the 
House  of  Lords,'  said  Lord  Montacute, 
*  if,  indeed  I  ever  do.' 

**  •  In  the  course  of  nature  it  is  a  cer- 
Uinty.' 

*<  *  Suppose  the  Duke's  plan  for  perpe- 
tuating an  aristocracy  do  not  succeed,' 
said  Lord  Montacute,  '  and  one  house 
ceases  to  exist.' 

*'  His  father  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
'  It  is  not  our  business  to  suppose  that ; 
I  hope  it  never  will  be  the  business  of 
any  one,  at  least  seriously.  This  is  a 
ereat  country,  and  it  has  become  great 
by  its  aristocracy.' 

•*  •  You  think,  then,  our  sovereigns  did 
nothing  for  our  greatness  ?  Queen  Eli- 
zabeth, for  example,  of  whose  vbit  to 
Montacute  you  are  so  proud.' 

••  *  They  performed  their  part.' 

"  *  And  have  ceased  to  exist.  We  may 
have  performed  our  part,  and  may  meet 
the  same  fate.' 

"  *  Why,  you  are  talking  liberalism.* 

"  *  Hardly  that,  my  dear  father,  for  I 
have  not  expressed  an  opinion.' 

"  *  I  wish  I  knew  what  your  opinions 
were,  my  dear  son,  or  even  your  wishes.' 

"  *  Well,  then,  to  do  my  duty.' 

"  *  Exactly — you  are  a  pillar  of  the 
state;  support  the  state.' 

"  •  Ah  !  if  any  one  would  but  tell  me 
what  the  state  Is,'  said  Lord  Montacute, 


sighing.  '  It  seems  to  me  your  pillars 
remain,  but  thev  support  nothing.  In 
that  case,  though  the  shafts  may  be  per- 
pendicular, and  the  capitals  very  ornata, 
they  are  no  longer  props — they  are  a 
ruin.' 

<*<You  would  then  hand  us  over  to 
the  ten-pounders  ?' 

"  *  They  do  not  even  pretend  to  be  a 
state,'  said  Lord  Montacute,  "  thev  do 
not  even  profess  to  support  anything ; 
on  the  contrary,  the  essence  of  theie 
philosophy  is,  that  nothing  is  to  be  es- 
tablished, and  that  everything  is  to  be 
left  to  itself.' 

"  *  And  how  would  you  act,  then  ?— . 
what  are  your  plans  ? — ^have  you  any  ?* 

•*  *  I  have.' 

••  *  Well,  that  is  satisfactory,'  said  the 
Duke,  with  animation.  '  Whatever  they 
are,  you  know  you  may  count  upon  my 
doing  everything  that  is  possible  to  meet 
your  wishes.  I  know  they  cannot  be  un- 
worthy ones,  for  I  believe  you  are  inca- 
pable of  a  thought  that  is  not  good  and 
great.' 

"  *  My  father,*  said  Lord  Montacute, 
and  moving,  he  drew  a  chair  to  the  table, 
and  seated  himself  by  the  Duke,  *  you 
possess,  and  have  a  ri^ht  to  my  confi- 
dence ;  I  ought  not  to  have  saia  that  I 
doubted  what  was  good,  for  I  knew 
you.' 

**  *  Sons  like  you  make  good  fathers.' 

***It  is  not  always  so,'  said  Lord 
Montacute ;  '  You  have  been  to  me  more 
than  a  father,  and  I  bear  to  you  and  to 
my  mother  a  profound  and  fervent  affec- 
tion ;  an  affiection,'  he  added  in  a  falter- 
ing tone,  *  that  is  rarer,  I  believe,  in  this 
age,  than  it  was  in  old  days ;  I  feel  it  at 
this  moment  more  deeply,  he  continued 
in  a  firmer  tone,  *  because  I  am  about  to 
propose  that  we  should,  for  a  time,  se- 
parate.' 

'*  The  duke  turned  pale,  and  leant 
forward  on  his  chair,  but  did  not  speak. 

"  *  You  have  proposed  to  me  to-day,' 
continued  Lord  Montacute,  after  a  mo- 
mentary pause,  * "  to  enter  public  life." 
I  do  not  shrink  from  its  duties ;  on  the 
contrary,  from  the  position  in  which  t 
am  born,  still  more  from  the  impulse  of 
my  nature,  I  am  desirous  to  fulhl  them. 
I  have  meditated  on  them,  I  may  say, 
for  years.  But  I  cannot  find  that  it  is 
part  of  my  duty  to  maintain  the  order 
of  things,  for  I  will  not  call  it  system, 
which  at  present  prevails  in  our  coun- 
try. It  seems  to  me  that  it  cannot  last, 
as  nothing  can  endure,  or  ought  to  en- 
dure, that  is  not  founded  upon  princi- 
ple, and  its  principle  I  have  not  disco- 
vered. In  nothing,  whether  it  be  reli- 
gion, or  government,  or  manners,  sa- 
cred, or  political,  or  Social  life,  did  I 
find  faith,  and  if  there  be  no  faith,  how 
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•caa  ilMre  4be  <hty?  k  there  rach  a 
tlimg  as  religMms  truth  ?  Is  there  such 
a  thing  as  political  right?  Is  there 
such  a  thing  as  social  propriety  ?  Are 
these  facts,  or  are  they  mere  phrases  ? 
— and  if  they  be  facts,  where  are  thev 
likely  to  be  foand  in  England  ?  Is  truth 
in  our  church  ? — ^why,  then,  do  you  sup- 
port dissent?  Who  has  the  right  to 
govern  ?  The  monarch  ?  You  have 
robbed  him  of  his  prerogative.  The 
aristocracy  ?  You  confess  to  me  that 
we  exist  by  sufferance.  The  people  ? 
They  themselves  tell  you  they  are  nul- 
lities. Every  session  of  that  parlia- 
ment in  which  you  wish  to  introduce 
me,  the  method  by  which  power  is  dis- 
tributed is  called  in  question,  altered, 
patched  up,  and  again  impugned.  As 
for  our  morals,  tell  me  is  charity  the 
supreme  virtue  or  the  greatest  of  errors? 
Our  social  system  ought  to  depend  on  a 
clear  conception  of  this  point ;  our  mo- 
rals differ  in  different  countries,  in  dif- 
ferent towns,  in  different  streets,  even 
in  different  acts  of  parliament.  What 
is  moral  in  London,  is  immoral  in  Mon- 
t  acute ;  what  is  crime  among  the  mul- 
titude, is  only  vice  among  the  few.' 

**  *  You  are  going  into  first  princi- 
ples,' said  the  duke,  much  surprised. 

•*  *  Give  me,  then,  second  principles,' 
replied  his  son ;  *  give  me  any 

**■  *  There  is  no  sort  of  doubt,'  said 
the  duke,  *  that  the  state  of  England  at 
this  moment  is  the  most  flourishing  that 
has  ever  existed — certainly  in  modern 
times.  What,  with  these  railroads,  even 
the  condition  of  the  poor,  which  I  admit 
was  lately  far  from  satisfactory,  is  in- 
finitely improved.   Every  man  has  work 

who  needs  it,  and  wa^es  are  even  high.' 

•  •  ♦  ♦  • 

**  *  So  I  often  hear,  sir,'  replied  his 
son;  'but  the  people  of  this  country 
have  ceased  to  be  a  nation  ;  they  are  a 
crowd,  and  only  kept  in  some  rude  pro- 
visional discipline,  by  the  remains  of 
that  old  system  which  they  are  daily 
destroying.' 

**  *  But  what  would  you  do,  my  dear 
boy  ?'  said  his  grace,  looking  up  very 
distressed.  *  Can  you  remedy  the  state 
of  things  in  which  we  find  ourselves  ?' 

**  <  I  am  not  a  teacher,'  said  Lord 
Montacute,  mournfully.  *I  only  ask 
you,  I  supplicate  you,  my  dear  father, 
to  save  me  from  contributing  to  this 
quick  corruption  that  surrounos  us.* 

•*  *  You  shall  be  master  of  your  own 
actions.  I  offer  no  counsel — I  give  no 
commands — and  as  for  the  rest,  Provi- 
dence will  guard  us.' 

"  *  If  an  angel  would  but  visit  our 
house,  as  he  visited  the  house  of  Lot,' 
said  Lord  Montacute,  in  a  tone  almost 
of  anguish. 

"  ♦  Angels  have  performed  their  part,' 


Mid  the  duke.  *  We  have  been  instruct- 
ed by  one  higher  than  angels ;  it's 
enough  for  all  of  us.' 

**  'It  is  not  enough  for  me,'  said  Lord 
Montacute,  with  a  glowing  cheek,  and 
rising  abruptly,  'it  was  not  enough 
for  toe  apostles,  for  though  they  listen- 
ed to  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and 
partook  of  the  first  communion,  it  was 
still  necessary  that  He  should  appear 
to  them,  and  promise  them  a  Comforter. 
I  require  one,'  he  added,  after  a  mo- 
ment's pause,  but  in  an  agitated  voice. 
'  I  must  seek  one.  Yes  1  my  dear  fa- 
ther, it  is  of  this  I  would  speak  to  you ; 
it  is  this  which,  for  a  long  time,  has  op- 
pressed my  spirit,  and  filled  me  with 
intolerable  gloom.  We  must  separate 
— I  must  leave  you — I  must  leave  that 
dear  mother — ^those  beloved  parents,  in 
whom  are  centred  all  my  earthly  af- 
fection. But  I  obey  an  impulse  that  I 
believe  comes  from  aoove.  Dearest  and 
best  of  men !  you  will  not  thwart  me-^ 
you  will  forgive,  you  will  aid  me*— and 
he  advanced  and  threw  himself  into  the 
arms  of  his  father."   . 

The  duke  imagines  his  son  wishes 
to  go  to  Paris  or  to  Italy,  and  although 
such  a  separation  would  doubtless  be 
unpleajsant,  consoles  himself  with  the 
reflection  that,  accompanied  by  a  pri- 
vate chaplain  and  his  own  pbysiciaa, 
neither  his  morals  nor  his  principles 
can  suffer  much  danger. 

"  'But  I  have  no  wish  to  see  Paris,* 
said  Lord  Montacute,  evidently  embar- 
rassed, and  making  a  great  effort  to 
relieve  his  mind  of  some  burthen — '  I 
have  no  wish  to  see  Paris.' 

"  '  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  that,'  said 
his  father,  eagerly. 

"  '  Nor  do  I  wish  either  to  go  to 
Rome,'  continued  his  son.  '  Nor,  my 
dear  father,'  continued  he,  'though  I 
did  not  like  to  interrupt  you  when  you 
were  speaking  with  so  much  solicitude 
and  consideration  for  me,  is  it  exactly 
travel,  in  the  common  acceptation  of  the 
term,  that  I  feel  the  need  of.  I  wish, 
indeed,  to  leave  England;  1  wbh  to 
make  an  expedition  to  a  particular  point, 
without  wandering,  without  any  inter- 
vening residence.  In  a  word,  it  is  the 
Holy  Land  that  occupies  my  thought, 
and  I  propose  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  sepulchre  of  my  Saviour.' 

"  The  duke  started,  and  sank  again 
into  his  chair. 

"  *  The  Holy  Land  !—the  holy  sepul- 
chre!' he  exclaimed,  and  r^eated  to 
himself,  staring  at  his  son. 

"  *  Yes,  sir,  the  holy  sepulchre,'  re- 
peated Lord  Montacute,  and  speak- 
ing with  his  accustomed  repose.  '  When 
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I  remember  that  the  Oea^r,  «t 
voice  light  -sprang  out  of  darkness,  has 
deigned  to  reveal  himself  to  his  crea- 
tures only  in  one  land;  that  in  that 
land  he  assumed  manly  form,  and  met 
a  human  death,  I  feel  persuaded  that 
the  country,  sanctified  by  such  inter- 
course and  such  eyents,  must  be  endow- 
ed with  marvellous  and  peculiar  quali- 
ties, which  man  may  not  always  be 
competent  to  penetrate,  but  which,  ne- 
vertheless,  at  all  times  exercise  an  irre- 
sistible influence  upon  his  destiny.  It 
is  these  qualities  that  many  times  drew 
Europe  to  Asia,  during  the  middle 
centuries.  Our  castle  has  before  this 
sent  forth  a  de  Montacute  to  Palestine 
— for  three  days  and  three  nights  he 
knelt  at  the  tomb  of  his  Redeemer.  Six 
centuries  and  more-  have  elapsed  since 
that  great  enterprise.  It  is  time  to  re- 
store and  renovate  our  communications 
with  the  Most  High.  I,  too,  would 
kneel  at  that  tomb ;  I,  too,  surrounded 
by  the  holy  hills  and  sacred  groves  of 
Jerusalem,  would  relieve  my  spirit  from 
the  tale  that  bows  it  down — ^would  lift 
up  my  voice  to  Heaven  and  ask,  what 
is  duty  and  what  is  faith,  mhaX  ought  I 
to  do,  and  what  ought  I  to  believe.' " 

It  is  by  no  means  oar  intention 
to  analyze  the  novel  now  before  us. 
We  never  analyzed  a  novel  in  our 
critical  existence,  nor  is  it  by  any 
means  necessary.  In  order  to  dis- 
cuss the  author *8  object,  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  handles  his  subject,  *'& 
few  orient  pearls  at  random  strung," 
by  wi^  of  extracts,  with  now  and  then 
the  elucidation  of  a  principle,  or  the 
discussion  of  an  opinion,  is  all  that  we 
profess  to  undertalce. 

It  has  been  said  by  some  one  that  it 
requires  no  ordinary  man  to  write  a  no- 
vel in  three  volumes ;  but  we  are  strong- 
ly of  opinion  that  it  requires  a  most 
extraordinary  one  to  read  one  through 
from  cover  to  cover,  pondering  sagely 
over  the  contents  of  each  hot-prised 
volume,  and  then  committing  to  paper 
his  critical  opinion  as  to  their  respec- 
tive contents.  We  hold  this  to  be 
quite  beyond  the  range  of  a  common 
intellect ;  and  we  think  that  were  the 
last  undertaking  even  successfully 
achieved,  the  elaborate  essay  would 
find  but  few  readers  ;  and  therefore  it 
is  that  we  shall  take  a  critic's  liberty 
of  passing  with  a  bound  over  many 
pages  of  "Tancred,"  wherein  it  is 
told,  with  much  vivacity,  the  consum- 
mate tact  with  which  the  man  of  the 


iRForU,   Lord  Eakdale,   iming   bKn 

flmnmoned  to  a  eenference  by  the  afr 
ilicted  duke  and  duchess,  contrives  that 
Lord  Montacute  should  not  make  his 
projected  pilgrimage  to  the  holy  se- 
pulchre bv  any  means  so  soon  as  he 
anticipated.      The  miserable  duchess 
writes  to  a  learned  and  eminent  bishop, 
in  whose  priestly  capacity  she  placed 
the  most  implicit  confidence,  imploring 
him  to  commune  with  her  son,  and 
give  him  the  benefit  of  his  spiritual 
admonition  upon  this  sad  subject.     He 
has  an  interview  with  Tancred,  which, 
however,  was  not  satisfactory  to  either 
party.      The  replies   of  the  learned 
divine  to  the  eager  inquiries  of  the 
young  enthusiast,  though  more  adroit 
than  the  duke's,  were  not  more  satis- 
factory, and  could  not,  in  any  way,   . 
meet  the  inexorable  logic  of    Lord 
Montacute.     He  was  unable  to  vindi- 
cate the  principle  on  which  the  present 
order  of  things  was  founded  in  Eng- 
land;   neither    faith    nor   its   conse- 
quences were  at  all  invigorated  by  his 
handling.     He  quite  failed  in  recon- 
ciling a  belief  in  ecclesiastical  truth 
with  the  support  of  religious  dissent. 
In  short,  the  bishop  was  posed  when 
he  tried  to  define  in  whom  the  power 
of  government  should  repose.    He  was 
lost  in  a  mass  of  phrases,  and  afforded 
his  pupil  not  a  single  fact.     The  witty 
prelate  did  not  realize  Tancred's  ideal 
of  a  bbhop,  while  his  lordship  hesi- 
tated not  to  declare  that  the  young 
noble  was  a  visionary.      To  the  Holy 
Land  Tancred  goes  accordingly,    in 
spite  of  a  philosophical  flirtation  in 
which  he  got  entangled  with  the  Lady 
Bertrie  and  Bellair,  a  clever  married 
woman,  of  pensive  beauty  and  brilliant 
intellect,  "who  had  guanoed  her  mind" 
by  reading  of  French  novels,  and  of 
whose  life  it  was  the  grand  mistake 
that  she  had  not  made  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  or,  as  she  her- 
self more  elegantly  eirpressed,  "that 
she  had  not  taken  up  her  palmer's  staff, 
nor  rested  content  until  she  had  ga- 
thered   a  shell  upon  the  strand    of 
Joppa.'*  In  despite  also  of  the  innume- 
rable difficulties  which  the  sagacious 
Lord  Eskdale  foretold  he  would  have 
in  procuring  a  yacht  of  size  and  capa- 
city sufficient  for  himself  and  suite. 

It  cert^nly  was  a  singular  idea  to 
enter  into  the  brain  of  a  young  noble, 
in  the  first  flush  of  youth,  just  enter- 
ing into  life,  the  heir  to  a  princely  for- 
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tune,  and  with  every  capacity  for  en^ 
joying  it.  At  such  an  age«  and  with 
such  prospects,  men  of  his  caste  often 
become  acquainted  with  the  tribe  of 
Israel  from  far  other  motives,  and  with 
other  designs,  than  those  entertained 
by  Lord  Montacute;  for  tbe  class  to 
which  he  belonged  too  often  content 
themselves  with  going  to  the  Jews^ 
instead  of  that  holy  city  of  which  they 
are  the  inhabitants.  Sidonia,  the  great 
Israelitish  merchant^  whose  acquaint- 
ance our  readers  have,  doubtless,  form- 
ed in  the  pages  of  "Coningsby,"  gives  to 
Master  Adam  Besoo,  a  banker  at  Je- 
rusalem, which  is  worthy  the  notice  of 
our  readers.     Here  it  is : — 

("a  letter  op  credit.) 
**  My  good  Adam, 

**  If  the  youth  who  bears  this 
require  advances,  let  him  have  as  much 
gold  as  would  make  the  right-hand  Hon 
on  the  first  step  of  the  throne  of  Solo- 
mon the  king ;  and  if  he  want  more,  let 
him  have  as  much  as  would  form  the 
lion  that  is  on  the  left,  and  so  on  through 
every  stair  of  the  royal  seat;  for  all 
which  will  be  responsible  to  you,  the 
child  of  Israel  who  among  the  Gentiles 
is  called 

"  SrooNiA." 

In  that  part  of  the  book  where 
Tancred  is  wandering  in  the  Holy 
Land,  there  occur  some  beautiful  de- 
scriptive passages  of  the  scenery  of 
Jerusalem  and  its  environs,  which  im- 
press us  with  a  very  high  opinion  of 
Mr.  D'Israeli*s  power  as  a  writer. 
But  should  the  reader  wish  to  study 
them,  we  must  refer  him  to  the  book 
itself;  for  most  assuredly  we  do  not 
feel  ourselves  at  liberty  to  detract  from 
its  circulation,  bv  making  him  familiar 
with  those  varied  beauties,  through  the 
medium  of  our  pages. 

Tancred  wanders  into  a  beautiful 
garden  at  Bethany,  and  there,  over- 
powered by  the  heat  of  the  sun,  falls 
asleep.  Aiter  a  refreshing  repose  of 
some  hours  he  awakes  to  nnd  himself 
in  the  presence  of  a  lady,  **  beautiful 
exceedingly,"  clothed  in  the  rich  Syrian 
costume — an  amber  vest  of  silk,  em- 
broidered with  gold,  fastened  with  but- 
tons of  precious  stones ;  huge  Mame- 
luke trousers  ;  an  embroidered  pelisse 
of  violet  silk,  with  long  loose  sleeves, 
showing  occasionally  an  arm  rarer 
than  the  costly  jewels  which  surround- 
ed it.     Her  rich  dark  brown  hair  fat- 


tened beneath  a  Turkish  cap  ;  her  oval 
countenance  of  brilliant  complexion ; 
the  large  dark  eye,  whose  irresistible 
power  was  modified  by  ineffable  ten- 
derness; the  perfect  eyebrow,  the 
short  upper  lip,  and  the  delicately 
moulded  chin — all  presented  the  per- 
fection of  Oriental  beauty.  With  her 
he  gets  into  a  profound  discussion  upon 
what,  we  presume,  Mr.  D'lsraeli  means 
by  the  great  Arian  mystery. 

The  lady  inquires  if  it  is  the  opinion 
of  Tancred  that  the  present  state  of 
the  Jewish  race  is  the  punishment  or- 
dained for  their  rejection  and  cruci- 
fixion of  the  Messiah ;  and  upon  Tan- 
cred's  replying  in  the  affirmative,  she 
asks  why  this  should  be  so,  for,  if  the 
Christians  believe  what  they  profess, 
they  should  worship  the  Jews.  They 
raise  statues  to  the  hero  who  saves  a 
country:  the  Jews,  by  fulfilling  the 
beneficent  intention  of  the  Creator  of 
the  world,  saved  the  whole  human 
race ;  and,  therefore,  instead  of  being 
persecuted  outcasts,  they  should  be 
treated  with  honour  and  respect,  as 
the  redeemers  of  the  whole  family  of 
man.  Now,  reader,  mark  the  points 
which  Mr.  D*IsraeLi  attempts  to  es- 
tablish. This  is  the  crowning  point 
of  a  whole  series  of  works,  sent  into 
the  world  for  the  avowed  purpose  of 
writing  up  the  tribe  of  Israel.  In  a 
former  book  he  attempts  to  prove  that, 
at  all  critical  periods  in  the  commercial 
or  political  existence  of  nations,  it  is 
the  Jews  who  support  their  credit,  and 
also  come  to  the  rescue  of  their  tot- 
tering power.  In  "  Tancred  "  he  goes 
a  step  farther,  and  lays  it  down  that 
they  are  the  saviours  of  mankind.  We 
cannot  help  thinking,  that  a  work  of 
fiction  is  not  the  proper  place  for  the 
discussion  of  sacred  subjects ;  but 
when  they  are  thus  forced  upon  our 
notice,  we  must  deal  with  them  as  we 
find  them,  and  Mr.  D'lsraeli  cannot 
but  know  that  it  is  not  by  sophisms 
like  these  that  his  object  can  be  ac- 
complished. The  Jews  were  not,  as 
he  well  knows,  the  executioners  upon 
the  awful  occasion  to  which  he  so 
lightly  alludes ;  and,  therefore,  the 
turning  point  of  his  argument  is  gone : 
but  assuming  that  they  were,  his  argu- 
ment amounts  to  nothing  more  than 
that  we  should  do  evil  that  good  may 
come.  Do  the  cruel  murderers  of  an 
innocent  and  sinless  being  perform  a 
praiseworthy  action,  then  is  every  fe- 
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Ion  homioida  a  public  benefactor,  and 
the  Jews^  who  caused  the  Son  of  God 
to  be  put  to  the  ignominious  death  of 
a  common  felon,  are  without  doubt  the 
saviours  of  the  whole  family  of  man. 
Let  us  worship  them/  then,  as  heroes 
who  have  savea  the  world — let  us  raise 
statues  to  all  the  actors  in  this  awful 
tragedy ;  for,  of  course,  Mr.  D'Israeli 
must  be  prepared  to  include  every  one 
who  took  a  part  on  this  awful  occasion, 
and  he  will  therefore  he  prepared  to 
accede  to  Judas  Iscariot  a  conspicuous 
position  in  their  assembly  of  heroes,  for 
without  bis  traitorous  intervention  the 
Son  of  Qod  would  not  have  been  sa- 
crificed, nor  the  world  redeemed.  But 
let  us  carry  this  curious  argument  a 
step  further  for  Mr.  D'Israeli,  and  he 
may  possibly  discover  that  it  leads  to 
results  upon  which  he  did  not  calcu- 
late. We  may  be  astray;  and  it  is, 
after  all,  not  so  very  improbable  that 
the  inventor  of  this  argument  may  be 
quite  prepared  to  include  among  the 
objects  of  his  especial  reverence  no 
le^  a  personage  than  Lucifer.  What 
would  be  say  to  a  statue  of  His  Satanic 
Migesty  I — 

•*  And  if  in  Downing-itreet  ihoold  Old  ITIck  x«v«1, 
BocUnd*gprim«  mlniiter  then  blcn  Uu  devil.** 

Why,  Mr.  Disraeli,  the  conclusion 
b  not  our  own — it  is  yours.  The  world 
would  not  have  been  redeemed,  you 
say,  if  the  Jews  had  not  put  to  death 
the  Messiah,  therefore  we  should  re- 
verence them.  But  through  what 
agency  was  the  world  placed  in  a 
condition  to  be  redeemed?  Clearly 
through  that  of  the  serpent,  "he 
tempted  the  woman,  and  she  did  eat ;" 
therefore  let  us  have  a  statue  to  him 
without  delay,  the  site  of  which  Sir 
Frederick  Trench  and  his  **  competent 
persons  "  can  have  full  permission  to 
place  in  that  quarter  of  the  city  where 
"the  Hebrews  most  do  congregate,*' 
and  Mr.  D*  Israeli  may  have  an  early 
opportunity  of  making  his  orisons  to 
an  object  which,  we  hope,  will  escape 
the  iconoclastic  rage  of  \f  r.  Punch  and 
other  critics,  who  so  mercilessly  assail 
the  works  of  architecture  and  the  ima- 
ges of  heroes  which  adorn  the  great 
metropolis. 

But  this  style  of  thing  is  no  laugh- 
ing matter ;  and  we  would  ask,  with 
all  gravity,  if  it  is  at  the  present  day 
^t  the  public  mind  is  to  be  crammed 
with  sncn  stuff  AS  this?    It  is  a  maV* 


ter  of  no  small  surprise  to  us,  that  a 
writer  of  Mr.  D'Israeli's  reputation 
would  stoop  to  such  miserable  conceits 
and  petty  sophisms — sophisms  which 
we  should  have  deemed  beneath  us  to 
notice,  but  which,  forming  as  they  do 
the  main  argument  of  the  book  before 
us,  we  could  not  pass  over  altogether 
in  silence.  Let  us  turn,  however,  from 
these  passages  to   the  brilliant  pic- 
tures of  Eastern  life  and  costume,  in 
which  Mr.  D'Israeli  seems  much  more 
at  home.  He  touches  off  Ibrahim  Pasha, 
Louis  Philippe,  Lord  Palmerston,  and 
the  politics  of  Young  Syria,  with  the 
nenoil  of  an  artist;  and  in  reading 
nis  graphic  descriptions  of  the  politicid 
parties  in  the  Lebanon,  we  cannot  but 
feel  that  we  have  the  advantage  of  the 
experience  of  one  who  has  thoroughly 
studied  his  subject,  and  who  is  per- 
fectly at  home  in  any  of  its  minutest 
details.     The  most  curious  character 
in  "Tancred"  is  the  young  emir,  Fakre- 
deen,  who  is  always  entangled  in  some 
extraordinary  intrigue ;  now  absorbed 
in  an  i^parently  hopeless  attempt  to 
raise  the  wind,  in  order  to  pay  an  im- 
mense sum  of  piastres  for  five  thou- 
sand English  musquets,  which  he  has 
ordered  to  raise  the  mountain.     He 
hits  upon  a  novel  expedient  for  this 
purpose,  which  is  neither  more  nor 
less  than  the  kidnapping  of  Lord  Mon- 
tacute,  whom  he  expects  will  be  re- 
deemed by  an  enormous  ransom,  as  it 
is  currently  reported  at  Jerusalem  that 
he  is  the  brother  of  the  queen  of  Eng- 
land.    The  description  of  the  capture 
is  most  amusingly  told.     Tancred  and 
his  party  are  surrounded  in  a  narrow 
pass,  and  a  proposition  is  made,  that 
he  shall  accompany  the  Arabs  to  their 
great  shehab  :— 

" '  What  do  these  people  say  ?'  inquired 
Tancred. 

*<  *  There  is  but  one  God,'  said  Sheik 
Hassan,  whose  men  had  now  reached 
him,  'and  Mahomet  is  his  prophet. 
Stand  aside,  sons  of  Eblis,  or  you  shidl 
bite  the  earth  which  curses  you.'* 

**  A  wild  shout  from  every  height  of 
the  defile  was  the  answer.  They  looked 
up,  they  looked  round:  the  crest  of 
every  steep  was  covered  with  armed 
Arabs,  each  man  with  his  musquet  le- 
velled. 

"  *  Demand  to  know  distinctly  what 
these  men  want,'  said  Tancred  to 
Naomi,  who  then  conferred  with  them. 

"•They  want  your  lordship,'  said 
Baroni,  *  whom  they  call  the  brother  of 
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the  queen  of  the  Boglish :  their  business 
is  clearly  to  carry  you  to  the  fi^reat 
sheik,  who  will  release  you  for  a  large 
ransom.* 

"  •  And  have  they  no  guide  into  the 
Jelaheens  ?* 

** '  None ;  they  are  strangers :  they 
came  from  a  distance  for  this  pnrpfOse ; 
nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  this  plot 
has  been  concoeted  at  Jerusalem/ 

'f '  Our  position,  I  fear,  is  fatal  in  this 
defile,*  saia  Tancred ;  '  it  Is  bitter  to  be 
the  cause  of  exposing  so  many  brave 
men  to  almost  certain  slaughter.  Tell 
them,  Baroni,  that  I  am  not  brother  of 
the  queen  of  the  English ;  that  they  are 
ridiculously  misinformed;  that  their 
case  is  hopeless,  for  all  that  will  be 
ransomed  will  be  my  corpse.' 

**  *  I  can  do  nothing,'  said  Baroni,  re- 
turning. '  There  is  something  in  all 
this  which  I  do  not  understand ;  it  has 
never  happened  in  mv  time.' 

"  *  There  is  then  but  one  course  to 
be' taken,'  said  Tancred:  *  we  must 
charge  through  the  defile ;  at  any  rate 
we  shall  have  the  satisfaction  or  dymg 
like  men.  Let  us  each  fix  on  our  oppo- 
nent :  that  audacious  looking  Arab  in 
a  red  k6fa,  shall  be  my  victim  or  mv 
destroyer.  •  Speak  to  the  sheik,  and  tell 
>  him  to  prepare  his  men.  Freemen  and 
t^ue  men,'  said  Tancred,  looking  round 
to  his  English  servants,  '  we  are  in  ex- 
treme peril.  I  took  you  from  your 
h0mes :  if  we  outlive  this  day  and  return 
to.  Montacute,  you  shall  live  on  your 
own  land.' 

"-•Never  mind  us,  my  lord:  if  it 
weren't  for  those  rooks,  we  would  beat 
those  niggers.' 

<« « Are  you  all  ready,'  said  Tancred 
toBaroni.' 

**  *  We  are  all  ready.' 

**  So  saying,  Tancred  shot  the  Arab 
in  the  red  kefa  through  the  head,  and 
with  his  remaining  pistol  disabled  ano* 
ther  of  tho  enemy*  This  he  did  while 
he  and  his  band  were  charging,  so  sud- 
denly and  80  boldly,  that  those  imme- 
diately opposed  to  him  were  scattered ; 
there  was  a  continuous  volley,  however, 
from  every  part  of  the  defile,  and  the 
scene,  was  so  involved  in  smoke,  that  it 
was  impossible  for  Tancred  to  see  a 
yard  around  him.  Still  he  galloped  on, 
and  felt  conscious  he  had  companions, 
though  the  shouting  was  so  ^reat,  that 
it  was  impossible  to  communicate.  The 
smoke  suddenly  drifting,Tancred  caught 
a  glimpse  of  his  position  :  he  was  at  the 
month  of  the  defile,  followed  by  several  of 
his  men,  whom  he  had  not  time  to  distin- 
guish, and  awaited  by  innumerable  foes. 

"  *  Let  us  sell  our  lives  dearly,'  was 
all  he  could  exclaim ;  his  sword  fell  from 
his  wounded  arm;  his  horse,  stabbed 


underneath,  sank-  with  him  to  the 
ground ;  he  was  overpowered  and 
bound. 

"  *  Every  drop  of  his  blood,'  exclaim- 
ed the  leader  or  the  strange  Arabs,  '  is 
worth  ten  thousand  piastres*' " 

The  young  emir  is  always  planning 
some  combination  wl^ch  would  en- 
tirely change  the  face  of  affairs,  and 
bring  back  empire  to  the  east.  The 
game  of  England,  he  conceives,  is  quite 
up ;  0*Connell,  the  Manchester  cottons, 
and  steam  have  been  its  destruction. 
The  best  thing  under  these  disastrous 
circumstances  for  the  queen  to  do,  is,to 
stow  away  all  her  treasures  in  a  great 
fleet,  and  transfer  the  seat  of  her  empire 
from  London  to  Delhi.  In  the  mean- 
.  time  the  emir  will  conclude  arrange- 
ments with  Mehemet  All :  he  will  retain 
Bagdad  and  Mesopotanua ;  our  sove- 
reign lady,yictoria,  under  the  new  title 
of  Empress  of  India,  shall  have  the  Le- 
vantine coast.  She  will,  by  this  dex- 
trous touch  of  diplomacy,  get  rid  of 
such  annoyances  as  Peel  and  Aber- 
deen, and  deliver  herself 'from  the 
serious  embarrassment  of  her  cham- 
bers, as  the  emir  is  pleased  to  desig- 
nate the  houses  of  parliament.  Having 
succeeded  in  making  a  prisoner  of 
Tancred,  the  wayward  nature  of  the 
young  emir,  melted  by  the  sight  of  the 
high  and  noble  bearing  of  his  cap- 
tive in  these  distressful  circumstances, 
impels  him  to  conceive  the  most  vio- 
lent affection  for  him ;  all  that  he  can 
do  is  not  too  much  to  testify  his  re- 
gard; and  when  Tancred  is  at  last 
released  from  durance,  he  accompa- 
nies^, the  Fakredeen  upon  a  visit  to 
his  hereditary  castle  in  the  mount^ns 
of  Lebanon,  where  he  remains  hit 
guest  for  a  considerable  period.  There 
are  some  slight  passages  of  romance 
between  Tancred  and  the  Lady  of 
Bethany ;  and  with  thb  exception  and 
that  of  the  episode  with  the  Queen  of 
the  Ansareys,  this  novel  contains  but 
little  to  interest  our  fair  readers. 

After  considerable  n^ociation,  and 
the  sending  to  and  fro  of  divers  mes- 
senger pigeons,  Tancred  obtains  per- 
mission to  visit  the  Queen  of  the  An- 
sareys in  her  mountain  fastnesses. 
Mr.  Disraeli  ought  to  have  told  his 
readers  who  this  ^people  were,  as  it 
does  not  follow  that  the  world  of  novel 
readers  possess  his  information  upon 
eastern  history;  but,  as  he  has  not 
endeavoured  to  do  so,  we  must  supply 
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his  omission.  The  territory  of  Ansa- 
risy  or  Nussaris^*  is  that  chain  of  moun- 
tains which  reach  from  Antakia  to  the 
riTalet  called  Mahr  el  Kaluis,  or  the 
great  river.  The  history  of  the  origin 
of  this  curious  race  is  worth  knowing. 
In  the  year  of  the  Greeks  1202,  there 
lived  at  the  village  of  Nasar>  in  the 
environs  of  Konsa>  an  old  man>  who, 
from  his  fastings,  his  continual  prayer, 
and  his  poverty,  passed  for  a  saint. 
Several  of  the  common  people  declar- 
ing themselves  his  partisans,  he  select- 
ed  from  among  them  twelve  disciples 
to  propagate  his  doctrine;  but  the 
commandant  of  the  place,  alarmed  at' 
his  proceedings,  seized  the  old  man, 
and  confined  him  in  prison.  In  this 
reverse  of  fortune,  his  situation  ex- 
cited the  pity  of  a  girl  who  was  slave 
to  the  gaoler,  and  who  determined  to 
give  him  his  liberty,  an  opportunity  of 
effecting  which  purpose  soqn  occurred 
to  her. 

One  da^when  the  gaoler  was  gone  to 
bed  intoxicated,  and  m  a  profound  sleep, 
she  took  the  keys  from  under  his  pil- 
low, and  after  opening  the  door  to  the 
old  man,  returned  them  to  their  place, 
unperceived  by  her  master.  The  next 
day,  when  the  gaoler  went  to  visit  his 
prisoner,  he  was  extremely  astonished 
to  find  he  had  made  his  escape,  and  the 
more  so,  since  he  could  percwve  no 
marks  of  violence,  and  he  therefore 
judiciously  concluded  he  had  been  re- 
leased by  an  angel,  and  eagerly  spread 
the  report  to  avoid  the  reprehension 
he  merited.  The  old  man,  on  the 
other  hand,  asserted  the  same  things 
to  his  disciples,  and  preached  his  doc- 
trines with  more  earnestness  than  ever. 
He  even  wrote  a  book,  in  which, 
amongst  other  things,  he  says — "  I, 
such  a  one  of  the  village  of  Nasar, 
have  seen  Christ,  who  is  the  word  of 
God,  who  is  Ahmidj^  son  of  Mahom- 
med,  son  of  Hanasa,  of  the  race  of 
All,  who  also  is  Gabriel ;  and  he  said 
to  me.  Thou  art,  who  readeth  (with 
understanding),  thou  art  the  man  who 
speaketh  truth;  thou' art  the  camel 
who  preserveth  the  fbitfafnl  from 
wrath ;  thou  art  the  beast  which 
carrieth  the  burden ;  thou  art  the 
(holy)  spirit,  and  John,  sop  of  Zac- 
chary — ^go  and  preach  to  men  who 
make  four  genuflexions  in  praying ; 
two  before  the  rising  of  the  sun,  and 


two  before  its  setting ;  and  let  them 
say  three  times,  God  Almighty  I  God 
most  high !  God  most  great !  let  them 
observe  only  the  second  and  third  fes- 
tival, and  fast  but  two  days  ;  nor  drink 
beer,  but  as  much  wine  as  they  think 
proper ;  and,  lastly,  let  them  abst&in 
from  the  flesh  of  carnivorous  animals." 
The  old  man,  passing  into  Syrian  pro^ 
pagated  his  doctrines  among  the  lower 
orders  of  the  country  people,  numbers 
of  whom  believed  in  nim ;  and  af^r 
a  few  years  he  went  away,  and  nobody] 
ever  heard  of  him  afterwards.  Such 
was  the  origin  of  the  Ansareys,  who 
are  for  the  most  part  mhabitants  of 
the  mountains  before  mentioned. 

The  Ansaria  are  divided  into  se- 
veral tribes  or  sects,  among  which  are 
distinguished  the  Shamsia,  or  adorers 
of  the  sun ;  the  Kelbia,  or  the  wor- 
shippers of  the  dog,  and  the  Kad-' 
musia.  Many  of  the  Ansaria  believe 
in  the  metempsychosis,  others  rejedt 
the  immortality  of  the  soul ;  and  in 
genera],  in  that  civil  and  religious 
anarchy,  that  ignorance  and  rudeness 
which  prevails  among  them,-  these 
peasants  adopt  what  opinions  they 
think  best,  following  the  sect  they 
like  most,  and  frequently  attaching 
themselves  to  none.  Their  country  is 
divided  into  three  principal  districts, 
formed  by  the  chiefs  called  Mokad- 
damin.  Their  tribute  is  paid  to  the 
monarch  of  Tripoli,  from  whom  they 
annually  receive  their  title.  The 
mountains  in  general  are  not  so  steep 
as  Lebanon,  and  consequently  are 
better  adapted  to  cultivation;  but 
they  are  also  more  exposed  to  the 
Turks,  and  hence,  doubtless,  it  hap- 
pens, that  with  greater  plenty  of  corn, 
wine,  tobacco,  and  olives,  they  are 
more  thinly  inhabited  than  those  of 
their  neighbours,  the  Maronmites  and  . 
Druses. 

But  let  us,  after  this  brief  historical 
digression,  proceed  to  the  queen  of 
this  strange  nation.  Young,  beautiful, 
impassioned,  and  eloquent,  surrounded 
by  all  the  accessories  which  influence 
the  imagination,  and  invested  with 
fascinating  mystery,  the  Emir  of  the 
Lebanon^  silent  and  enchanted,  is 
fascinated  by  Astarte ;  but  she  prefers 
the  stately  presence  and  lofty  form  of 
the  EngKah  prince  to  the  brilliant  and 
imaginative' beauty  of /his  companion. 
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aDd>  to'make  along  story  short,  she 
falls  Tiolently  in  love  with  Tancred, 
who,  absorbed  in  rery  different  ideas, 
has  not  the  least  notion  of  the  royal 
distinction  with  which  he  is  favoured. 
The  queen  cannot  make  him  under- 
stand her  wishes ;  she  is  much  puz- 
zled by  his  cold  abstraction,  and  at 
length,  becoming  rather  savage  at  his 
want  of  taste,  thmks  of  putting  him  to 
death.  It  suddenlv,  however,  occurs 
to  her,  **  that  cuttmg  off  his  head  is 
not  the  way  to  gain  his  heart."  We 
quote  the  words  of  Mr.  Disraeli,  in 
order  to  show,  en  passant^  that  he  is 
not  altogether  innocent  of  those  "petty 
larcenies,*'  which  ought  to  be  quite 
beneath  the  notice  of  an  author  of  his 
reputation.  It  is  no  uncommon  prac- 
tice for  a  writer,  whose  "  hard-bound 
brains"  are  deficient  in  the  inventive 
quality,  to  appropriate  another  man's 
idea ;  but  he  u&uallv  adopts  the  pre- 
caution of  clothing  it  in  his  own  lan- 
guage, and  sometimes  succeeds  in 
passmg  off  the  counterfeit  coin,  by 
reason  of  the  ignorance  of  his  readers. 
But  our  author  is  quite  above  such 
preliminary  precautions — he  steals,  to 
adopt  his  own  expression  with  re- 
ference to  the  whigs,  the  bather's 
clothes,  and  passes  them  off  for  his 
own.  In  short,  Mr.  D* Israeli  "prigs*' 
ideas,  and  upon  this  occasion  he  is 
indebted  to  Lord  Byron,  in  the  fifth 
canto  of  Don  Juan,  stanza  one  hun- 
dred and  forty,  where  it  is  told  how 
the  Sultana  Gulbeyaz  is  extremely 
angry  with  Juan  for  some  similar 
reason,  and  after  meditating  whether 
it  were  best  for  her  to  go  into  hys- 
terics, to  have  Baba  flogged,  to  stab 

herself,  or  to  cut  off  his  head 

But  let  us  quote  the  stanza  itself — 

**  She  thought  of  kflling  Joan— but,  poor  lad, 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward, 
The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 
MoM  likely  to  attain  her  aim— his  heart** 

Oh,  fie  I  Bflr.  D'Israeli — ^you  who  are 
so  hard  upon  Peel,  when  he  borrows 
a  political  idea,  caught  in  flagranti 
deticta  yourself.  Learn  for  the  future  a 
little  charity  to  vour  neighbours  5  and 
when  you  next  feel  disposed  to  appro- 
priate one  of  Lord  Byron's  facetious 
ideas,  either  disguise  it  in  your  own 
elegant  verbiage,  or  adopt  the  more 
manlv  alternative  of  letting  your  read- 
ers know  from  whence  you  have 
derived  your  "  curiotity  of  litera- 
ture." 


But  let  us  return  to  Tancred.  The 
Queen  of  the  Ansarey  at  len^gth  is 
induced  to  make  him  a  distinct  offer 
of  her  throne  and  kingdom;  he  pauses, 
leads  her  troops  to  battle  against  the 
Turks,  finds  his  way  back  to  Eva,  the 
Lady  of  Bethany,  and,  while  at  the 
hour  of  twilight  he  is  making  love  to 
her  in  a  <<  tone  of  gushing  tenderness," 
in  her  enchanted  gardens,  he  is  startled 
by  the  sound  of  his  own  name,  re- 
peated by  many  voices.  A  crowd 
comes  upon  him,  bearing  torches- 
Colonel  Brace  b  in  the  van,  the  Rev* 
Mr.  Bernard,  Doctor  Roby,  and  Uie 
English  servants.  Freeman  and  True- 
man,  bringing  up  the  rear ;  all  shout- 
ing and  tearing  about  like  devils. 

"  What  is  all  this  ?"  says  Tancre4» 
coming  forth  from  the  keisk. 

<<  The  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Bella- 
mont  had  come  to  Jerusalem  I" 

And  so  the  curtain  falls  upon  this 
most  curious  novel ;  a  work  which  it 
is  almost  impossible  to  test  bv  the  or- 
dinary rules  of  criticism — the  mcidenta 
of  which  present  nothing  new.  There 
is  neither  plot  nor  story,  nor,  with  the 
one  exception  to  which  we  have  al- 
luded, development  of  character,  nor 
any  of  the  usual  mechanical  contri- 
vances bv  which  such  productions  are 
renderea  attractive  ;  and  yet,  with  all 
these  faults,  "Tancred"  has  xnany 
merits.  Inferior  as  a  composition 
to  many  of  the  earlier  productions  of 
its  author,  without  any  of  that  display 
of  the  knowledge  of  human  nature 
which  is  to  be  found  in  "Vivian  Grey," 
or  the  humorous  touches  which  cha- 
racterise "  Coningsbjr,"  this  book 
will  be  read.  It  contains  brilliant  and 
beautiful  descriptions  of  eastern  sce- 
nery, from  the  pen  of  one  who  is  no 
stranger  to  the  clime  of  which  he 
writes,  a  considerable  acquidntanoe 
with  the  mysterious  science  of  Syrian 
politics,  and  with  the  histories  of 
nations  but  little  known  to  us ;  and, 
although  it  exhibits  no  skill,  and  for 
its  theological  absurdities  deserved 
condemnation,  we  cannot  but  re«urd 
"  Tancred"  as  the  production  of  an 
eloquent  and  gifted  mind. 

But  we  must  not  forget  that  there 
are  other  criminals  awaiting  at  the  bar 
of  critical  opinion  the  sentence  of  the 
court.  Another  gentleman,  name  to 
us  unknown,  has  pleaded  guilty  of 
having  composed  a  work«  with  refer- 
ence to  which  we  are  by  no  meant 
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disposed  to  follow  the  sage  advice  of 
my  Uncle  Toby,  when  he  was  informed 
by  Mr.  Shandy  that  the  immortal 
Lipsins  had  performed  a  similar  ex- 
ploit the  first  day  he  was  born.  This 
is  a  light,  sunshiny,  cheerful  day ;  we 
do  not  feel  at  all  bilioas — tout  au  con^ 
traire ;  our  digestive  functions  are  in 
perfect  working  order,  and  we  are 
consequently  in  good  humour;  but 
even  if  we  were  not — if  the  weather 
were  silent  and  sullen,  and  we  wrapped 
in  atrabilarious  critic  alasperity,  "A 
Whim  and  its  Consequences"  would 
restore  us  to  our  wonted  good  hu- 
mour ;  for  the  writer  is  a  fellow  of 
infinite  fancy,  and  has  really  a  very 
pretty  idea  of  doing  business.  He, 
like  the  author  we  have  just  dismissed, 
does  not  trouble  himself  very  much 
about  the  contrivance  of  his  plot — 
that  which  he  has  adopted  being  by  no 
means  new  to  us  or  the  world. 

The  construction  of  the  story  is  ex- 
ceedingly simple.  It  is  one  of  that 
class  to  which  the  Quarterly  Bemew, 
in  an  able  article,  lately  directed  the 
public  attention,  called  ''  Legal  Fic- 
tions,** the  main  incident  being  the  trial 
of  the  hero  for  murder,  upon  appa- 
rently very  strong  circumstantial  evi- 
dence. Chandos  Winslow  is  the 
younger  son,  and  the  heir  presumptive 
of  Sir  Harry  Winslow,  a  baronet  of 
large  possessions  and  great  wealth,  but 
upon  the  death  of  his  father,  the  will 
wnich  it  was  known  to  many  he  had 
made  in  favor  of  Chandos,  cannot  be 
discovered,  and  consequently  one  of  a 
prior  date,  which  is  the  only  one  forth- 
coming, is  valid,  and  by  it  the  bulk  of 
the  property  is  left  to  Sir  William 
Winslow,  the  elder  son;  and  to  the 
younser  one  a  pittance  barely  sufficient 
for  uie  necessaries  of  life.  Chandos, 
however,  meets  his  misfortunes  like  a 
hero,  and  after  deliberating  upon  what 
course  of  life  he  should  pursue,  adopts 
the  strange  resolution  of  becoming  a 
gardener,  in  order  that  he  may  have 
an  opportunity,  as  he  describes  it,  of 
looking  up  to  life  above  him,  as  he  had 
before  gazed  upon  it  from  an  eminence. 
He  accordingly  enters  the  service  of 
General  Tracy,  a  gentleman  of  consi- 
derable fortune,  who  lives  in  an  ad- 
joining county,  and  by  means  of  his 
superior  attainments  and  gentlemanly 
manners,  he  becomes  a  great  favourite 
with  his  employer,  to  whom  he  ren- 
ders, upon  two  several  occasions,  an 
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eminent  service — ^he  saves  him  from  the 
fury  of  a  bull,  and  his  daughter — ^for 
the  general  has  two  beautiful  daugh- 
ters— from  being  dashed  to  pieces,  by 
her  horses  running  away  with  her  car- 
riage. Rose  Tracy  discovers  Chandos 
through  his  disguise,  having  once  made 
his  acquaintance  in  London  under  more 
auspicious  circumstances,  and  a  mutual 
attachment  is  the  consequence.  While 
matters  are  in  this  stage.  Sir  William 
Winslow  makes  his  appearance  upon 
the  stage,  in  the  character  of  a  suitor 
for  the  hand  of  Emily  Tracy,  the  ge- 
neral's younger  daughter,  who,  how- 
ever, had  already  bestowed  her  affec- 
tions upon  a  deserving  young  clergy- 
man of  the  neighbourhood,  and,  conse- 
quently. Sir  William's  suit  does  not 
prosper.  Upon  the  occasion  of  one  of 
Sir  William's  visits  to  General  Tracy, 
an  incident  takes  place  which  is  the 
turning  point  of  the  whole  story. 

But  we  must  not  anticipate.  The 
writer,  whoever  he  may  be,  has  consi- 
derable descriptive  powers,  and  some 
of  the  passages  of  his  book  are  most 
eloquent.  There  is  a  simplicity,  as 
well  as  a  terseness  and  vigour  in  his 
language,  which  cannot  be  too  highly 
commended. 

Having  introduced  his  readers  to 
General  Tracy,  and  his  brother.  Sir 
Walter,  in  a  very  happy  style,  a  gipsy 
scene  occurs,  in  which  the  fortunes  of 
the  two  young  ladies.  Rose  and  Emily, 
are  foretold.  Not  to  speak  of  this,  as 
one  of  the  most  ordinary  incidents  in 
the  mechanical  construction  of  a  work 
of  fiction,  there  is  nothing  in  the  man- 
ner in  which  this  scene  is  presented  to 
us,  which  promises  much  of  the  inven- 
tive faculty  on  the  part  of  the  author; 
it  is  trite  and  common-place,  and  told 
as  we  have  seen  it  told  some  twenty 
times  before. 

Chandos  Winslow  has  succeeded  in 
getting  into  the  service  of  Mr.  Tracy ; 
he  becomes  a  gardener,  at  thirty 
shillings  a-week,  and  the  sensations  of 
a  man  of  rank  and  education,  in  enter- 
ing upon  a  situation  so  subordinaie,  are 
well  described,  as  well  as  the  reasons 
which  had  prompted  him  to  take  such 
a  step.  The  vehement  impidse  of  a 
noble  disposition,  pride,  philosophy, 
and  romance,  he  wished  to  know  now 
the  lowly  earn  their  bread,  having  been 
of  opinion  that  it  would  not  be  time 
misspent  if  every  man  of  moderate  rank 
and  station  were  to  spend  a  year  among 
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the  labouring  classe8>  BhariDg  their 
toilsi  and  learning  by  experience  their 
wants  and  wishes  |  he  had  longed  to 
try  the  result  of  such  training  upon  the 
mental  as  well  as  the  bodily  faculties^- 
and^  in  our  opinioui  the  idea  was  a 
good  one,  the  more  especially  as  it  led 
to  the  acquaintance  of  Rose  Tracy^ 
whom,  as  the  reader  has  already  learn- 
ed|  he  had  already  seen  in  London.  He 
has  a  snug  little  cottage  assigned  him, 
and  enters  upon  the  duties  of  his  new 
situation  with  all  the  sest  and  eager- 
ness which  youth  and  an  unbroken  con- 
stitution and  good  spirits  can  impart. 
On  his  way  home,  after  he  has  com- 
pleted bis  engagement,  he  saves  General 
Tracy  from  Farmer  Thorpe's  bull  which 
had  mriously  attacked  him,  as  well  as 
a  little  gipsy  boy,  who  had  yaliantlv 
come  to  the  rescue  ;  the  boy  was  much 
hurt,  but  the  bull  more  seriously  so,  as 
Chandos  had  been  obliged  to  hamstring 
him  with  his  knife,  in  order  to  save  his 
own  life,  which  was  seriously  endan- 
gered. In  the  meantime.  Farmer 
Thorpe  arrives,  and  is  naturally  very 
indignant  at  the  treatment  which  his 
bull  nas  received  :— 

"  Starine  at  the  opener al  first,  and  at 
Chandos  uterwaros,  as  if  the  spirit  of 
bis  own  bull  had  entered  into  him,  and 
he  was  determined  to  toss  them  both — 

*<  *  He  fs  a  brute  beast,  and  account- 
able to  no  one/  says  Farmer  Thorpe ; 
*  but  them  as  ha'  looked  on  are  reason- 
able creatures,  and  accountable  to  I. 
So  I  say,  what  ha*  you  two  been  a-doing 
with  my  bull  ?'  " 

General  Tracy  is  about  to  send  for 
a,  constable,  in  order  to  give  the  far- 
mer in  charge  for  keeping  an  animal 
of  whose  dangerous  propensities  be 
was  weD  aware : — 

•«  •  Oh  I  that's  to  be  the  way,  is  it  ?' 
■lUd  the  rude  farmer,  in  a  tone  not  less 
insolent  than  ever.  '  If  folks  can't  fight 
without  having  constables  for  their  bot- 
tle-holders, that's  not  my  plan ;  but  I 
can  tell  you  one  thing,  old  Tracy,  for 
I  know  yon  well  enough,  I'll  have  the 
law  of  you  for  doing  a  mischief  to  my 
bun ;  and  this  fellow  111  thrash  heartily 
the  first  time  I  can  catch  him,  without 
a  constable  to  bail  him.  So  good  day 
to  you  all,  and  be  damned.'  " 

This  is  a  very  tolerable  description, 
and  very  graphic  besides,  of  that  most 
inconceivably  stupid  and  quarrelsome 
of  all  aniooais — an  English  boor.     An 


Irish  peasant  would  have  relieved  the 
conversation  by  some  lively  sally  upon 
the  circumstance  which  had  just  oc- 
curred; but  Farmer  Thorpe,  having 
delivered  himself  of  the  eloquent  and 
courteous  language  we  have  just  trans- 
cribed, takes  his  departure.  The  poor 
boy's  shoulder  is  found  to  be  dislocate 
ed,  and  Doctor  Woodyard  is  sent  for. 
The  doctor  is  admirably  painted.  We 
cannot  describe  him  save  in  the  au- 
thor's own  colours  :— 

**  The  door  suddenly  opened,  and  a 
tall,  thin,  old  man  entered.  His  dress 
and  whole  appearance  showed  him  to  be 
an  oddity.  His  head  was  covered  with 
what  much  better  deserved  the  name  of 
tile,  than  that  which  sometimes  obtains 
it  in  our  ^ood  city  of  London.  It  was 
a  hat  with  enormous  rims,  and  the 
smallest  portion  of  crown,  so  that  it 
was  almost  self-evident  that  the  orrais 
of  hope  and  veneration,  if  the  good  old 
gentleman  had  any,  must  be  somewhat 
pressed  upon  by  the  top  of  the  shallow 
box  into  which  he  put  them.  From  un- 
derneath the  shelter  of  this  wide-spread- 
ing beaver  floated  a  thin,  wavy  pigtaU 
of  white  hair,  bound  with  black  ribbon, 
which,  as  all  things  have  their  preju- 
dices, had  a  decided  leaning  to  his  left 
shoulder,  in  preference  to  his  right ;  and 
he  had  on  a  coat  of  black,  lar?e,  easy, 
and  wrinkled,  but  spotless  and  glossy, 
showing  that  its  original  conception 
must  hare  been  vast,  and  that  the  dis- 
proportion between  its  extent  and  the 
meagre  limbs  it  covered  was  not  occa- 
sioned by  those  limbs  having  shrunk 
away  from  the  garment  with  which  they 
were  endued.  The  breeches  fitted  bet- 
ter, and  in  some  parts  must  have  been 
positively  tight,  for  a  long  line  of  snow- 
white  cambric,  purfled  up  like  the  slash- 
ings of  a  Spanish  sleeve,  which  appear- 
ed between  the  top  of  his  breeches  and 
the  remote  silk  waistcoat,  showed  that 
the  covoring  of  the  nether  man  main- 
tained itselfin  position  hy  the  grasp  of 
the  waistband  round  the  loins.  An  Al- 
derny  cow  can  never  be  considered  per- 
fect, unless  the  herd  can  hane  his  hat 
upon  her  haunch-bone  while  he  makes 
love  to  Molly,  milking  her;  and  the 
haunch-bones  of  the  worthy  BIr.  Alex- 
ander  Woodyard,  surgeon,  &c.  &c.,  were 
as  favourable  to  the  sustentation  of  his 
culottes,  without  the  aid  of  other  sus- 

Eenders.  Waistcoat  and  breeches  were 
oth  black,  so  also  were  the  stockings 
and  shoes,  of  course.  These  shoes  were 
tied  with  a  string  which  was  inharmo- 
nious, for  the  composition  of  the  whole 
man  denoted  buckles.  Round  his  neck, 
vdthout  the  slightest  appearance  of  ool- 
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lar,  fTas  wound  tijg^ht  a  flnowy«white 
handkerchief  of  Indian  moslin.  In  fact, 
with  the  exception  of  his  face  and  hands, 
the  whole  colouring  of  Sandy  Wood- 
vard,  as  the  people  improperly  called 
him,  was  either  white  or  black.  His 
h.ce,  though  thin  and  sharp  as  a  ferret's, 
was  somewhat  mbicnnd.  indeed,  if  any 
blood  ever  got  up  there,  it  oonld  not 
well  get  out  again,  with  that  neck-cloth 
tied  roond  his  throat  like  a  tourniquet. 
And  the  hands  themselves  were  also 
reddish ;  but  by  no  means  fat,  showing 
large,  blue  yeins,  standing  out  like  whip- 
cord in  a  tangle." 

G«[ieral  Tracy  rewards  the  gipsy 
boy  for  bis  intrepidity^  by  having  him 
educated,  and  providing  for  him  for 
life.     There  was  a  certain  young  cler- 

f^man  at  Northferry,  the  Rev.  Mr. 
lemingy  who  had  succeeded  in  en- 
niging  the  affections  of  the  fair  Emily 
Tracy.  He  was  an  honourable  as 
well  as  reverend  t00|  and  well  quali- 
fied to  win  regard  and  esteem.  Hand- 
some in  person*  mild  and  engaging  in 
manners;  his  conversation  quiet  and 
calm*  bat  always  cheerful.  He  would 
not  have  exchanged  his  small  living  of 
£400  a-year  for  a  bishopric^  without 
Miss  Emily  Tracy.  In  short,  he 
seemed  in  every  way  worthy  of  the 
happiness  that  awaited  bim.  B  ut  alas  1 
for  the  worthy  young  parson*s  dreams 
of  bliss,  the  course  of  true  love,  which 
has  never  yet,  we  are  informed,  run 
smooth,  did  not,  in  his  instance,  tary 
from  its  usual  turbulent  course,  and 
the  wealthy  baronet  appearin|^  as  a 
suitor  for  the  fair  hand  of  his  mistress, 
Mr.  Fleming  withdrew,  and  sought  in 
retirement  to  alleviate  bis  disappoint- 
ment, and  to  forget  his  love. 

In  none  of  the  descriptive  passages 
throughout  this  work  is  there,  upon 
ihe  part  of  its  writer,  any  want  of 
power.  Whatever  he  touches  has  a 
freshness  and  a  charming  air  of  origi* 
nality  about  it,  which  to  us  is  very 
agreeable.  We  are  tired  of  the  ela- 
borated scenes  and  the  straining  of  the 
dfbct  which  so  many  of  our  works  of 
fiction  present  to  the  reader.  The 
deseription  of  Sir  Harry  Winslow*s 
itineral,  for  instance,  can  scarcely  be 
surpassed. 

A  fine,  tall,  broad-fronted  house, 
massy  in  architecture,  and  placed  upon 
a  commanding  height  in  a  beautiful 
park,  bad  1^  the  window-shutters  closed 
along  the  principal  fa^e^  though 
a  Dumber  of  people  going  in  and  com- 


ing out  showed  that  it  was  not  empty. 
There  was  no  attempt  at  decoration  to 
be  seen  in  the  building.  All  was 
plain,  solidf  and  of  use.  Some  dark 
pines  on  either  hand  harmonized  with 
the  sternness  of  the  mansion  ;  and  the 
brown  oaks  and  beeches  behind  carried 
off  the  lines  to  the  wavy  hills  above. 
Everything  was  neat  and  in  good  or- 
der around ;  the  trees  oarefuUy  con- 
fined to  their  exact  proportions  near 
the  house ;  the  lawns  close  mowed ; 
the  gravel-walks  free  from  the  least 
intrusive  weed;  the  gardens,  with 
their  long  lines  of  green  and  hot- 
houses, showed  care  and  expense; 
and  from  a  distance  one  would  have 
supposed  that  the  whole  open  ground 
of  the  park  had  been  lately  subject  to 
the  scvthe,  so  smooth  and  trim  did 
eTerything  look. 

Within  was  death. 

In  the  state  drawing-room,  with 
crimson  curtains  sweeping  down^  and 
panelling  of  white  and  gold>  upon  a 
rich  Axminster  oarpet,  and  surround- 
ed by  furniture  of  the  most  gorgeous 
kind,  stood  the  dull  trestles  bearing  the 
moral  of  all,  the  coffin  and  the  pall : 
splendour,  and  ostentation,  and  luxury 
without— death  and  foulnese  withm. 
It  was  a  still  homily^ 

The  library  adjoining  was  crowded 
with  gentlemen  in  black — they  caUed 
it  mourning— and  they  were  eating 
and  drinking  cake  and  wine.  Why 
should  they  not?— -they  would  have 
done  the  same  at  a  wedding.  A  littie 
beautiful  spaniel  stood  upon  his  hind- 
legs  to  one  of  the  mourners  for  a  bit 
of  cake.  The  dog  caught  it,  and  the 
mourners  laughed.  It  was  all  very 
well.  In  this  little  picture  the  main 
incidents  of  the  scene  are  handled  in 
a  tery  artistic  manner.  The  ear  is 
not  offended  by  too  much  minute  de- 
tail, but  every  affecting  incident  that 
can  touch  the  spectator  is  most  effec- 
tually put.  A  painful  scene  occurs  at 
the  funerali  between  Shr  William 
Winslow,  the  heir>  and  Chandos,  the 
bereaved  and  now  destitute  younger 
brother,  which  we  shall  pass  over;  suf- 
fice to  say,  that  an  unfortunate  breach 
which  bad  occurred  between  them 
many  years  previously,  was  not  healed 
up  even  upon  this  melancholy  occasion. 

The  cause  of  quarrel  had  been  the 
beautiful  daughter  of  an  old  miller  who 
lived  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Winslow 
Park,  who,  it  appeared,  had  been  so- 
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daced  hj  Sir  William  Winslow^  and 
afterwards  ungenerottsly  abandoned  to 
neglect  and  misery.  One  child  was 
the  result  of  this  unfortunate  oon* 
nexion^  and  he  turns  up  in  the  person 
of  little  Tim>  the  gipsy  boy»  who  had 
attempted  to  save  General  Tracy  from 
the  fury  of  the  bull. 

There  is  a  minor  episode  grafted  on 
the  main  story^  with  which,  as  it  does 
not  elucidate  the  £&ot8|  or  affect  its 
progress,  we  shall  not  meddle,  except 
to  say,  that  a  certain  Lord  Overton 
was  impertinent  to  Chandos  Window, 
and  a  fracas  took  place  between  them, 
which  ended  in  a  duel,  the  incidents 
of  which  are  remarkably  well  told. 
We  could  willingly  extract  the  whole 
scene,  did  we  not  feel  that  we  should, 
in  some  degree,  by  so  doing  mar  the 
pleasure  our  readers  will  experience  in 
reading  it  fresh  from  the  Tolume  which 
contiuns  it. 

There  was  acertun  Mr.  Scriptolemus 
Bond,  a  short  personage  of  great  im- 
portance, and  rotund  figure,  with  a 
countenance  like  the  sun  in  a  London 
ft>g,  somewhat  relieved  by  a  shrewd 
black  twinkling  eye,  who  had  succeed- 
ed in  involving  Mr.  Tracy  in  rulroad 
speculations  to  a  very  considerable 
amount.  These  speculations  all  prove 
failures,  and  Mr.  Tracy  wakens  one 
morning  to  find  himself  ruined.  He 
attempts  to  commit  suicide,  and  is 
saved  oy  the  timely  interruption  of  his 
brother.  But  upon  a  calm  review  of 
his  liabilities,  he  finds  that  there  is 
nothing  left  in  the  world  either  for 
himself  or  his  daughters.  At  this 
important  crisis.  Sir  William  Winslow 
steps  in,  and  offerato  relieve  him  from 
all  his  difficulties,  by  paying  off  the 
whole  amount  of  his  liabilities,  if  he 
will  consent  to  his  union  with  his 
daughter  Emily.  The  old  man  hesi- 
tates between  the  unpleasant  alterna- 
tives of  seeing  himself  with  those  he 
loves  reduced  to  utter  destitution,  or 
making  his  daughter  miserable  for  life, 
by  uniting  her  to  a  man  she  cannot 
love.  He  adopts  the  latter.  Emily, 
knowing  the  consequences  of  her  re- 
fusal, consents,  and  the  marriaoe  is 
arranged.  It  is  at  this  period  of  the 
story  that  the  principal  event  occurs, 
which  has  an  important  influence  upon 
the  fate  of  every  one  of  the  personages 
we  have  presented  to  the  reader.  Sir 
William  Winslow  is  domesticated  in 
Mr.   Tracy's  house,    when    Roberts, 


his  father's  late  steward,  comes  in  or- 
der to  speak  to  Chandos«~with  whose 
strange  career  be  is,  of  course^  ac- 
quainted— upon  the  subject  of  a  letter 
he  had  written  to  him,  expostulating 
with  him  for  having  allowed  an  exami- 
nation to  Uk^  place,  in  his  absence* 
into  his  father's  papers*  Chandos  had 
been  talking  to  Miss  Rose  Tracy  at 
the  moment  when  he  heard  the  voices 
of  his  brother  and  Mr.  Roberts,  who 
were  i^proaching  the  place  where  he 
stood,  and  being  particularly  anxious 
that  the  former  should  know  nothipg 
either  of  his  present  retreat,  or  of  the 
mode  of  life  he  had  chosen  to  adopt, 
he  at  once  conceals  himself,  and  from 
his  hidingvplace  witnesses  an  angry  al- 
tercation take  place  between  his  bro- 
ther and  Roberts,  which  terminated 
by  Sir  William  Winslow,  in  a  sudden 
momentary  passion,  striking  the  old 
man  down  with  a  hoe  which  Chandos 
had  left  leaning  against  a  neighbouring 
pillar.  He  rushes  instantly  to  the  spot; 
Sir  William,  hearing  the  noise,  makes 
his  escape,  and  he  is  terrified  at  finding 
that  the  rash  blow  has  done  its  work,  and 
that  the  poor  old  man  is  dead.  The  pon- 
tion  of  Chandos  was  a  moat  painful  one : 
he  had  seen  a  foul  murder  committed 
before  his  eyes,  and  by  his  own  bro- 
ther, the  only  witness  to  which  was 
himself.  Was  he  to  bring  infamy  and 
ruin  upon  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  by 
divulging  the  perpetrator.  Tom  bv 
conflicting  emotions,  he  at  len^h 
comes  to  the  resolve  of  saying  nothing 
about  it,  and  he  leaves  the  g&rden  ao- 
cordii^ly.  The  body  is  found  the 
next  morning,  a  coroner's  inquest  is 
held,  and  the  circumstantial  evklence 
is  so  stronff  that  they  bring  in  a  ver- 
dict of  wilful  murder  against  him,  and 
he  is  fully  committed  for  triaL  In  the 
meantime  Sir  William  Winslow  presses 
his  suit ;  the  day  fixed  for  the  marrisae 
arrives ;  the  ceremony  is  oommenceo; 
the  poor  bride,  deadly  pale,  has  scarcely 
sufficient  strength  to  utter  the  re- 
sponses ;  but  she  did  not  we^.  The 
ring  touches  her  finger;  Ae  is  the 
wife  of  the  man  she  detests.  She  felt 
it  for  an  instant ;  the  next  she  is  lying 
lifeless  at  her  father's  feet.  The  ba- 
ronet's brow  grows  dark,  and^s  heart 
chill.  He  feels  that  she  hates  him, 
that  he  had  marred  her  young  dreams 
of  love  and  joy ;  and  at  this  painful 
crisis  the  door  of  the  vestry-room 
opens,  and  some  one  asks  for  Sir  Wii- 
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liam  WidbIow.  A  letter  is  delivered 
to  him,  whioh  the  bearer  says  is  of 
Hh  and  death  importance.  Sir  Wil- 
liam takes  it  with  a  contemptuous  air; 
he  breaks  the  seal,  and  the  instant  his 
eye  fell  upon  the  contents,  his  whole 
eomitenaace  underwent  a  remarkable 
change :  he  trembled  in  every  limb  ;  his 
whole  form  was  shaken  with  inezpres- 
sible  agitation.  *'  I  must  go"  said  he, 
wildly — ♦*  1  must  leave  my  bride.  This 
Acton — be— he  whom  I — he  is  my  bro- 
ther— he  knows — he  is  my  brother.*' 
He  flings  himself  into  his  chariot,  and 
orders  the  post-boys  to  drive  to  the 
nearest  town,  casting  a  deadly  scowl 
at  the  oIerffyman,'who  ventures  to  sug- 
gest that  tne  ceremony  is  not  yet  com- 
plete, the  hands  of  the  parties  not  hsv- 
ing  been  joined. 

The  time  for  the  trial  of  Charles 
Winslow,  for  the  murder  of  his  father's 
steward,  drew  near.  His  friend  and 
schoolfellow.  Sir  .  comes  down  to 
defend  him.  An  elaborate  picture  is 
drawn  of  this  eminent  barrister,  of 
which  it  is  evident  that  Sir  William 
FoUett  was  the  original ;  but  we  do 
not  think  that  it  possesses  any  great 
merit.  The  peculiar  powers  of  that 
remarkable  man,  the  winning  graoe 
of  his  manner,  the  gentle  modulation 
of  his  voice,  and  the  clear  and  logical 
turn  of  his  arguments,  have  often  been 
described,  but  we  never  vet  saw  a  de- 
scription which  fully  set  forth  the  won- 
derful power  of  one  who  was  univer- 
sally acknowledged  to  be  the  most 
gifted  and  accomplished  advocate  at 
the  English  bar.  The  counsel  for  the 
crown  states  very  clearly  and  forcibly 
the  case,  which,  he  is  instructed,  he 
will  be  able  to  prove  in  evidence,  that 
Acton,  the  gardener,  was  no  other  than 
the  second  son  of  Sir  Henry  Winslow ; 
that  Roberts,  the  late  steward,  came 
in  search  of  him  upon  the  evening  in 
question,  about  Ave  o'clock ;  that 
Winslow  had  been  seen  entering  the 
garden  about  that  period,  with  the  hoe 
in  his  hand  by  means  of  which  the 
murder  had  been  committed ;  that  a 
document  had  been  found  on  the  per- 
son of  the  late  steward,  in  the  hand- 
writing of  Mr.  Winslow,  which  showed 
that  no  very  friendly  understanding 
existed  between  them;  and,  finally, 
that  the  footprints  upon  the  soft 
ground  where  the  body  lay,  greatly 
corresponded  in  size  and  shape  with 
the  shoes  of  Mr.   Winslow,  who,  it 


would  further  appear,  had  returned  to 
his  cottage  about  six  o'clock  on  the 
same  evening,  with  his  dress  much 
stained  with  blood. 

This  evidence,  as  the  reader  will 
observe,  is  all  of  a  circumstantial  na- 
ture, and  a  pretty  strong  chain  of  it 
there  is.  The  impression  of  the  whole 
court  is  decidedly  against  the  prisoner^ 
when  his  counsel  rises  to  address  the 
jury  for  the  defence,  notwithstanding 
the  calm  composure  of  his  air,  his 
gentlemanly  bearing,  and  his  look  of 
calm,  unembarrassed  innocence. 

Sir ,  every  one  remarked,  was 

exceedingly  pale,  and  before  he  rose 
he  turned  over  tiie  papers  under  his 
hand  several  times,  with  a  look  of  nerv- 
ous anxiety ;  but  the  moment  he  was 
upon  his  feet  that  look  passed  away, 
he  raised  his  head  high,  he  cast  back 
his  shoulders  as  if  for  full  breath,  and, 
fixing  his  fine  intelligent  eye  upon  the 
jury,  began  his  speech,  which,  injustice 
to  the  author,  we  shall  give  in  his  own 
words : — 

*'  Mt  Lobi>  anb  Gentlbhen  of  the 
Jdrt — The  learned  sergeant  who  has 
conducted  the  prosecution  assured  you. 
that  to  do  so  was  the  most  painfbl  task 
of  his  life.  It  must  be  a  terrible  task, 
indeed,  to  become  the  public  accuser 
of  such  a  man  as  the  prisoner,  with  even 
a  doubt  upon  the  mind  of  his  guilt,  and 
how  many  doubts  must  bave  existed  in 
this  case  ?  If  such  were  the  feelings  of 
my  learned  friend,  judge,  j^entlemen  of 
the  jury,  what  must  be  mme  when,  in 
rising,  I  defend  the  prisoner  at  the  bar. 
I  know  that  upon  my  feeble  efforts  de- 
pend not  only  tne  life  of  one  who  is  an  or- 
nament to  the  society  in  which  he  moves, 
but  the  life  and  honour  of  my  dearest 
friend.  With  what  anxieties  must  I  be 
oppressed — how  terrible  must  be  the  re- 
sponsibility, when  the  slightest  failure 
of  my  powers,  the  least  oversight  on  my 
part,  any  weakness,  any  inmscr^on, 
may  condemn  to  death  one  whom  I  love 
as  a  brother,  and  whom  I  know  to  be 
innocent,  as  I  have  trust  in  God  I  I  am 
no  paid  advocate,  retained  to  defend  a 
bad  cause.  I  am  not  a  counsel  doing 
merely  his  professional  duties ;  but  I 
am  a  friend  standing  forth  in  defence  of 
a  friend — an  honest  man  raising  his 
voice  to  defend  an  innocent  one.  Ter- 
rible are  the  difficulties  which  all  these 
may  present — more  than  ordinary  are 
the  difficulties  in  the  present  case ;  and 
all  these  are  aggravated,  in  an  enormous 
deerec,  by  the  very  feelings  of  friendship 
which  exist  between  myself  and  the  pri- 
soner; by  the  doubts  and  fears  ofmy- 
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self,  whiok  oMike  me  tremble  at  my  own 
inoempetenee ;  bv  the  zeal  which  per- 
plexes ;  by  the  ignorance  which  con- 
founds. The  burden  would  be  too 
great,  gentlemen  of  the  jury ;  it  would 
OTerwhelm  me;  but  happily  there  are 
circumstances  which  lighten  the  load.  I 
see  upon  the  bench  one  of  the  most 
learned  and  olear-sighted  of  those  judges 
^  who  are  an  honour  to  the  nation  to 
niiidi  they  belonr.  I  see  in  that  box 
a  body  of  Englishmen,  well  calculated 
by  judgment  and  experience  to  distin- 
guish between  truth  and  falsehood — 
between  the  factitious  glazing  of  an 
artificial  oratory,  and  the  simple  elo- 
quence of  right  and  conviction ;  and  I 
hold  under  my  hand  the  means  of  estab- 
lishing, beyond  all  doubt,  the  innocence 
of  my  Mend,  if  friendship  do  not  depriye 
me  of  reason,  if  enthusiasm  do  not  para- 
Ijie  my  tongue.  I  will  now,  however, 
do  my  best  to  grapple  with  the  case  as 
presented  to  you  by  my  learned  friend  ; 
and  doing  him  full  justice  for  his  hiffh 
eloquenee — believing  most  surely  that  he 
has  stated  nothing  but  what  he  was  in- 
structed was  true — I  will  still  continue 
to  say,  that  a  more  terrible  misrepre- 
sentation was  never  made  to  an  English 
jury. 

**  Now,  in  the  very  first  instance,  my 
learned  Mend  asserted,  that  the  pri- 
soner at  the  bar  is  of  a  sharp  and  vin- 
dictive disposition,  and  he  said  he  should 
be  able  to  show  that  such  was  the  case. 
Gentlemen,  I  will  ask  you  has  he  proved 
that  fact  ?  I  will  ask  you  if  he  has  made 
any  attempt  to  prove  it  ?  Have  not  his 
own  witnesses  proved  the  exact  reverse? 
. — ^have  they  not  shown  that  the  prisoner 
is  of  a  kind  and  gentle  disposition,  win- 
ning the  love  and  esteem  of  all  around, 
high  and  low,  rich  and  poor  ? — and  whe- 
ther we  see  him  teaching  the  unedu- 
cated child,  saving  the  drowning  boy,  or 
tending  him  in  his  after-sickness,  I  will 
ask  if  all  that  has  been  proved  does  not 
merit  admiration,  and  respect,  and  sym- 
pathy? Cast  from  your  minds,  then, 
suo^  unjustified  and  vague  expressions ; 
look  upon  hb  general  character  as  it  is 
shown  by  the  very  evidence  for  the  pro- 
secution— ^tender  rather  than  sharp,  be- 
nevolent instead  of  vindictive.  But  the 
insinuation,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  has 
been  made,  though  not  supported ;  and 
it  forces  me  to  establish  the  contrary  by 
proofs.  1  will  not  leave  a  vestige  of 
such  charges  against  mv  friend  :  1  will 
call  the  old  servants  of  his  father's  house 
— I  will  call  the  tenants,  the  parishion- 
ers, the  neighbours — their  eviaence  need 
not  be  long,  but  it  will  be  conclusive — 
to  show  that  a  more  honorable,  upright, 
generous,  kind-hearted  man  never  exist- 
ed i  full  of  noble  enthusiasm,  gentle  in 


habits,  benevolent  in  disposition,  inca- 
pable of  a  low  or  cruel  action. 

'<  So  much,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  for 
the  first  part  of  the  charge — for  the  ge- 
neral and  vague  insinuation,  made  for 
the  purpose  of  preparing  your  minds  to 
regard  the  prisoner  as  a  man  of  blood. 
But  it  seemed  necessary  to  my  learned 
friend — and  most  necessary  indeed  it 
was  to  his  case — to  show  some  apparent 
motive  for  the  crime  of  which  the  pri- 
soner is  accused  ;  and  a  letter  has  been 
read  in  evidence,  to  prove  that  there  was 
some  dispute  between  the  prisoner  and 
the  murdered  man.  That  letter  shall 
be  explained  before  I  have  done,  and 
you  shall  see  how  ridiculously  petty  is 
the  motive  assigned  for  so  great  an 
offence.  But  under  that  letter,  allusion 
was  made  to  former  disputes  between 
tiie  unfortunate  Mr.  Ronerts  and  the 
prisoner,  which,  although  not  proved, 
may  have  some  influence  upon  your 
minds.  I  will  show  that  no  such  dis- 
putes ever  existed ;  that  the  two  were 
on  the  best  and  most  kindly  terms ;  that 
they  had  been  so  through  fife ;  and  that 
those  causes  of  disgust  which  had  in- 
duced the  prisoner  to  quit  his  brother's 
mansion,  were  identical  widi  the  causes 
which  induced  Mr.  Roberts  to  give  no- 
tice to  Sir  William  Winslow,  that  be  was 
about  to  leave  his  employment.  In  short, 
I  will  prove  that  Mr.  Winslow  and  the 
man  he  is  accused  of  murdering,  were 
acting  on  the  most  friendly  terms  to- 
gether; and  that  the  letter,  which  is 
supposed  to  prove  that  a  dispute  existed, 
was  written  in  cold  terms,  merely  as  an 
authority  to  Mr.  Roberts  for  disregard- 
ing any  orders  he  might  have  received 
from  his  employer,  to  meddle  with  thin^ 
in  which  that  employer  had  no  right.  It 
was,  in  short,  a  formal  notice  tofom  to 
respect  the  rights  of  the  prisoner,  with- 
out any  regard  to  the  illeeal  directions 
of  a  third  party.  I  shall  bo  able  to 
prove  that  Mr.  Roberts  possessed  the 
full  confidence  of  Mr.  Chandos  Winslow ; 
that  he  was  acting  with  due  regard  for 
Mr.  Winslow  ;  that  he  was  acting  with 
due  regard  for  Mr.  Winslow's  inte- 
rests ;  and  that  he  had  applied  or 
intended  to  apply  to  that  gentleman 
for  an  authority  or  warning  to  t%- 
speot,  in  his  capacity  of  agent  for 
Sir  William  Winslow,  the  rights  of  him 
the  prisoner  at  the  bar.  Thus  the  pre- 
tence of  motives  prescribed  by  the  let- 
ter which  he,  Mr.  Roberts,  had  himself 
desired,  falls  entirely  to  the  eround,  and 
leaves  the  accusation  totally  without 
motive  and  without  foundation,  except 
such  as  a  very  doubtfVil  train  of  cir- 
cumstantial evidence  can  afford.  Mr. 
Roberts,  in  fact,  was  the  only  confidant 
of  the  prisoner  at  the  bar— the  oofy 
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person  to  whom  he  confided  his  address, 
when  disgust  at  some  injuries  he  ima- 
gined he  had  reoeiyed,  and  a  desire  to 
mingle  as  an  equal  with  classes  in  which 
he  had  long  taken  a  deep  interest  as  a 
superior,  leid  him  to  quit  his  high  posi- 
tion in  society,  and  accept  the  humble 
station  of  gardener  to  Mr  Arthur 
Tracy,  of  Northferry.  Was  this,  gentle- 
men of  the  jury,  like  long  disputes  and 
acrimonious  bickerings  ?  is  that  a  man 
to  entertain  such  passions,  to  commit 
such  an  act? 

**  But  I  will  make  no*appeal  to  your 
feelings ;  I  will  address  myself  to  your 
judgment  only;  I  will  break  through 
this  chain  of  circumstantial  evidence  ; 
I  will  show  that  it  cannot  affect  the 
prisoner,  that  it  is  not  applicable  to 
him ;  1  will  proceed  logically  with  my 
inferences;  I  will  first  conyince  you 
that  the  prisoner  was  not  a  man  likely 
to  commit  such  a  crime,  by  the  testi- 
mony of  many  witnesses;  I  will  next 
prove  that  there  was  no  earthly  motive 
for  his  committing  that  crime,  but  every 
motiye  for  his  not  doing  so  ;  and  in  the 
end,  I  will  establish  beyond  all  question 
that  it  was  impossible  he  could  have 
committed  it. 

But,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  I  will  not 
be  satisfied  with  this  ;  my  friend  must 
quit  that  dock  without  a  stain  upon  his 
character.  It  must  be  in  his  case  as  in 
that  of  the  famous  Lord  Cowper,  who 
was  tried  in  his  youth  for  muraer,  upon 
evidence  much  stronger  than  any  which 
has  been  adduced  upon  this  occasion, 
who  triumphed  over  a  false  accusation, 
left  the  court  with  honour  unsullied,  and 
rose  to  the  yery  highest  rank  in  his 
profession,  holding  the  first  official 
situation  in  the  realm  beneath  the 
crown.  Nothing  will  content  me  but 
to  see  my  friend  so  acquitted ;  nothing 
will  content  him  but  such  an  acquittal, 
and  therefore  he  forbids  me  to  urge 
upon  the  court  a  fatal  flaw  which  I  have 
discovered  in  the  indictment.  But  I 
can  ensure  that  acquittal ;  and  before 
I  have  done,  I  will  prove  upon  evidence 
unimpeachable,  clear,  distinct,  and 
pointed,  that  the  prisoner  was  far  dis- 
tant fk-om  the  spot  at  the  moment  the 
crime  was  committed ;  that  it  was,  in 
short,  physically  impossible  that  be 
could  have  had  any  share  in  it ;  I  will 
prove  it  by  persons  above  all  suspicion 
of  collusion,  without  motive,  without 
object  of  favouring  or  assisting  him ;  I 
wul  show,  I  say,  not  alone  that  the  man 
round  whom  such  a  long  chain  of  cir- 
cumstantial evidence  has  been  entwined, 
did  not  commit  the  crime  with  which  he 
is  charged,  but  that  he  could  not  have 
committed  it ;  and  I  will  call  upon  ^ou 
for  such  an  immediate  and  unhesitating 


yerdict  as  will  leaye  his  name  and  ho- 
nour clear  of  every  imputation.  Gentle- 
men of  the  jury,  there's  a  joyful  task 
before  you,  after  you  have  performed  a 
long  and  arduous  one.  PainfVil,  yet 
mingled  with  satisfaction,  have  been  the 
duties  which  I  have  taken  upon  myself. 
At  6rst  the  awful  responsibility  over- 
whelmed me :  the  anxiety  for  my  client, 
the  apprehension  for  my  friend ;  the 
sense  of  my  own  incompetence,  the  tret- 
mendous  stake  in  peril,  seemed  too 
much  for  my  mind ;  but  eyery  step  as  I 
have  proceeded,  has  strengthened  my 
confidence  and  re-invigorated  my  reso- 
lution ;  knowing  my  friend's  innocence, 
seeing  the  proofs  of  it  accnmulate  ;  per- 
ceiving that  the  case  for  the  prosecu- 
tion crumbled  away  under  cross-exami- 
nation, and  assured  that  without  a  word 
for  the  defence,  there  was  in  reality  no 
case  to  zo  to  the  jury,  I  felt  that  my 
own  weakness  could  not  much  affect  the 
result,  and  that  his  safety  depended  not 
on  such  feeble  powers  as  mine.  To 
God  and  his  country  he  has  appealed ; 
to  God  and  .to  his  country  I  leave  his 
fate,  certain  that  the  one  will  defend 
where  no  one  ever  fails  ;  the  other  do 
him  justice,  whatever  powers  be  array- 
ed against  him.'' 

The  impression  made  by  this  elo* 
quent  address  was  eminent ;  the  jury 
was  completely  carried  away,  so  much 
so>  that  one  of  them  whispered  to  the 
other  that  there  was  no  need  of  further 
evidence:  but  suffice  to  say,  that  a 
complete  alibi  is  established  for  the 
prisoner.  The  Rev.  Horace  Fleming, 
whom  we  haye  before  introduced  to 
the  reader,  proves  that  the  prisoner 
was  in  his  house,  four  miles  distant,  at 
the  very  day  and  time  when  the  mur- 
der was  committed.  In  this,  it  i^pears, 
the  reyerend  gentleman  made  a  great 
mistake.  It  was  not  the  prisoner  who 
was  in  his  house,  but  his  half-brother^ 
one  Lockwood,  for  whom  Mr.  Fleming 
has  mistaken  Chandos  Winslow.  The 
mistake,  however,  in  all  probability, 
saves  his  life.  He  is  acquitted,  in  spite 
of  Lockwood  himself,  who,  having  bieen 
captured  by  the  gipsies,  in  order  to 
prevent  him  giving  his  evidence,  ap- 
pears in  court,  and  very  nearly  sue* 
ceeds  in  upsetting  the  defence.  How- 
ever, the  yerdict  has  been  gained,  the 
prisoner  is  acquitted,  and  all  his  efforts 
were  unavailing. 

It  was  our  opinion,  on  the  first  pe- 
rusal, that  this  book  was  the  produce 
tion  of  a  lawyer  ;  but  there  are  so 
many  transparent  mistakes  exhibited, 
upon  certain  points  of  evidence,  that 
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we  are  now  disposed  to  change  our 
mind  ;  and  if  it  be  the  production  of 
a  lawyer  at  all>  he  must  be  either  a 
very  junior  or  a  very  uninformed  mem- 
ber of  the  profession.  We  do  not 
think  it  necessary  to  advert  more  in 
detail  to  these  points^  as^  to  a  reader 
who  is  not  of  •'  the  craft,"  they  would 
be  quite  devoid  of  interest. 

Mr.  Scriptolemus  Bond,  the  rotund 
broker,  who  had  succeeded  in  inveig- 
ling Mr.  Tracy  into  the  railway  spe- 
culations, has  decamped  with  the 
greater  part  of  the  shares  belonging 
to  that  gentlemen,  which  do  not  turn 
out  valueless,  as  was[  at  first  appre- 
hended, the  railways  having  since  risen 
in  the  market.  This,  however,  is  but 
of  little  use  to  poor  Mr.  Tracy,  who, 
suddenly  called  upon  for  the  payment 
of  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds, 
is  in  imminent  danger  of  being  made 
a  bankrupt  bv  his  importunate  credi- 
tors. At  this  crisis  Chandos  comes 
to  the  rescue,  having*  discovered^ 
through  the  instrumentality  of  the 
gipsy,  some  traces  of  the  fugitive 
broker.  After  an  active  search,  he 
at  length  discovers  him,  and  succeeds 
in  regaining  possession  of  the  missing 
documents.  At  this  part  of  the  story 
there  is  much  confusion,  and  consider- 
able improbability.  A  work  of  fic- 
tion, if  it  possess  interest,  ought  to 
deal  with  the  real  transactions  of  every- 
day life.  Now  it  is  somewhat  curious 
that  Mr.  Scriptolemus  Bond  should 
have  had  possession  of  this  scrip  at 
all ;  if  he  had  it  he  must  have  paid 
for  it ;  and  if  he  had  paid  for  it,  what 
occasion  was  there  for  the  other  par- 
ties (it  does  not,  by  the  way,  seem 
quite  clear  to  us  who  they  were)  com- 
ing  down  upon  Mr.  Tracy  for  the 
amount  ? 

Sir  William  Winslow,  who  had 
sought  a  retreat  in  France,  having 
learned  from  the  newspapers  the  issue 
of  the  trial,  thinks  he  may  venture  to 
return  and  claim  his  bride ;  he  reckons, 
however,  without  hb  host,  for  his 
Italian  valet  had  him  completely  in 
his  power,  in  consequence  of  his  hav- 
ing discovered  certain  stains  of  blood 
upon  his  roaster's  dress,  as  well  as 
from  his  agitated  and  disturbed  man- 
ner upon  the  night  the  murder  was 
committed.  Sir  William  therefore 
returns  with  a  heavy  heart,  and  with 
prospects  which  do  not  brighten  as  he 
proceeds.     Arrived  at  Elmsly,  he  has 


an  interview  with  Chaados,  who  had, 
in  the  meantime,  succeeded  in  extract- 
ing from  Faber,  who  was  also  a  half- 
brother,  and  who  had  been  about  the 
person  of  Sir  Harry  Winslow  when 
he  died,  certain  memoranda  of  a  will 
which  had  been  made  shortly  before 
his  decease.  These  memoranda  Chan- 
dos reads  to  the  baronet,  and  insists 
upon  the  production  of  the  mussii^ 
document.  Sir  William  declares  he 
had  no  knowledge  of  it,  nor  had  be, 
for  it  was  a  will  still  prior  that  he  had 
destroyed  ;  and  after  some  time  a  sKp 
of  paper  is  discovered  which  throws 
some  light  upon  the  affair,  indicating 
the  existence  of  the  will  in  the  secret 
drawer  of  a  certain  table,  where  it  is 
eventually  discovered.  By  this  clause, 
with  the  exception  of  an  annuity  of  four 
hundred  pounds  a-year  to  a  Mr.  Faber, 
chargeable  upon  the  Winslow  Abbey 
estate,  the  whole  of  that  property^ 
with  the  abbey,  and  all  that  it  contain* 
ed,  had  been  left  to  Chandos.  The 
information  of  the  capture  of  Mr. 
Scriptolemus  Bond,  and  the  recovery 
of  the  railway  shares,  is,  of  course,  re- 
ceived with  the  greatest  delight  by 
Mr.  Tracy  and  .his  fair  daughters ; 
and  we  think  that  if  matters  had  rested 
there,  and  if  Chandos  had  not  foiuid 
himself  the  heir  of  Winslow  Abbey 
and  its  broad  acres,  he  would  have 
found  but  little  difficulty  in  gaining 
the  hand  of  the  fair  object  of  his  affec- 
tions. 

The  unfortunate  Sir  William  Win- 
slow,  upon  the  discovery  of  the  will, 
became  the  prey  of  conflicting  emo- 
tions ;  a  fearful  struggle  rages  in  his 
breast.  He  has  sent  for  his  brother, 
in  order  to  become  reconciled  to  him, 
but  in  the  time  that  elapses  before  his 
arrival,  the  old  vices  of  hb  mind  have 
nearly  resumed  their  sway.  Better 
feelings,  however,  regain  the  mastery ; 
and  upon  the  entrance  of  the  brother 
whom  he  had  endeavoured  to  defraud, 
with  a  countenance  full  of  kindness 
and  compassion,  Sir  William  takes  bis 
proffered  hand,  and  the  reconciliation 
b  complete. 

'* '  And  now,  Chandos,"  said  the  ba- 
ronet, in  a  voice  that  trembled  with 
emotion,  *  tell  me  one  thing — have  you 
not  a  boy  under  your  charge — a  boy  of 
about  seven  or  eight  years  old  V 

**  *  I  have,  William,'  answered  Chan- 
dos, with  a  faint  smile;  *and  as  fine 
and  as  brave  a  boy  he  b  as  ever  lived.' 
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«•  •  Is  he  not  inj  son  ?*  demanded  Sir 
WiltiaBB,  in  a  low  tone. 

"  '  I  have  every  reason  to  think  he 
is/  answered  Chandos. 

"  •  Where  is  he — ^where  is  he  ?'  ex- 
claimed his  brother — '  I  must  see  him ; 
Chandos,  I  roust  hare  him  here/ 

••  •  That  you  can  have  in  half  an  hour ; 
I  left  him  at  the  village  inn.* 

"•Oh,  send  him  to  me/  said  Sir 
WilKtfD.  *  I  knew  not  she  had  had  a 
c^d.  Tet  stay  one  moment :  promise 
me,  Chandos,  as  a  man  of  honour,  if  any 
thing  befalls  me  to  take  me  henoe,  that 
you  will  be  a  father  to  my  boy.' 

*<  *  Be  you  sure  I  will/  said  Chandos, 
as  he  departed.' " 

Sir  William  Winslow  had  fallen 
into  a  deep  fit  of  though t>  and  his 
lips  were  very  white ;  conscience  had 
cowed  him^  for  bis  valet  had  just  made 
his  appearance^  with  a  threat  that  he 
would  expose  him ;  and  a  gipsy  had 
been  introduced  to  his  person  who  said 
he  had  seen  him  commit  the  fatal  deed^ 
and  whose  silence  the  unhappy  man 
had  been  obliged  to  purchase.  This 
man*  he  argued,  had  evidently  seen 
all;  bis  testimony,  joined  to  that  of 
the  valet,  would  bang  him ;  would  he 
brave  his  fate  ?  He  thought  of  his 
son,  of  his  brother,  of  his  family,  of 
the  honour  of  his  name  and  race ;  and 
while  his  mind  is  tortured  by  agoniz- 
ing thoughts  such  as  these,  he  is  roused 
by  some  one  tapping  at  one  of  the 
windows,  and  starting  from  his  seat, 
beholds  a  beautiful  boy,  with  a  sun- 
burnt Sace,  gazing  in. 

It  is  his  child— he  is  soon  in  his 
father's  arms  — he  held  him  to  his 
heart  and  wept*  But  what  was  the 
first  communication  made  by  the  son 
to  bis  parent  ?  He  had  been  sent  by 
Lockwood  to  teU  him  that  there  were 
two  constables  at  8  -  who  had  been 
heard  to  say  that  they  would  have  him 
in  gaol  in  an  hour,  as  they  had  his  bro- 
ther. Again  the  wretched  father  holds 
the  boy  to  his  heart;  he  presses  a 
warm  kiss  upon  his  forehead— prays 
that  God  may  bless  him,  and,  turning 
abruptly,  leaves  the  room.  Next  mo- 
ment a  report  of  fire-arms  is  heard,  and 
the  unfortunate  baronet  is  discovered 
on  the  floor,  fallen  by  his  own  hand. 

The  rest  of  the  story  may  be  easily 
guessed.  Chandos  Winslow  marries 
Rose  Tracy,  and  her  sister,  the  fair 
Emily,  after  the  period  of  mourning 
for  hier  husband  had  elapsed,  becomes 


the  happy  bride  of  Horace  Fleming— 
and  so  the  curtain  falls. 

We  are  clearly  of  opinion  that  this 
novel  is  the  work  of  a  young  hand — it 
is  probably  his  first  attempt,  and  we 
hope  it  may  not  be  his  last.  He  un- 
questionably possesses  many  of  the  qua- 
lities which  make  a  good  writer  of  fic- 
tion. There  is,  as  we  have  already 
observed,  a  want  of  skill  evinced  in  the 
texture  of  the  plot ;  the  persons  are 
certainly  brought  together  and  dismiss- 
ed in  an  unworkmanlike  fashion.  The 
progress  of  the  story  in  many  places  lags 
heavily,  and  there  is  not  much  in  the 
description  of  the  trial  to  interest  the 
general  reader.  There  is  a  total  want 
of  power  in  his  attempt  to  delineate  the 
character  of  his  heroines — they  are 
very  uninteresting.  There  is  not  much, 
indeed,  in  the  character  of  any  of  the 
parties,  with  the  exception  of  Chandos 
Winslow,  to  command  sympathy.  He, 
although  a  little  overdrawn,  is  well 
sketched,  and  the  kindness  and  noble 
generosity  of  his  nature  cannot  fail  to 
win  our  regard.  With  all  these  slight 
blemishes,  however,  "  A  Whim  and  its 
Consequences"  is  a  work  which  we 
have  read  with  much  pleasure.  A 
deeper  study  of  character,  and  more 
extensive  reading,  will  improve  the 
author.  Rome  was  not  built  in  a  day, 
and  the  art  of  writing  a  clever  and  read- 
able work  of  fiction,  is  not  to  be  attained 
without  much  toil  and  study.  Having 
had  the  advantage  of  these,  the  author 
of  the  book  before  us  will,  we  hope, 
again  make  his  appearance  befoi e  the 
public.  We  venture  to  prophesy,  and 
we  are  seldom  wrong,  that  his  next  at- 
tempt will  be  more  successful  still; 
and  as  we  shall  look  back  upon  this, 
his  first  essay,  with  satisfaction,  we 
shall  be  ready  to  hail  his  next  publica- 
tion with  pleasure. 

We  have  devoted  so  much  of  the 
space  usually  allotted  to  a  review,  to 
the  consideration  of  the  two  first  books 
upon  our  list,  that  our  notice  of  the 
last  must  be  shorter ;  and  we  are  sorry 
for  it,  for  we  infinitely  prefer  the  dis- 
cussion of  a  work  of  home  manufac- 
ture, to  the  criticising  of  any  novel, 
however  brilliant,  by  an  English  au- 
thor. We  have  a  strong  feeling  of 
regard  and  affection  for  everything 
Irish ;  and  we  think  the  time  cannot 
be  very  far  distant  when  our  dear 
country  shall  occupy  that  proud  posi- 
tion to  which  the  genius  and  talent  of 
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her  children  entitfe  her,  in  the  litera* 
tare  of  Europe.  Is  there  not  that  in 
the  history  of  our  sister  kingdom, 
which  may  serve  to  encourage  our  well- 
directed  efforts.  What  was  Scotland 
without  her  literature? — a  trackless 
waste  of  barren  mountains,  unvisited 
and  unknown  by  traveller  or  tourist, 
until  the  great  magician  came,  and, 
with  a  wave  of  his  wand,  the  whole 
face  of  external  nature  underwent  a 
change — the  genius  of  that  one  master 
spirit  invested  the  whole  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land  with  a  charms- 
each  lonely  glen,  each  mountain  lake 
and  valley — whatever  was  touched  by 
his  genius — became  classic  ground.— 
Those  rugged  fastnesses,  once  so  soli- 
tary, are  now  inundated  bv  shoals  of 
toiurists  and  tribes  of  travellers.  The 
lonely  lake,  where  the  bittern's  drum 
alone  woke  the  echoes  of  the  heath- 
dad  solitude,  now  rings  with  the  merry 
laughter  of  well-fed  cockneys ;  and  the 
glens  and  the  hills,  where  the  shrill 
voice  of  the  plover  disturbed  the  listen- 
ing of  solitude,  are  all  rife  now  with  the 
joyous  exclamations  of  delighted  wan- 
derers—and so  let  it  be  with  our  own 
country.  The  ^een  hills  of  holy  Ire- 
land are  not  without  their  charms— 
and  with  the  blessing  of  Providence^ 
and  the  honest  exertions  of  every  true- 
hearted  son,  she  shall  be  famous  among 
the  nations.  She  owes  much  of  the 
discredit  which  rests  on  her  name  to 
the  style  of  writing  and  thinking  which, 
has  been  adopted  with  reference  to  her. 
An  Irishman  has  been  made  a  sort  of 
generic  term,  to  signify  whatever  was 
absurd,  extravagant,  reckless,  or  pro- 
fligate. Her  religion  was  laughed  at ; 
its  priests  represented  as  licentious ; 
an  Irish  priest  always  fought  cocks, 
admired  beauty,  and  drank  an  unlimited 
quantity  of  whiskey  punch.  An  Irish 
gentleman  was  usually  a  compound  of 
blasphemy  and  ruffianism — bis  life, 
affording  an  interesting  variety  of  ho- 
micides and  Irish  bulls,  usually  termi- 
nated in  a  fox-hunt.  Every  conceited 
twaddling  cockney  tourist  thought  him- 
self at  complete  liberty  to  come  and 
take  what  he  called  a  rough  sketch,  and 
depart ;  and  can  we  blame  the  curs  for 
so  doing,  when  we  had  among  ourselves 
men  base  enough  to  caricature  each 
other — mean  enough  to  revile  a  reli- 
gion which,  however  much  we  may 
differ  from  it,  is  unquestionably  that  of 
the  greater  portion  of  the   country. 


But  we  hope  these  days  are  gonet 
never  to  return.  We  do  not  think 
this  style  of  writing  will  be  tole- 
rated ;  and  as  far  as  lies  in  our 
power,  we  shall  take  ample  care,  that 
whenever  an  instance  of  the  kind  we 
have  alluded  to  occurs,  the  culprit 
shall  not  go  unpunished ;  how  tough 
soever  his  hide  may  be,  we  shall  find 
an  instrimient  of  power  sufficient  to 
make  him  feel  the  weight  of  our  ven- 
geance. 

But  why  should  we  go  on  pro- 
phesying  about  the  fiiture,  when  even 
at  this  moment  Ireland  has  writers  of 
whom  she  may  be  justly  proud — some 
of  a  power  and  ability  sufficient  at  all 
events,  to  make  her  name  respected ; 
and,  amongst  the  many  nroofs  which 
we  can  bring  forward  of  the  truth  of 
what  we  assert,  is  the  book  called 
"  The  Fortunes  of  Colonel  Torlogh 
O'Brien."  It  is  utterly  impossible  for 
us  to  discuss  at  length,  or  to  enter 
into  any  lengthened  examination  of 
the  incidents  of  this  story,  which  opens 
in  the  summer  of  the  year  1686,  and 
tells  us  the  varied  life  and  fortunes  of 
Colonel  Torlogh  O'Brien.  Scattered 
through  its  pages,  there  are  passages 
of  wonderful  power,  one  glance  at 
which  is  enough  to  show  us  that  the 
writer  is  no  ordinary  man.  There 
are  also  some  exquisitely  drawn  por- 
traits, pictures  of  indeed  rare  beauty ; 
cast  your  eye,  reader,  upon  this. 
Behold  Phebe  Tisdal,  and,  as  you 
gaze,  if  your  heart  does  not  then  and 
thereupon  leave  you,  you  are  not  the 
man  we  take  you  for : — 

"A  form,  simple  and  lovely,  in  all 
the  accidents  of  dress  and  ornament, 
but,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  surpassing  in 
grace  and  loveliness  all  that  he  had  ever 
yet  beheld,  stood  close  before  him,  and 
a  little  aloof  from  the  rest ;  it  was  the 
fig^e  of  a  maiden — very  young  the 
seemed — perhaps  seventeen  years  had 
passed  over  her,  but  no  more.  Her 
small, classic  head  was  quite  uncovered; 
her  hair  was  dark,  dark  brown,  and  soft 
and  glossy  as  the  finest  silk :  its  rich 
folds  gathered  at  the  back  by  a  small 
golden  bodkin,  and  partings  in  front 
over  her  artless  and  beautifm  forehead. 
Hers  was  a  countenance,  once  seen,  to 
be  long  remembered ;  not  so  much,  per- 
chance, for  the  exquisite  symmetry  of  its 
features,  peerless  as  they  were,  nor  for 
the  dark  melancholy  eyes,  which,  full  of 
beautiful  expression,  looked  from  be- 
neath the  shadow  of  her  long  lashes,  in 
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snch  deep,  soft  eloquence,  as  for  the 
matohlefls  and  ineffaDle  grace  and  sad- 
ness that  pervaded  every  look  of  that 
pale  and  lovely  face.  A  saddened  ra- 
diani^  from  the  innocent,  deep  warm 
heart,  dwelt  in  its  pale  beauty ;  in  its 
loveliness  trembled  the  loveliness  of  her 
own  guileless  affections,  and  smiling  as 
pensive  in  every  change  of  her  sensitive 
face ;  and  they  were  ever  varying,  as 
the  gently  sparkling  dimples  of  some 
shadowy  wild  well.  There  spoke  the 
same  deep,  tender  loveliness — the  same 
toocfaing  harmony  of  beauty  and  expres- 
sion, which  moved  the  heart  with  ^itv, 
joy,  and  melancholy,  softly  as  might 
the  thrilling  strain  of  some  sweet  old 
song.  The  grace  anf  elegance  of  her 
form  accord^  sweetly  with  the  beauty 
of  her  face ;  tall,  slight,  and  exquisitely 
symmetrical,  a  gracious  gentleness  and 
modesty,  a  simple  dignity  and  ease 
moved  in  her  every  action,  and  made 
every  gesture  and  attitude  beautiful. 
She  wore  a  red  cloak,  of  finer  cloth  than 
that  employed  by  the  peasant  girls  in 
theirs,  and  one  of  her  small  and  slender 
feet,  enclosed  in  a  high  shoe,  buckled 
across  the  instep,  was  shewn  a  little  in 
advance  of  the  chrapery  of  her  mantle, 
as  she  stood  listening  to  the  melody 
which  one  of  the  girls  was  singing  as 
she  plied  her  task.** 

What  do  you  say  to  this?  That 
it  is  very  exquisitely  drawn  there  can 
be  no  manner  of  doubts  immeasurably 
superior,  in  our  opinion,  to  the  little 
Nells  and  Kates,  or  the  Lady  Floras 
and  Miss  Lucindas  of  the  fashionable 
fictions.  But  the  author  of  "  Torlogh 
O'Brien"  has  a  pencil  of  power,  to 
delineate  the  fearml  events  of  war,  as 
well  as  the  softer  lineaments  of  beauty. 
The  attack  by  theRapparees  upon  the 
ancient  castle  of  Glindarragh  is  quite 
as  good  in  its  line  as  the  well-known 
descriptions  by  Mr.  Dickens  of  the 
sangmnary  tumults  of  Lord  George 
Gordon's  rebellion.  Let  us  take  one 
short  extract  by  way  of  example  :— 

**  And  now,  with  terrific  hubbub  and 
thundering  war-whoop,  the  dark  and 
savage  multitude,  bearing  in  their  van 
a  ponderous  beam,  dislodged  from  the 
mUl  close  by,  came  rushing  madly  like 
a  dark  wave,  rolling  and  pealing  up  the 
shingles  on  the  shore,  toward  the  castle 
fate.  The  bullets  sing  through  the 
darksome  air.  And  now  the  dense  mul- 
titudes are  up — are  thronging  and  bus- 
tline  one-another,  beneath  the  very 
wal&,  and  cover,  in  undulating  masses 
of  wavine  black,  the  steep  surface  of 
the  road  Srom  the  bridge ;  a  sea  of  wild 


haggard  heads  swaving  and  rolling  this 
way  and  that,  and  flowing  like  conflict- 
ing tides,  so  that  those  who,  from  the 
castle  walls,  beheld  the  giddy  spectacle, 
felt  their  very  brains  to  swim  and  sicken 
as  they  looked.  The  assailants  drive 
madly  onward — they  rush  and  thunder  at 
the  oak  gate  of  the  castle,  driving  the  huge 
beam  they  bear,  with  crashing  and  stun- 
ning reverberation  and  infernal  uproar, 
ag^ainst  the  ancient  and  iron-studded 
planks*  Well  was  it  for  those  within 
that  they  had  so  effectually  propped  and 
strengthened  it  in  time  with  solid  stone 
and  rubbish,  and  carts  and  logs  heaped 
up  and  packed  together  in  dense  and 
deep  support,  else  tne  good  planks,  hard 
and  massive  as  they  were,  must  have 
yielded  to  the  gigantic  concussions,  un- 
der which  the  very  walls  seemed  to  rhig 
and  tremble." 

The  castle  is  relieved  by  the  oppor- 
tune arrival  of  a  regiment  of  dragoons, 
who  soon  disperse  the  sanguinary  rab- 
ble, and  Sir  Hugh  Willoughby  is  even- 
tually carried  on  as  a  prisoner  to  Dub- 
lin, where  he  is  examined  before  a 
Privy  Cotmcil,  at  which  King  James 
presides. 


"  It  was  evening  in  the  ancient  castle, 
and  Torlogh  O'Brien  walks  alone,  with 
slow  and  mournful  steps,  through  the 
great  hall  of  his  ancestral  home.  What 
associations,  what  memories,  what  tra- 
ditions gather  around  him;  like  tho 
wild  harping  of  a  thousand  minstrels, 
resounding  in  heart-stirring  swell,  the 
deeds,  the  glories,  the  ruin  of  his  house, 
ring  in  proud  wails  and  martial  dirges 
through  the  silent  chamber,  and  giant 
forms  of  other  times  rise  in  majestic 
•agdant,  and  people  its  darkness.  To 
lim  the  still  void  is  teeming  with  all 
the  grandeur  and  thunders  of  the  fierc- 
est life ;  but  around  the  sable  throng, 
dark  spectres  of  murder,  pealing  dire 
menace  in  his  ear,  and  beckoning  the 
last  of  the  ancient  race  to  vengeance, 

flides  one  bright  form,  radiant  with 
eavenly  beauty,  before  whose  soft 
efiulgence  the  murky  phantoms  glide 
back  and  vanish ;  while  her  low  voice 
of  silvery  music,  with  magic  power, 
swells  through  the  conflicting  uproar 
of  infernal  clamour,  and  prevails  in 
plaintive  and  celestial  harmony.  An- 
gelic form  I — spirit  of  heart-subduing 
music  I — clothed  in  such  victorious  gen- 
tleness and  lovely  might — he  sees  in 
thee  the  form  of  her  whom  his  brave 
arm  has  rescued.  This  music  is  her 
voice.  Grace  Willouehby,  thy  beauti- 
ful phantom  stills  and  rebukes  the  tu- 
mult of  his  fierce  hereditary  hate." 


hi 
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Notch  and  NacelisU  of  the  Day. 


[Sept. 


We  could  go  on  for  ever  calling 
extracts  as  beautiful^  or  more  beauti- 
ful^ than  those  we  have  just  given 
from  this  extraordinary  book  5  but 
space  forbids.  We  cannot  avoUl  no- 
ticingy  in  this  author  also»  a  similar 
fault  to  that  which  pervades  the  work 
which  we  had  reviewed  before  it. 
There  is  an  evident  clumsiness  or  care- 
lessnessy  as  the  case  may  be»  in  the 
management  of  the  incidents  of  his 
narrative ;  passages  of  wonderful 
poweri  descriptive  scenes  of  rare 
beauty,  are  huddled  one  upon  another 
with  a  lavish  extravagance*  which, 
while  it  attests  the  power  of  the  au- 
thor*  speaks  but  little  for  his  skilful- 
ness  in  arranging  his  materials.  Be- 
fore a  man  sits  down  to  write  a  novel, 
in  our  humble  judgment*  he  ought  to 
have  some  definite  idea  of  a  plan  or 
plot  to  which  he  should  adhere,  in- 
stead of  leaving  such  matters  wholly 
to  chance,  or  the  impulse  of  the  mo- 
ment.    Torlogh  O'Brien  must  be  the 


production  of  a  man  who  knows  how 
to  wield  his  pen,  and  in  a  workmanlike 
manner  too.  There  is  genius  of  no 
common  order  flung  forth  carelessly 
upooL  itft  pages ;  but,  notwithstanding 
all  this,  tnere  is  a  want  about  it  which 
a  little  consideration  and  forethought 
would  easily  have  supplied.  A  novel 
ought  to  be  something  more  than  a 
rapidly-shifting  succession  of  scenes, 
however  powerful  and  beautiful.  There 
ought  to  be  something  in  the  progress 
of  the  story  and  in  the  devolution  of 
its  incidents  to  excite  our  interest. 
With  these  few  observations,  we  must 
take  our  leave  of  Torlogh  O'Brien. 
There  is  nothing  whatever  to  prevent 
the  author  from  producing  a  novel 
equal,  if  not  superior,  to  any  by  the 
first  men  of  the  day,  if  he  will  only 
attend  to  the  few  suggestions  which, 
with  every  desire  for  his  future  suc- 
cess, and  in  all  spirit  of  kindliness*  we 
have  presumed  to  offer. 
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W^t  a$^n^;^ouiiIrer* 


LABOX7B  AND   HOPE. 

"  flt&eit  iBt  lies  BtirteTS  ^lerUe, 
Segen  ist  Oer  fiiitie  9re(s : 
i&^ixt  nttCHQuit  stint  Wnm. 

80HILLSIt« 

*<  Ton  ii  poIIih«d  num*i  vocation } 
Tadaei  are  the  meed  of  skill  I 
Sinn  m«7  vaunt  their  orown  and  itation, 
we  will  vaunt  onr  labour  etUI.'* 

Makoah. 


0  EftiN  !  thou  desolate  motber^  the  heart  in  thj  bosom  is  sore. 

And  wringing  thy  hands  in  despair,  thou  dost  roam  round  the  plague-stricken 

shore ; 
Thj  children  are  dying  or  fljing,  thy  great  ones  are  laid  in  the  dust. 
And  those  who  survive  are  divided,  and  those  who  control  are  unjust. 
Wilt  thou  blame  me,  dear  mother,  if  turning  my  eyes  from  such  horrors  away, 

1  look,  through  the  night  of  our  wretchedness,  back  to  some  bright  yanished 

day. 
When,  though  sorrow,  which  eyer  is  with  us,  was  heayy  and  dark  on  the  land, 
Hope  twinkled  and  shone  like  a  planet^  and  Faith  like  a  sword  in  the  hand  ? 


Oft  has  poyerty  gnawed  at  thy  bosom,  and  furrowed  thy  matronly  brow. 
But  a  fainine  of  wisdom  and  courage  thou  never  hast  known  until  now  ; 
No  blight  like  to  this  ever  came,  though  the  Spring-tide  and  Summer  were 

cold. 
For  the  hands  of  thy  young  men  are  empty,  and  barren  the  heads  of  the  old. 
No  fruit  from  the  past  has  been  gathered,  no^seeds  for  the  future  are  sown. 
But  like  children  or  idiots  we  live  on  the  crumhs  of  the  present  alone. 
Then,  mournfullest  mother,  forgiye  me,  if  it  be — as  it  may  be — a  crime 
To  fly  from  the  ruin  around  me,  and  dream  of  a  happier  time. 

uu 

Not  now  rings  the  song  like  a  bugle  'mid  the  clashing  and  splintering  of  spears. 
Or  the  heart-piercing  keen  of  the  mourner  o'er  the  grayes  of  g^een  Erin  of 

tears; 
Not  to  strengthen  the  young  arm  of  freedom,  nor  to  melt  off  old  slavery's 

chain. 
But  to  flow  through  the  soul  in  its  calmness,  like  a  stream  o'er  the  breast  of  a 

plain. 
Changing,  though  calm  be  its  current,  from  its  source  to  its  hayen  of  rest. 
Flowing  on  through  fair  Italy's  vineyards  to  the  emerald  fields  of  the  west^i. 
A  picture  of  life  uid  its  pleasures,  its  troubles,  its  cradle  and  shroud. 
Now  bright  with  the  glow  of  the  sunshine,  now  dark  with  the  gloom  of  the 

cloud. 
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IV. 

In  that  land  where  the  heaven-tinted  pencil  giveth  shape  to  the  splendour  of 

dreams. 
Near  Florence,  the  fairest  of  oities,  and  Arno,  the  sweetest  of  streams, 
'Neath  those  hills  whence  the  race  of  the  Geraldine  wandered  in  ages  long  since. 
For  ever  to  rule  over  Desmond  and  Erin  as  martyr  and  prince,* 
Lived  Paolo,  the  youne  Campanaro,t  the  pride  of  his  own  little  vale — 
Hope  changed  the  hot  oreath  of  his  furnaoe  as  into  a  sea-wafted  gale  ; 
Peace,  the  child  of  Employment,  was  with  him,  with  prattle  so  soothing  and 

sweet, 
And  Love,  while  revealing  the  future,  strewed  the  sweet  roses  under  his  feet. 


Ah  I  little  they  know  of  true  happiness,  they  whom  satiety  fills. 

Who,  flung  on  the  rich  hreast  of  luxury,  eat  of  the  rankness  that  kills. 

Ah  I  little  they  know  of  the  blessedness  toil-purchased  slumber  enjoys. 

Who,  stretched  on  the  hard  rack  of  indolence,  taste  of  the  sleep  that  destroys  ; 

Nothing  to  hope  for,  or  labour  for  ;  nothing  to  sigh  for,  or  gain  ; 

Nothing  to  light  in  its  vividness,  lightning-like,  bosom  and  brain  ; 

Nothing  to  break  life*s  monotony,  rippling  it  o*er  with  its  breath  ; 

Nothing  but  dulness  and  lethargy,  weariness,  sorrow,  and  death ! 


But  blessed  that  child  of  humanity,  happiest  man  among  men. 
Who,  with  hammer,  or  chisel,  or  pencil,  with  rudder,  or  ploughshare,  or  pen, 
Laboureth  ever  and  ever  with  hope  through  the  morning  of  life. 
Winning  home  and  its  darling  divinities — love-worshipped  children  and  wife. 
Round  swings  the  hammer  of  industry,  quickly  the  sharp  chisel  rings. 
And  the  heart  of  the  toiler  has  throbbings  that  stir  not  the  bosom  of  kings- 
He  the  true  ruler  and  conqueror,  he  the  true  king  of  his  race, 
Who  nerveth  his  arm  for  life's  combat,  and  looks  the  strong  world  in  the  face. 


And  such  was  young  Paolo  1     The  morning — ere  yet  the  faint  starlight  had 

gone — 
To  the  loud^ringing  workshop  beheld  him  move  joyfully  light-footed  on. 
In  the  glare  and  the  roar  of  the  furnace  he  toiled  till  the  evening-star  burned. 
And  then  back  again  through  that  vallev  as  glad  but  more  weary  returned. 
One  moment  at  morning  he  lingers  by  that  cottage  that  stands  by  the  stream. 
Many  moments  at  evening  he  tarries  by  that  casement  that  woos  the  moon's 

beam ;  ♦ 

For  the  light  of  his  life  and  his  labours,  like  a  lamp  from  that  casement,  it  shines 
In  the  heart-lighted  face  that  looks  out  from  that  purple-clad  trelUs  of  vines. 


Francesca  I  sweet,  innocent  maiden  !  'tis  not  that  thy  young  cheek  is  fair. 

Or  thy  sun-lighted  eyes  glance  like  stars  through  the  curls  of  thy  wind-woven 

hair; 
*Tis  not  for  thy  rich  lips  of  coral,  or  even  thy  white  breast  of  snow. 
That  my  song  shall  recall  thee,  Francesca  I  but  more  for  the  good  heart  below. 
Goodness  is  beauty's  best  portion,  a  dower  that  no  time  can  reduce, 
A  wand  of  enchantment  and  happiness,  brightening  and  strengthening  with  use. 
One  the  long-sigh'd-for  nectar  that  earthliness  bitterly  tinctures  and  taints. 
One  the  fading  mirage  of  the  fancy,  and  one  the  elysium  it  paints. 


•  The  hills  of  Else.     See  Appendix  to  O'Daly's  •*  History  of  the  Geraldines," 
translated  by  the  Rev.  C.  P.  ftleehan,  p.  130. 
t  Campanaro,  Bell-founder. 
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IX. 

Long  ago,  when  thy  father  vonld  kiBs  thee,  the  tears  hi  his  old  eyes  would 

start. 
For  thy  Aice — like  a  dream  of  his  hoyhood— -renewed  the  fresh  yonth  of  his 

heart. 
He  is  gone  ;  bnt  thy  mother  remaioeth  and  kneeleth  each  night-time  and  morn^ 
And  blesses  the  Mother  of  Blessings  for  the  hour  her  Franoesca  was  bom. 
There  are  proud  stately  dwellings  in  Florencs,  and  mothers  and  maidens  are 

there, 
And  bright  eyes  as  bright  as  Francesca's,  and  fair  cheeks  as  brilliantly  fair, 
And  hearts,  too,  as  warm  and  as  innocent,  there  where  the  rich  paintings  gleam, 
Bnt  what  proud  mother  blesses  her  daughter  like  the  mother  by  A&no*s  sweet 

stream? 

X. 

It  was  not  alone,  when  that  mother  grew  aged  and  feeble  to  hear, 
That  thy  Yoice  like  the  whisper  of  angels  still  fell  on  the  old  woman's  ear. 
Or  even  that  thy  face,  when  the  darkness  of  time  overshadowed  her  sight, 
Shone  calm  through  the  blank  of  her  mind,  like  the  moon  in  the  midst  of  the 

night. 
But  thine  was  the  duty,  Franoesca,  and  the  love-lightened  labour  was  thine. 
To  treasure  the  white-curling  wool  and  the  warm-flowing  milk  of  the  kine. 
And  the  fruits,  and  the  clusters  of  purple,  and  the  flock's  tender  yearly  increase. 
That  she  might  have  rest  in  life's  evening,  and  go  to  her  fathers  in  peace. 

XI. 

Franoesca  and  Paolo  are  plighted,  and  they  wait  but  a  few  happy  days. 
Ere  they  walk  forth  together  in  trustfulness  out  on  Life's  wonderful  ways  ; 
Ere  clasping  the  hands  of  each  other,  they  move  through  the  stillness  and  noise. 
Dividing  the  cares  of  existence,  but  doubling  its  hopes  and  its  joys^- 
Sweet  days  of  betrothment,  which  brighten  so  slowly  to  love's  burning  noon. 
Like  the  days  of  the  Spring  which  grow  longer,  the  nearer  the  fulness  of  June, 
Though  ve  move  to  the  Noon  and  the  Summer  of  Love  with  a  slow-moving  wing, 
Te  are  bt  with  the  light  of  the  Morning,  and  decked  with  the  blossoms  of  Spring. 


The  days  of  betrothment  are  over,  for  now  when  the  evening  star  shines. 
Two  faces  look  joyfully  out  from  that  purple-clad  trellis  of  vines  ; 
The  light-hearted  laughter  is  doubled,  two  voices  steal  forth  on  the  air. 
And  blend  in  the  light  notes  of  song,  or  the  sweet  solemn  cadence  of  prayer. 
At  morning  when  Paolo  departeth,  'tis  out  of  that  sweet  cottage  door. 
At  evening  he  comes  to  that  casement,  but  passes  that  casement  no  more ; 
And  the  old  feeble  mother  at  night-time,  when  saying,  **  The  Lord's  will  be 

done," 
While  blessing  the  name  of  a  daughter,  now  blendeth  the  name  of  a  son. 


PABT  n. 
TRIUtfPH   AND   BEWABD. 

**  Fnnent  plangOt 
Fnlminft  flrango, 
Babbata  pango, 
Excito  lento«« 
ninipo  Tentos, 
Paco  cnientos.** 


In  the  furnace  the  dry  branches  crackle,  the  crucible  shines  as  with  gold. 
As  ^ey  carry  the  hot  flaming  metal  in  haste  from  the  fire  to  the  mould  ; 
Loud  roar  the  bellows,  and  louder  the  flames  as  they  shrieking  escape. 
And  loud  is  the  song  of  the  workmen  who  watch  o'er  the  fast-filling  shape  j 
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To  and  fi*o  in  the  red* glaring  chamber  the  proud  Master  anxiously  moves. 
And  the  quick  and  the  skilful  he  praiseth^  and  the  dull  and  the  li^igard  reproves; 
And  the  heart  in  his  bosom  expandeth,  as  the  thick  bubbling  metal  up  swdk* 
For  like  to  the  birth  of  his  children  he  watoheth  the  birth  of  the  bells. 


Peace  had  guarded  the  door  of  young  Paolo,  success  on  hb  industry  smiled. 
And  the  dark  wing  of  Tune  had  passed  quicker  than  grief  from  the  Awe  of  a 

child ; 
Broader  lands  lay  around  that  sweet  cottage,  youngs  footsteps  tripped  lightly 

around. 
And  the  sweet  silent  stillness  was  broken  by  the  hum  of  a  still  sweeter  sound. 
At  evening  when  homeward  returning  how  many  dear  hands  must  he  press. 
Where  of  old  at  that  vine-covered  wicket  he  linger'd  but  one  to  caress ; 
And  that  dearest  one  is  still  with  him,  to  counsel,  to  strengthen,  and  oalm^ 
And  to  pour  over  Life's  needful  wounds  the  healing  of  Love*s  blessed  balm. 


But  age  will  come  on  with  its  Winter,  though  happiness  hideth  its  snows ; 

And  if  youth  has  its  duty  of  labour,  the  birth>right  of  age  is  repose : 

And  thus  from  that  love-sweetened  toil,  which  the  Heavens  had  so  prospered 

and  blest. 
The  old  Campanaro  will  go  to  that  vine-covered  cottage  to  rest ; 
But  Paolo  is  pious  and  grateful,  and  vows  as  he  kneels  at  her  shrine. 
To  offer  some  fruit  of  his  labour  to  Mary  the  Mother  benign — 
Eight  silver-toned  bells  will  he  offer,  to  toll  for  the  quick  and  the  dead» 
From  the  tower  of  the  church  of  her  convent  that  stands  on  the  cliff  overhead. 


'Tis  for  this  that  the  bellows  are  blowing,  that  the  workmen  thehr  sl6dg«-hMii* 

mers  wield. 
That  the  firm  sandy  moulds  are  now  broken,  and  the  dark-shinii^  bells  are 

revealed ; 
The  cars  with  theur  streamers  are  ready«  and  the  flower*hamessed  necks  of  the 

steers. 
And  the  bells  from  the  cold  silent  workshop  are  borne  amid  blessings  and  tears. 
By  the  white-blossom'd,  sweet-scented  myrtles,  by  the  olive-trees  fringing  the 

plain. 
By  the  corn-fields  and  vineyards  is  winding  that  gift-bearing,  festival  train  ; 
And  the  hum  of  their  voices  b  blending  with  the  music  that  streams  on  thegale» 
As  they  wend  to  the  Church  of  our  Lady  that  stands  at  the  head  of  the  Ytle. 


Now  they  enter,  and  now  more  divinely  the  saint*s  painted  effigies  smile. 
Now  the  Acolytes  bearing  lit  tapers  move  solemnly  down  through  the  aisle. 
Now  the  Thunfer  swings  the  rich  censer,  and  the  white-curling  vapour  up-floats. 
And  hangs  round  the  deep- pealing  organ,  and  blends  with  the  tremulous  notes. 
In  a  white  shining  alb  comes  the  Abbot,  and  he  circles  the  bells  round  about^ 
And  with  oil,  and  with  salt,  and  with  water,  they  are  purified  inside  and  out ; 
They  are  marked  with  Christ's  mystical  symbol,  while  the  priests  and  the  cho- 

risters  sing. 
And  are  bless'd  in  the  name  of  that  God  to  whose  honour  they're  destined  to  ring. 


Toll,  toll  I  with  a  rapid  vibration,  with  a  melody  silvVy  and  strong. 
The  Bells  from  the  sound-shaken  belfry  are  singing  their  first  maiden  song  ; 
Not  now  for  the  dead  or  the  living,  or  the  triumphs  of  peace  or  of  strife* 
But  a  quick  joyous  outburst  of  jubilee  full  of  their  newly  felt  life ; 
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RapMt  more  rafstd,  iSbe  clapper  rebounds  firom  the  round  of  the  bells- 
Fa*  md  More  hr  through  tbe  valley  the  intertwined  melody  swells. 
Quivering  and  broken  iSe  alinoK>here  trembles  and  twinkles  aroond. 
Like  the  eyes  and  the  hearts  of  Ihe  hearers  that  glisten  and  beat  to  the  soand. 

vn. 

But  how  to  express  all  his  rapture  when  echo  the  deep  cadence  bore 

To  the  old  Campanaro  reclining  in  the  shade  of  his  vine-covered  door. 

How  to  tell  of  the  bliss  that  came  o*er  him  as  he  eazed  on  the  fair  evening  star. 

And  heard  the  faint  toll  of  the  vesper  bell  steal  o  er  the  vale  from  afar — 

Ah  1  it  was  not  alone  the  brief  ecstasy  Music  doth  ever  impart 

When  Sorrow  and  Joy  at  its  bidding  come  together^  and  dwell  in  the  heart. 

But  it  was  that  delicious  sensation  with  which  the  young  Mother  is  blest. 

As  she  lists  to  the  lai^h  of  her  child  as  it  falleth  asleep  on  her  breast. 


From  a  sweet  night  of  slumber  he  woke  ;  but  it  was  not  that  morn  had  unroU'd 
O'er  the  pale,  cloudy  tents  of  the  Orient,  her  banners  of  purple  and  gold. 
It  was  not  the  song  of  the  sky-lark,  that  rose  from  the  green  pastures  near. 
But  the  sound  of  bis  bells  that  fell  softly,  as  dew  on  the  slumber6r*s  ear. 
At  that  sound  he  awoke  and  arose,  and  went  forth  on  the  bead-bearing  grass— 
At  that  sound,  with  his  loving  Francesca,  he  piously  knelt  at  the  Mass. 
If  the  sun  shone  in  splendour  around  him,  and  that  certain  music  were  dumb. 
He  would  deem  it  a  dream  of  the  night-time,  and  doubt  if  the  morning  had 
come. 

IX. 

At  noon,  as  he  lay  in  the  sultriness,  under  his  broad-leafy  limes. 
Far  sweeter  than  murmuring  waters  came  the  toll  of  the  Angelus  chimes. 
Pious  and  tranquil  he  rose,  and  uncovered  his  reverend  head. 
And  thrice  was  the  Ave-M^ria  and  thrice  was  the  Angelus  said. 
Such  custom  the  South  still  retaineth,  to  turn  for  a  moment  away 
Frmn  the  pleasures  and  pains  of  existence,  from  the  trouble  and  turmoil  of  day, 
From  the  tumult  within  and  without,  to  the  peace  that  abideth  on  high. 
When  the  deep,  solemn  sound  from  the  belfry,  comes  down  like  a  voice  from 
the  sky. 

X. 

And  thus  round  the  heart  of  the  old  man,  at  morning,  at  noon,  and  at  eve. 
The  bells,  with  their  rich  woof  of  music,  the  net-work  of  happiness  weave. 
They  ring  in  the  clear,  tranquil  evening,  and  lo  I  all  the  air  is  alive. 
As  tne  sweet  laden  thoughts  come,  like  bees,  to  abide  in  his  heart  as  a  hive. 
They  blend  with  his  moments  of  joy,  as  the  odour  doth  blend  with  the  flower,— 
They  Mend  with  his  light-falling  tears,  as  the  sunshine  doth  blend  with  the 

shower. 
As  their  music  is  mirthful  or  mournful,  his  pulse  beateth  sluggish  or  fast. 
And  his  breast  takes  its  hue,  like  the  ocean,  as  the  sunshine  or  shadows  are  oast. 

XI. 

Thnt  adding  new  zest  to  enjoyment,  and  drawing  the  sharp  sting  from  pain. 
The  heart  of  the  old  man  grew  young,  as  it  drank  the  sweet  musical  strain. 
Again  at  the  altar  he  stands,  with  Francesca  the  fair  at  his  side. 
As  the  bells  ring  a  quick  peal  of  gladness,  to  welcome  some  happy  young  bride. 
Tis  true,  when  the  death-bells  are  tolling,  the  wounds  of  his  heart  bleed  anew. 
When  he  thinks  of  his  old  lovine  mother,  and  the  darlings  that  destiny  slew ; 
But  the  tower  in  whose  shade  they  are  sleeping,  seems  the  emblem  of  hope  and 

of  love- 
There  is  silence  and  death  at  its  base,  but  there's  life  in  the  belfry  above. 
VOL.XXX.— No.  177.  /      ^    I 
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Was  it  the  sound  of  his  hells^  as  they  swung  in  the  purified  air. 

That  drove  from  the  bosom  of  Paolo,  the  £irk- winged  demons  of  care  ? 

Was  it  their  magical  tone  that  for  many  a  shadowless  day 

(So  faith  once  believed)  swept  the  clouds  and  the  black-boding  tempests  away  ? 

Ah !  never  may  Fate  with  their  music,  a  harsh-grating  dissonance  olend ! 

Sure  an  evening  so  calm  and  so  bright  will  glide  peacefully  on  to  the  end. 

Sure  the  course  of  his  life,  to  its  close,  like  his  own  native  river  must  be 

Flowing  on  through  the  valley  of  flowers  to  its  home  in  the  bright  summer  sea! 


VICISSITUDE   AND  REST. 

**  The  flower  ilut  imiles  to-daj^ 
To-morrow  diet; 
All  that  we  wish  to  sUy, 
Tempts,  and  then  flies. 
What  it  this  world's  deUghtf 
Lightning  that  mocks  the  night- 
Brief  eren  as  bright. 

Shbllkt. 


— —  "  Till  there  came  npon  his  mind 

A  sense  of  loneliness,  a  thirst  with  which  he  pined.*' 

Bbvolt  of  Islam. 

"  The  bells  mng  blithely  ftom  St.  Mary^s  tower." 

Talb  op  Pabaouat. 


O  EaiHl  thou  broad-spreading  valley— thou  well- watered  land  of  fresh  streams. 
When  I  gaze  on  thy  bills  greenly  sloping,  where  the  light  of  such  loveliness 

beams, 
When  I  rest  by  the  rim  of  thy  fountains,  or  stray  where  thy  streams  disem- 

hope. 
Then  I  thmk  that  the  Fairies  have  brought  me  to  dwell  in  the  bright  Tir-n'ak- 

OOB.* 

But  when  on  the  face  of  thy  children  I  look,  and  behold  the  big  tears 

Still  stream  down  their  grief-eaten  channels,  which  widen  and  deepen  with 

years, 
I~feartbat  some  dark  blight  for  ever  will  fall  on  thy  harvests  of  peace. 
And  that  like  to  thy  lakes  and  thy  rivers,  thy  sorrows  must  ever  increase.f 

n. 

Oh  I  Land  which  the  Heavens  made  for  joy,  but  where  wretchedness  buildeth 

its  throne — 
Oh !  prodigal  spendthrift  of  sorrow  I  and  hast  thou  not  heirs  of  thine  own  ? 
Thus  to  lavish  thy  sons'  only  portion,  and  bring  one  sad  claimant  the  more. 
From  the  sweet  sunny  land  of  the  south  to  thy  crowded  and  sorrowful  shore? 
For  this  proud  bark  that  cleaveth  thy  waters,  she  is  not  a  currach  of  thine. 
And  the  broad  purple  sails  that  spread  o*er  her  seem  dyed  in  the  juice  of  the 

vine. 
Not  thine  is  that  flag,  backward  floating,  nor  the  olive-oheek'd  seamen  who 

guide, 
Nor  that  heart-broken  old  man  who  gazes  so  Ibtlessly  over  the  tide. 


dual  increase  in  the  number  and  size  of  the  la^es  and  rivers  of  Ireland^^^ees' 
Cychpadia. 
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Accurs'd  be  the  monster^  who  selfishly  draweth  the  sword  from  its  sheath ; 
Let  his  ffarland  be  twined  by  the  Furies>  and  the  upas  tree  fiirnish  the  wreath  ; 
Let  the  olood  he  has  shed  steam  around  him,  through  the  length  of  eternity's 

years. 
And  the  anguish- wrung  screams  of  his  victims  fbr  ever  resound  in  his  ears. 
For  all  that  makes  life  worth  possessing  must  yield  to  his  self-seeking  lust : 
He  trampleth  on  home  and  on  love,  as  his  war-horses  trample  the  dust ; 
He  loosens  the  red  streams  of  ruin,  which  wildly,  though  partially  stray — 
They  but  chafe  round  the  rock-bastion'd  castle,  while  they  sweep  the  frail  cottage 

away. 

IV. 

Feuds  fell  like  a  plague  upon  Florence,  and  rage  from  without  and  within ; 
Peace  turned  her  mild  eyes  from  the  havoc,  and  Mercy  grew  deaf  in  the  din  ; 
Fear  strengthened  the  dove-wings  of  Ha{Mpiness,  tremblingly  borne  on  the  gale ; 
And  the  angel  Security  vanished,  as  the  War-demon  swept  o*er  the  vale. 
Is  it  for  the  Mass  or  the  Angelus  now  that  the  bells  ever  ring? 
Or  is  it  the  red  trickling  mist  such  a  purple  reflection  doth  fling? 
Ah,  no :  'tis  the  tocsin  of  terror  that  tolls  from  the  desolate  shrine  ; 
And  the  down-trodden  vineyards  are  flowing — but  not  with  the  blood  of  the 


Deadly  and  dark  was  the  tempest  that  swept  o'er  that  vine-cover 'd  plain  ; 

Burning  and  withering,  its  drops  fell  like  fire  on  the  grass  and  the  grain. 

But  the  gloomiest  moments  must  pass  to  their  graves,  as  the  brightest  and  best. 

And  thus  once  again  did  fair  Fiesole  look  o'er  a  valley  of  rest 

But  oh  1  in  that  brief  hour  of  horror — that  bloody  eclipse  of  the  sun, 

What  hopes  and  what  dreams  have  been  shattered  ? — what  ruin  and  wrong  have 

been  done? 
What  blossoms  for  ever  have  faded,  that  promised  a  harvest  so  fair ; 
And  what  joys  are  laid  low  in  the  dust  that  eternity  cannot  repsur ! 

VI. 

Look  down  on  that  valley  of  sorrows,  whence  the  land-marks  of  joy  are  re- 
moved. 

Oh,  where  is  the  darling  Francesca,  so  loving,  so  dearly  beloved  ? 

And  where  are  her  children,  whose  voices  rose  music-wing'd  once  from  this 
spot? 

And  why  are  the  sweet  bells  now  silent  ?  and  where  is  the  vine-cover 'd  cot  ? 

*Tis  morning — ^no  mass-bell  is  tolling ;  'tis  noon,  but  no  Angelus  rings ; 

'Tis  evening,  but  no  drops  of  melody  rain  from  her  rose-coloured  wings. 

Ah !  where  have  the  angels,  poor  Paolo,  that  guarded  thy  cottage  door,  flown  ? 

And  why  have  they  left  thee  to  wander  thus  childless  and  joyless  alone  ? 


His  children  had  grown  into  manhood,  but  ah !  in  that  terrible  night 
Which  had  fallen  on  fair  Florence,  they  perished  away  in  the  thick  of  the  fight; 
Heart-blinded,  bis  darling  Francesca  went  seeking  her  sons  through  the  gloom. 
And  found  them  at  length,  and  lay  down  full  of  love  by  their  side  in  the  tomb. 
That  cottage — its  vine- cover *d  porch  and  its  myrtle-bound  garden  of  flowers. 
That  chinch  whence  the  bells  with  their  voices  drown'd  the  sound  of  the  fast- 
flying  hours. 
Both  are  levelled  and  laid  in  the  dust,  and  the  sweet-sounding  bells  have  been 

torn 
From  their  down-fallen  beams,  and  away  by  the  red  hand  of  sacrilege  borne. 
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Yin. 

As  the  smith)  in  the  dark  sullen  smithy,  striketh  quick  on  the  anvil  below. 
Thus  Fate  on  the  heart  of  the  old  man  struck  rapidly  blow  after  blow. 
Wife,  children,  and  home  passed  away  from  that  heart  once  so  burning  and  bold> 
As  the  bright  shining  sparks  disappear  when  the  red-glowing  metal  grows  cold* 
He  missed  not  the  voice  of  his  bells  while  those  death-sounds  struck  loud  in  his 

ears. 
He  missed  not  the  church  where  they  rang,  while  his  old  eyes  were  blinded 

with  tears. 
But  the  calmness  of  grief  coming  soon,  in  its  sadness  and  silence  profound. 
He  listened  once  more  as  of  old,  but  in  vain,  for  the  joy-bearing  sound. 


When  he  felt  Ihat  indeed  they  had  vanished,  one  fancy  then  flashed  on  his 

brain. 
One  wish  made  his  heart  beat  anew  with  a  throbbing  it  could  not  restrain — 
*Twas  toVander  away  f^om  fair  Florence,  its  memory  and  dream-haunted  dells. 
And  to  seek  up  and  down  through  the  earth  for  the  sound  of  his  magical  bells. 
They  will  speidc  of  the  hopes  that  have  perished,  and  the  joys  that  have  faded 

so  fast, 
Wing'd  with  the  music  of  memory,  they  will  seem  but  the  voice  of  the  past — 
As  when  the  bright  morning  has  vanished,  and  evening  grows  starless  and 

dark. 
The  nightingale  song  of  remembrance  recalls  the  sweet  strain  of  the  lark. 


Thus  restlessly  wandering  through  Italy — now  by  the  Adrian  sea. 

In  the  shrine  of  Loretto  he  bendeth  his  travel-tired,  suppliant  knee — 

And  now  by  the  brown  troubled  Tiber  he  taketh  his  desolate  way. 

And  in  many  a  shady  Basilica  lingers  to  listen  and  pray. 

He  prays  for  the  dear  ones  snatched  from  him — nor  vainly  nor  hopelessly  prays* 

For  the  strong  faith  in  union  hereafter  like  a  beam  o'er  his  cold  bosom  plays — 

He  listens  at  morning  and  evening,  when  matin  and  vesper  bells  toll. 

But  their  sweetest  sounds  grate  on  his  ear,  and  their  music  is  harsh  to  his  soul. 

XI. 

For  though  sweet  are  the  bells  that  ring  out  from  the  tall  Campanili  of  Rome, 
Ah  I  they  are  not  the  dearer  and  sweeter  ones,  tuned  with  the  memory  of  home. 
So  leaving  proud  Rome  and  fair  Tivoli,  southward  the  old  man  must  stray, 
'Till  he  reaches  the  Eden  of  waters  that  sparkle  in  Napoli's  bay  : 

He  sees  not  the  blue  waves  of  Bai^,  nor  Ischia's  summits  of  brown 

He  sees  but  the  high  Campanili  that  rise  o*er  each  far-gleaming  town*. 
Driven  restlessly  onward,  he  saileth  away  to  the  bright  land  of  Spain, 
And  seeketh  thy  shrine,  Santiago,  and  stands  by  the  western  main. 


A  bark  bound  for  Erin  lay  wdting,  he  entered  like  one  in  a  dream. 
Fair  winds  in  the  full  purple  sails  led  him  soon  to  the  Shannon's  broad  stream. 
'Twas  an  evening  that  Florence  might  envy,  so  rich  was  the  leraon-hued  air. 
As  it  lay  on  lone  Scattery's  island,  or  lit  the  green  mountains  of  Clare  ; 
The  wide-spreading  old  giant  river  rolled  his  waters  as  smooth  and  as  still 
As  if  Oonagh,  with  all  her  bright  nymphs,  had  come  down  from  the  far  fairy 
bill,'  ^ 


*  The  beautiful  hill  in  Lower  Ormond  called  Knockshegowna,  i.e.,  Oonagh  s  Hill, 
so  called  from  being  the  fabled  residence  of  Oonagh  (or  Una"),  the  Fairy  Queen  of 
Spenser.     One  of  the  finest  views  of  the  Shannon  is  to  be  seen  from  this  hill. 
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To  fling  her  enchantments  around  on  the  mountainji,  the  air,  and  the  tide. 
And  to  soothe  the  worn  heart  of  the  old  man  who  looked  from  the  dark  vessel's 
side. 

XIII. 

Borne  on  the  onrrent,  the  vessel  glides  smoothly  but  swiftly  away. 
By  Carrioaholt,  and  by  many  a  green  sloping  headland  and  bay, 
Twixt  Cratloe*b  blue  hills  and  green  woods,  and  the  soft  sunny  shores  of 

Tervoe, 
And  Tiow  the  fair  city  of  Limerick  spreads  out  on  the  broad  bank  below ; 
Still  nearer  and  nearer  approaching,  the  mariners  look  o'er  the  town. 
The  old  man  sees  nought  but  St.  Mary's  square  tower,  with  its  battlements 

brown; 
He  listens — as  yet  all  is  silent,  but  now,  with  a  sudden  surprise, 
A  rich  peal  of  melody  rings  from  that  tower  through  the  clear  evening  skies ! 

XIV. 

One  note  is  enough — his  eye  moistens,  his  heart  long  so  wither'd  outswells. 
He  has  found  them — the  sons  of  his  labours — his  musical,  magical  bells  1 
At  each  stroke  all  the  bright  past  returneth,  around  bun  the  sweet  Arno  shines^ 
His  children — bis  darling  Francesca — his  purple-clad  trellis  of  vines  1 
Leaning  forward,  he  listens — he  gazes — he  hears  in  that  wonderful  strain 
The  long-silent  voices  that  murmur  "  Oh,  leave  us  not,  &ther,  again  V* 
Tis  granted — he  smiles — his  eye  closes — the  breath  from  his  white  lips  hath  fled— i 
The  father  has  gone  to  his  children — ^the  old  Campanaro  is  dead ! 

4>.  IF.  «).  C. 


AN  IRISH  ELECTION   IN   THE   TIME   OF   THE   FORTlBg. 

UY  WILLIAM   CARLBTOM. 
Ill  TWO  PARTS. — PART  II. 

In  the  time  of  the  "  Forties,  "  each  which  we  are  attempting  to  describe, 

county  had  the  satisfaction  of  deriving  a  spirit  of  still  more  unmitigated  fero- 

all  that  beneficial  influence  which  re-  city  began  to  display  itseO*  on  both 

suits  from  the  high  moral  virtue  and  sides,  inasmuch  as  each  party  found 

jspotless  integrity  that  are  so  uniformly  themselves  thrown  back  upon  all  those 

developed  during  the  heat  of  a  con-  vile  and  desperate  expedients  to  which 

tested  election,  involving,  as  it  did,  a  an  apprehension  of  defeat  never  failed 

struggle  which  in  point  of  time  might  to  drive  them. 

last  for  three  months,  as  in  point  of  When  twelve  o'clock  of  the  sixth 

fact  some  of  them  did.   At  the  present  day  had  arrived,  an  understrapper  or 

period  they  are  very  properly  limited,  agent    belonging  to  the  Tory  side, 

as  are,  consequently,  the  moral  evils  named  Cuthbert  Sharpe,  or,  as  he  was 

which  they  inflict  upon  our  people ;  generally   called  for  shortness.    Cut 

but  during  the  old  system,  full  scope  Sharpe,  entered  the  committee-room, 

was  generously  allowed  each  party,  in  with  looks  that  indicated  anything  but 

order  that  they  might  run  tne  whole  an  expectation  of  success.     The  room 

range  of  profligacy   and  corruption,  was  filled  with  Vanston's  friends,  who 

and  tax  me  utmost  eflbrts  of  that  now  found  themselves  considerably  at 

knavish  ingenuity  by  which  they  were  a  loss  how  to  recruit  the  failing  ranks 

t^aracteriscd.  of  their  voters. 

On  the  sixth  day  of  the  election  **Burnside,   I'm  afraid  it's  all  up 
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with  us/*  said  Sharpe.  **  Your  wig 
did  us  good  service,  no  doubt;  but 
unless  we  can  make  a  decided  master- 
stroke of  some  kind,  we  are  beaten. 
Both  sides  are  run  low,  and  the  enemy 
is  thirteen  ahead  of  us." 

*'PoohI"  said  Bumside,  "that's 
nothing.  I  have  a  fellow — a  perfect 
Proteus — ^who  will  hitch  us  up,  in  his 
own  person,  hj  at  least  halN^a-dozen 
as  honest  votes  as  ever  were  fabri- 
cated." 

"  Who  is  he  ?"  said  Buxton. 

«  Why,  a  perfect  nondescript,"  re- 
plied the  otner;  "he  is  never  the 
same  thing  in  any  two  places.  As  to 
how  he  lives,  no  one  knows  anything 
about  it,  and  nobody  cares,  for  that 
matter.  Some  say  ne*s  a  pensioner, 
which  is  likely  enough;  some  think 
he's  a  kind  of  spy  or  mformer — a  fel- 
low who  goes  about  making  Ribbon- 
men,  and  afterwards  betraying  them. 
This  is  what  I  have  learned  about  him ; 
but  whether  it  is  true  or  not  I  neither 
know  nor  care.  All  I  do  know  at  pre- 
sent is,  that  the  fellow  has  got  himself 
made  an  Orangeman  of,  for  he  is  per- 
fectly well  acquainted  with  the  signs 
and  passwords." 

"  Ay,  but  where  is  he,  and  what's 
his  name  ?" 

**He  is  under  the  care  of  honest 
Paddy  Brandy,  who  will  see  that  he 
doesn't  communicate  with  or  go  over 
to  the  enemy.  His  real  name,  I  dare 
say,  few  know ;  his  aUas,  for  the  pre- 
sent, is  Pendleton." 

He  had  scarcely  concluded,  when 
Brandy,  who  received  that  soubriquet 
from  his  predilection  for  the  liquor  in 
question,  which  was  the  only  descrip- 
tion of  spirits  he  ever  drank,  now  en- 
tered, accompanied  by  a  respectable- 
looking  Metnodist  preacher,  or,  at 
least,  Dj  a  person  in  the  garb  of  one. 

"What  IS  this,  Paddy,"  exclaimed 
Bumside,  angrily;  "where  did  you 
leave  Pendleton,  or  what  has  become 
of  him?" 

"Begorra,  sir,"  replied  Brandy, 
"he  was  too  soople  for  me  I  What 
has  become  of  him  is  more  than  I  can 
tell ;  but  he  has  given  me  the  slip  at 
all  events.  In  the  mane  time,  here  is 
a  gintleman  that  wishes  to  say  some- 
thing to  you  about  the  election." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Bumside  ;  "with 

Eleasure.   I  nope  you're  a  friend,  sir," 
e  added,  addressmg  the  stranger. 
"  I  know  not  exactly  whether  I  am 
a  friend  to  you,  sir^"  replied  the  Me^ 


thodist ;  "  but  I  trust  I  am  a  friend  to 
truth." 

"  Have  you  a  vote  ?"  asked  Bum- 
side. 

"I  have  a  vote,"  replied  the  other, 
"but  I  am  not  clear  that  I  should 
give  it  to  a  man  whose  private  morals 
are  questionable,  as  those  of  Mr.  Van- 
ston  are  reported  to  be." 

"  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  his 
private  life,  I  hope,"  said  Bumside. 

"  Pardon  me,  my  friend ;  that  is  the 
great  error  of  Protestantism — in  the 
heat  of  our  zeal  for  the  ascendancy  of 
our  principles,  we  are  too  apt  to  over- 
look purity  of  private  life.  How  can 
a  man,  negligent  of  moral  obligation, 
and  dead  to  religious  experience, 
prove  himself  a  consistent  advocate 
for  tmth  ?" 

"Pray,  are  you  a  clergyman?" 
asked  Billy,  adroitly;  "  because,  if  you 
be,  no  man,  I  assure  you,  respects  con- 
scientious scruples  more  than  I  do. 
Your  sentiments  certainly  do  you  ho- 
nour." 

"  I  am  a  clergyman  only  in  a  cer- 
tain sense ;  in  a  true  sense,  I  tmst, 
though  not  in  a  legal  one.  I  belong 
to  that  humble  but  earnest  class,  the 
Primitive  Wesleyans,  and  my  call  to 
teach  and  to  preach  is  from  above. 
My  name  is  John  Wesley  O'Rafferty 
— a  brand  plucked  from  the  burning, 
and  a  sincere  convert  from  the  abomi- 
nable system  of  Popery." 

"Pr^,  was  your  father  a  Papist, 
Mr.  O'Rafferty  ?" 

"  Unhappilv  hewas,"  replied  O'Raf- 
ferty,  "  for  which  I  fear  he  is  now  pay- 
ing the  penalty." 

"  And  how  did  it  happen  that  he, 
being  a  Catholic,  should  have  chris- 
tened you  John  Wesley  O'Rafferty  ?" 
asked  Bumside. 

"  He  never  did  so,  my  friend,"  re-* 
plied  the  preacher.  "  The  name  be- 
stowed upon  me  at  the  font  was 
Patrick,  or,  as  I  was  more  familiarly 
called,  Paddy.  I  felt  uncomfortable 
under  that  ungodly  name  as  soon  as  I 
had  ceased  to  be  an  Idolater,  and 
changed  it  to  the  more  suitable  one  of 
John  Wesley." 

"  A  very  appropriate  change,  in- 
deed," replied  Billy,  with  great  sua- 
vity, "  and  an  evident  proof  of  your 
sincerity.     But,  Mr.  Wesley,  I  trust 
^  you  are  coming  to  give  us  your  vote." 

"  Unless  Mr.  Vanston  shall  express 
himself  willing  to  attend  some  of  oar 
meetings,  and  sit  occasionally  under 
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our  ministry,  I  fear  I  cannot  consci* 
entiously  do  so.  I  am  decidedly  op- 
poeed  to  the  practice  of  sending  un- 
godly  men  to  parliament.  I  think 
none  but  serions  persons,  of  decided 
piety^  shonld  be  sent  there,  and  that 
our  legislature  ouffht  to  be  only  ano* 
ther  name  for  a  rSiffious  meeting." 

"  You  are  perlectly  right,  Mr. 
O'Rafferty,"  replied  Bumside;  **but, 
touching  your  objection,  I  believe  I 
can  remove  it;  for  it  is  no  lonffer 
than  the  day  before  yesterday  that 
Mr.  Yanston  spoke  in  the  highest 
terms  of  the  connexion  to  which  you 
belong,  and  expressed  a  determma* 
tion«  as  soon  as  he  should  be  returned 
for  the  county,  to  examine  into  your 
principles.  I  encouraged  him  strongly 
m  that  determination,  having  myself 
felt  very  serious  impressions  for  some 
time  past,  and  a  disposition  to  take 
the  same  steps.  So  far,  then,  as  Mr. 
Vanston  is  concerned,  you  may  lay 
aside  your  scruples."* 

*'  iSiere  is  a  good  deal  of  truth  in 
what  the  gentleman  says,"  observed 
another  supporter  of  Vanston's.  **A 
man  of  unscrupulous  life  and  morals 
ought  not,  ccBteris  paribus^  to  be  re- 
turned to  parliament  whilst  a  man  of 
private  worth  and  honour  can  be  had. 
See  what  discredit  the  Liberal  party 
have  entail^  upon  themselves,  by 
electing  unprincipled  adventurers,  who 
have  scarcely  any  other  means  of  sub- 
sistence than  what  they  derive  from 
the  sale  of  their  franks,  or  swindle  at 
the  gaminff-table ; — ^men  without  for- 
tune, principle,  or  character — the  asso- 
ciates of  sharpers  and  blacklegs — ^who 
contrive  to  get  themselves  into  parlia^ 
ment,  not  for  the  public  good,  but  in 
order  to  be  able  to  laugh  at  and  cheat 
their  creditors.  These  men,  I  sa^, 
may  be  proper  exponents  of  l^e  public 
honesty  which  influences  the  party 
that  countenances  them,  in  defiance 
of  public  Bhame  and  decency,  but  they 
are,  at  the  same  time,  very  imfit  per- 
sons to  guard  the  moral  interests  of 
society,  which  they  themselves  openly 
tran^le  upon  and  violate." 

**  Well,  in  that  case,"  observed 
O'Ra&rty,  addressing  himself  to 
Bomside,  **  I  think  I  may  lay  aside 


my  scruples,  and  I  can  promise  you 
five  votes." 

"  Brandy,  what  the  devil  are  you 
grinning  a1^"  said  Burnside,  inter- 
rupting John  Wesley ;  **  better  for 
you,  in  the  present  pinch,  to  make 
yourself  useful.  Go  and  secure  Pen« 
dleton,  if  you  can ;  it  was  rather  a 
soft  job  of  you  to  let  him  escape.  I 
beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  added, 
turning  to  Wesley — **  V^Y*  proceed." 

"  Nevermind,  sir,"  replied  Brandy, 
*'  I'll  engage  I  make  him  forthcoming 
yet,  beggm*  the  gintleman's  pardon 
for  intherruptin'  him.  Gro  on,  sir," 
said  he,  still  with  a  grin— ^'  prooeed, 
yer  reverence." 

"  Well,  then,"  proceeded  the  other, 
**  I  can  make  out  five  honest  votes  for 
you.  First,  myself— John  Wesley 
O'Rafierty,  the  Methodist  preacher} 
next,  myself — bein^  one  Faddy  Boul« 
ger,  a  farmer;  third,  mysel£-— being 
Michael  Boulger,  a  brother  of  Faddy 's^ 
about  six  months  in  heaven,  I  hope ; 
fourth,  ditto — another  brother  of  mme^ 
that  went  to  paradise  on  a  French 
bullet  from  the  battle  of  Watherlew, 
now  betther  than  a  year  agone  ;  fifth, 
ditto — as  an  honest  *  Forty ;'  and, 
stay — I  have  a  cousin  a  sailor— I'll 
make  it  six ;  and  I  think  six  votes 
taken  out  of  one  man  speaks  strongly 
for  Billy  Bumside's  wig  and  a  shiftmg 
countenance." 

On  uttering  the  words,  he  took  off 
the  wig,  and,  allowing  his  features  to 
fall  into  their  natural  expression,  he 
stood  before  Burnside  as  Fendleton 
himself— the  very  man  with  whom  he 
had  held  a  long  conversation  about  a 
couple  of  hours  before. 

"  Confound  you,  for  a  scoundrel," 
said  Bumside,  laughing;  *'I  think 
you  must  be  the  devil  himself,  since 
you  have  imposed  on  m«;  a  circum- 
stance which  I  deemed  to  be  impos- 
sible. However,  I  suppose  it  was  the 
wig  did  it.  Multiply  yourself  now 
into  fifty,  if  you  can  ;  only  be  off  and 
vote.  The  Fersonation  Committee 
will  provide  you  with  the  necessary 
change  of  raiment." 

**  Thank  you,"  replied  Fendleton ; 
**  but  the  truth  is,  1  cannot  vote  so 
soon — ^I  must  wait  until  my  votes  shall 


*  It  is,  we  trust,  unnecessary  for  us  to  assure  our  readers  that  we  do  not  mean 
ia  the  slightest  decree  to  cast  any  ridicule,  or  other  discreditable  imputation,  upon 
the  respectable  body  of  people  alluded  to — but  rather  the  reverse. 
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be  of  more  value;  in  other  words, 
worth  more  money." 

"  You  are  ungenerous,  Pendleton ; 
why  not  vote  now  before  they  shoot 
too  far  ahead  of  us?" 

**  Because  I  am  in  treaty  with  the 
other  party, "  replied  Pendleton ;  *  *  and 
I  shall  vote  in  all  my  characters  for 
those  who  pay  me  best.'* 

"  What  are  your  terms,  then  ?" 

**  I  do  not  know  yet,"  replied  the 
scoundrel — **  I  must  wait  for  a  day  or 
two  before  I  declare  them." 

•*Ah,  you  are  a  good  one,"  said 
Bumside ;  don't  desert  us,  however ; 
we  shall  go,  in  your  case,  a  p^  or 
two  higher  than  the  enemy,  at  all 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  a 
certain  attorney,  named  Baikes,  en- 
tered the  room,  rather  in  a  heat. 
"Bumside,"  said  he,  '*I  fear  it  is 
Q^-ed  with  us.  Several  of  the  dead 
men  have  been  bribed  by  the  enemy." 

*'  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  replied  Bum- 
side,  *•  for  they  were  our  principal  re- 
liance towards  the  close." 

'*  But  what  do  you  mean  by  dead 
men  having  been  bribed?"  asked  a 
young  genueman  present;  **1  don't 
imderstand  it." 

"No!"  said  Bumside,  with  sur- 
prise ;  "  why  I  thought  every  one 
knew  what  the  dead  men  at  an  election 
meant.  By  dead  men,  then,  my  ex- 
cellent young  friend,  we  mean  those 
electors  who  have  departed  this  life 
for  a  better  world — ^but  whom,  never- 
theless, we  produce  as  living — that  is 
to  say,  Paddy  Tracy,  for  instance,  is 
dead  more  than  six  months ;  very 
good — the  opposite  party,  most  pro- 
bably, are  ^norant  of  his  death — and 
this  being  the  case,  we  produce  a  man 
who  swears  himself  to  be  that  self- 
same Paddy  Tracy — says  he  is  alive — 
and  who,  accordmgly,  votes  for  us. 
Having  thus  voted,  it  matters  not  whe- 
ther the  personation  and  perjury  are 
discovered  or  not ;  the  vote  is  a  good 
one  for  us  at  present,  and  can  only  be 
stmck  off  by  a  committee  of  the  House 
of  Commons." 

"Good  heavens!"  exclaimed  the 
young  gentleman  ;  "  and  are  you  not 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  such  vile  and 
unprincipled  practices  ?" 

<*WhewI"  exclaimed  Bumside— 
"  there  is  virtue  for  you !  Why,  my 
good  youth,  I  assure  you,  that  if  I  left 
out  any  of  these  same  practices,  and 
thus  lost  the  election,  I  could  never 


look  my  political  fnends  in  the  face 
again." 

The  young  gentleman  stared  at  faim# 
but  felt  uncertain  whether  he  ipdce  in 
jest  or  earnest. 

*'Raikes,"  said  Bumside^  "how 
many  have  deserted  us?" 

"L  cannot  exactly  say,"  repHed 
Baikes ;  '*  but  I  fear  as  many  as  will 
cause  us  to  lose  the  election.  I  think 
it  is  time  to  bring  down  the  voters 
from  the  Black  Cosh." 

"I  fear  as  much;  but  what  the 
deuce  are  the  Intimidation  Committee 
about  ?  Why  do  they  not  make  their 
fellows  drunk,  and  get  savage,  and  aet 
like  thorough  ruffia^  ?  Curse  them* 
instead  of  uiat,  they're  as  sober  as  so 
many  methodists." 

"Why,"  replied  Raikes,  "because 
£goe  bemg  the  popular  candidate,  has 
consequently  the  best  mffians ;  and 
we,  besides,  are  awfully  outnum- 
bered." 

**  What's  to  be  done,  however  ?" 

"Never  mind,"  said  Raikes,  "I 
have  it ;  lend  me  your  ears.  1  shall 
start  to  the  neighbouring  countSes, 
take  a  sweep  round  them,  and  in  a  day 
or  two  shall  have  such  a  body  of  sup. 
porters  as  will  carry  all  before  them  m 
every  sense." 

^  •*  How  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Bum- 
side  ;  "to  vote,  too,  is  it  ?" 

"  Ay,  to  vote,  too,"  replied Riukes, 
"  and  to  fight,  too,  and  to  swear,  too, 
as  much  and  as  unscrupulously  as  any 
of  them." 

**  That  is  a  bold  stroke,'*  observed 
Bumside,  *'to  get  men  from  otho* 
counties  to  vote  for  this ;  however,  it 
is  a  novel  one ;  and  if  it  prospers,  I 
shall  say  you  can  outdodge  Billy  Bum- 
side — that's  all.  Be  off,  then,  and  set 
about  it ;  that  thou  doest,  do  quickly." 

Raikes  accordingly  departed  upon 
his  pure  and  patriotic  enterprise. 

In  the  meantime  the  cases  of  indivi- 
dual bribery  that  occurred,  were  some 
of  them  very  rich ;  and  the  ingenious 
devices  resorted  to  for  the  purpose  of 
evading  the  act  of  bribery  itseu,  wwe 
many  and  multifarious.  Pullets,  eggs, 
fowls  of  all  descriptions,  miscauns  of 
butter,  new  stockings,  and  various 
other  matters  of  little  value,  were 
brought  in  to  the  respective  candidates 
and  tneir  agents,  by  himdreds  of  poor 
wretches  who  really  had  some  remnant 
of  conscience  left,  amidst  the  gross  and 
universal  corruption  which  prevailed 
on  all  sides,  and  among  all  parties. 
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These  unfortunate  creatures,  wholly 
nneducated  and  half  honest,  ilattered 
themselves  that  by  giving  any-  thing  at 
all  in  the  sdiape  of  value  fcv  the  bribe 
received,  they  did  not  incur  the  moral 
guilt  of  brib^,  nor  risk  the  terrors  of 
the  law  ;  and  that  the  vote  was  given 
as  a  distinot  matter  from  the  bai^ain, 
and  upon  independent  principles.  Had 
such  persons  been  educated — ^but,  alas, 
we  cannot  proceed — ^for  in  truth  we 
feel  both  shamed  and  d^raded  on  re- 
flecting that  education  had  done  little, 
had  done  nothing  for  those  who  pur- 
chased their  fowk,  eggs,  and  butter, 
with  a  clear  and  distinct  knowledge  of 
the  moral  g^lt  which  they  themselves 
vere  committing  in  the  mrst  place,  as 
well  as  of  the  corrupt  influence  which 
their  conduct  must  necessarily  exercise 
upon  l^e  poor  devils  whom  they  were 
degrading.  Once  for  all,  however,  we 
must  sa;^,  that  under  the  system  of  the 
forty-shilling  franchise,  it  became  an 
act  of  political  duty  for  the  landlords 
and  politicians  of  Ireland  to  keep  the 
people  in  such  a  state  of  absolute  in- 
difierence  to  moral  feeling  and  honesty, 
as  that  they  could  be  managed  in  the 
easiest  and  least  expensive  manner,  by 
arguments,  or  rather  by  acts,  of  such 
profligacy  and  corruption  as  we  are 

Wenave  already  mentioned  the 
voters  of  the  Black  Cosh.  These 
were  a  class  of  pauper  wretches  loca- 
ted; upon  the  side  of  a  black,  spongy 
hill,  the  property  of  Mr.  Vanston ;  and 
we  are  not  transgressing  the  truth 
when  we  say,  that  the  most  miserable- 
looking  mendicant  you  could  meet 
would  be  as  well  entitled  to  a  vote  as  any 
one  of  them.  In  fact,  their  condition 
could  seldom,  if  ever,  be  said  to  rise 
above  that  of  perpetual  and  unvaried 
destitution  ;  and  to  add  to  their  moral 
comforts^  it  might  be  said,  that,  be- 
tween the  priest  and  the  landlord,  they 
had  neither  soul  nor  body  that  they 
could  call  their  own ;  the  landlord 
claiming  subjection  from  the  one,  and 
the  priest  obedience  from  the  other. 
The  priest,  from  the  altar,  denounced 
their  souls,  if  they  voted  for  Vanston— 
and  the  landlord,  through  his  agent  or 
bailifif,  threatened  them  with  expulsion, 
unless  they  did.  And  so  infatuated  was 
their  perverse  and  insane  attachment 
to  the  bleak  and  barren  hill-range,  on 
which  Uiey  starved  and  shivered,  that 
the  bate  idea  of  being  driven  from  it, 
filled  th^oi  with  dismay  and  terror. 


These  unfortunate  wretches  not  only 
were  made  to  vote  in  their  own  names, 
in  the  exercise  of  a  franchise  to  which 
they  had  no  claim — being,  in  point  of 
fact,  strolling  mendicants  lor  the 
greater  portion  of  the  year — ^but  were, 
besides,  forced  to  personate  such  elec- 
tors as  had  been  removed  by  death  or 
absence.  They  were  known  as  "  the 
Cosh  men,"  and,  as  they  numbered 
from  a  hundred  and  twenty  to  about 
a  hundred  and  flfty,  their  appearance 
at  the  election  was  sdways  watched  by 
the  opposite  party  with  a  peculiar  pur- 
pose. 

Before  we  proceed  farther,  it  is  ne* 
cessary  for  the  better  understanding 
of  what  is  to  follow,  to  state,  that  there 
also  existed — ^we  can  scarcely  say  lived 
— upon  a  portion  of  Egoe's  property, 
called  *<the  Barren  Banks,"  a  squad 
of  wretches,  exactly  similar  in  com- 
fort, education,  and  morals,  to  the 
happy,  free,  and  independent  Cosh 
men.  The  latter  were  known  as  * '  the 
Bank  boys ;"  and  what  rendered  these 
two  classes  of  voters  remarkable,  was 
the  fact,  that  during  every  election 
the  enmity  between  them  was  fero- 
cious and  destructive,  beyond  all  pre- 
cedent. This  furious  and  blind  bru- 
tality, however,  never  survived  the 
period  of  the  election ;  for  the  moment 
it  was  over,  **  the  Cosh  men"  and  *'  the 
Bank  boys"  were  as  good  friends  as 
any  other  class  of  persons  in  the  coun- 
try. Having  premised  thus  much,  we 
proceed. 

The  election  had  now  arrived  at  that 
point  when  both  parties,  feeling  their 
case  close  and,  consequently,  despe- 
rate, make  a  strenuous  rally  of  their 
forces,  and  consequently  gave  an  un- 
limited licence  to  every  species  of  cor- 
ruption, fraud,  violence,  and  excess. 
The  appearance  of  the  town  was  fright- 
ful. Tumultuous  crowds,  drunken 
mobs,  and  excited  hordes  of  ruffians, 
wrought  up  to  that  reckless  pitch  of 
blackguardism,  at  which  they  stop  at 
nothing,  paraded  the  town  in  all  direc- 
tions, shouting,  screaming,  .and  other- 
wise vociferating  for  their  respective 
parties.  The  "  open  houses"  presented 
such  shocking  and  debasing  scenes  of 
beastly  gluttony  and  drunkenness  as 
the  mere  imamnation  could  not  con- 
ceive, without  naving  witnessed  them. 
In  fact,  a  spirit  of  general  fury  and 
frantic  violence  seemed  to  have  per- 
vaded the  whole  multitude,  so  as  to 
have  infused  into  them  all  the  horrors 
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of  insanity,  united  to  the  frightful 
consequences  of  senseless  rage  and  the 
stupid  but  destructive  impetuosity  of 
intoxication. 

In  this  state  was  the  town — a  mov- 
ing mass  of  madness  and  ferocity— 
when  necessity  forced  Vanston's  com- 
mittee to  make  arrangements  for  bring- 
ing down  the  Cosh  men.     This  was 
a  case  of  peculiar  peril  and  difficulty ; 
inasmuch  as  they  had  been  watched, 
day  after  day,  by  immense  numbers, 
who  were  ready  to  fall  upon  and  tear 
them  limb  from  limb.      Their  situa- 
tion,   besides,   was  the  more  despe- 
rate, because  the  priest  had  denounced 
them,   on  the    Sunday  before,   from 
the  altar,  in  the  event  of  their  voting 
for  Vanston — a  piece  of  unjustifiable 
and  senseless  bigotry,  whicn  is  ever 
productive  of  much  harm,  and  no  good. 
This  anathema  of  his  reverence  so  en- 
raged Vanston  and  his  supporters,  and 
especially  the  Orange  party,  that  they 
resolved,  if  it  were  only  for  the  sake 
of  defeating  the  priest's  interference 
in  matters  which  tney  considered  to  be 
beyond  the  range  of  his  duty,  to  strain 
every  nerve,  and  resort  to  every  vio- 
lence and  stratagem,  in  order  to  pro- 
tect the  Cosh  men  from  the  excited 
rabble  which  lay  on  the  watch  for 
them.     On  the  other  hand,  the  firiends 
of  Egoe  had  resolved  to  go    every 
length  rather  than  allow  them  to  vote  ; 
and  for  this  purpose,   a  man  named 
Mark  Burrowes,  a  daring  and  intrepid 
fellow,  full  of  expedients,  and  already 
alluded  to,  was  pitched  upon  to  con- 
duct  the  enterprise,   which,   as  our 
readers  may  perceive,  was  one  of  sur- 
passing  difficulty.      His  first  object 
nad  been,  as  he  said  himself,  to  have 
intercepted  them  by  main  force,  cre- 
ated a  riot,  and,  by  calling  out  the 
military,  put  the  matter  to  the  con- 
tingencv  of  their  flying  to  take  refuge, 
upon  a  nint  given  them  to  that  eflfect, 
in  a  lugger  that  was  to  be  waiting  for 
them  in  the  bay.     This,  however,  was 
not  only  a  mere  uncertainty,  but  an 
event  against  which  all  the  chances 
stood.      He  discovered,  besides,  that 
Vanston's    party — sensible    that    the 
Cosh  men  and  their  friends  would,  if 
they  attempted  to  reach  the  town  by 
land,  unquestionablv  be  overpowered 
by  numbers,  and  that  in  the  savage 
conflict  which  must  necessarily  take 
place  many  lives  might  be  lost — had 
resolved  to  conduct  them  by  sea  on  the 
following  morning  but  one,  and  thus 


defeat  the  machinations  of  their  ene- 
mies. Burrowes  having  informed  him- 
self from  an  authentic  source  of  these 
J>articulars,  had  it  immediately  circu- 
ated  through  the  town  that,  in  conse- 
quence of  a  quarrel  with  Egoe,  he  had 
changed  sides,  and  joined  Vanston's 
party.  After  this,  he  lost  no  time  in 
seeing  the  priest,  with  whom  he  held 
a  tolerably  long  consultation,  the  re- 
sult of  which  was,  that  on  the  night 
previous  to  the  day  thev  were  to  cm- 
bark  for  the  ^scene  or  conflict,  the 
Cosh  men  were  aroused  by  Ae  priest 
and  his  friend,  ike  former  of  whom, 
when  they  were  all  assembled,  ad- 
dressed them  as  foUows : 

"  Boys,  I  have  news  that  will  sur- 
prise you — ^Egoe  has  proved  himself  a 
scoundrel  I     What  do  you  think,  but 
the  night  before  last  he  drank,  while 
in  a  state  of  intoxication,  'The  Pope 
in  the  pillory,  the  pillory  in  hell,  and 
the  devils  pelting  him  with  priests  V 
What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  Ay,  boys, 
and  he  said,  if  he  only  got  in  now,  he'd 
pitch  emancipation  where  it  ought  to 
go— to  the  devil.    But  that's  not  all, 
boys — Vanston  has  proved  himself  to 
be  what  you  all  know  I  never  suspect- 
ed him  to  be — an  honest  man  5   for 
which  I  say,  *  Miserere  met.  Dens,  et 
secundum  magnam  misericordiam  iuam 
dele  imqmtcttem  meam* — hem an  ho- 
nest— miserere — ahem — an  honest  man, 
as  I  said.     Now,  boys,  what  do  you 
think  he  did   on  hearing  of  Egoe's 
treachery— for  sure  what  aflher  fil  is 
it?    'Why,*  said  he,  if  that  be  the 
case,  Egoe's  the  greater  scoundrel  to 
betray  his  party— the  party  that  sup- 
ported him ;  he  has  let  the  cat  out  of 
the  bag,'  says  he,  'shown  the  cloven 
foot  too  soon.     Well,'  said  Vanston, 
*  it  shall  never  be  said,  afther  all,  that 
my  Roman  Catholic  fellow-countiymen 
shall  want  an  honest* — dele  imqtdtO' 
tern  meam,  Domxne — 'advocate  to  sport 
{sotto  wcc)  — I  won't    say    support 
(devil  a  bit)  their  rights.     So.'  said 
he,  '  here  goes  for  Emancipation ;  what 
Egoe  has  laid  down  like  a  treacherous 
rascal,  I  take  up— hem— I  take  up 
like  an  honest'— <fei?,  Domine,  obsecro, 
omnia  h^BC  mendacia — 'like  an  honest 
man.'    So  you  see,  boys,  things  has 
changed  most  agreeably.      You  are 
now  at  liberty  to  vote  for  him,  every 
man  of  you ;    and  Mark  Burrows, 
here,  and  myself,  will  conduct  you  to 
a  vessel  that's  waiting  to  resave  you. 
We  have  raison  to  know— 4uid  here'a 
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MiBther  Bnrrowee  who  is  up  to  all  the 
ins  and  outs  of  the  whole  affair — I 
say  we  have  reason  to  know,  that  if 
you  wait  till  to-morrow,  you'd  be 
slaughtered  by  Egoe's  mobs,  like 
sheep  as  you  are,  poor  fellows;  and 
that,  you  persave,  wouldn't  be  a  com- 
fortable  fate  for  yourselves  or  your 
wives  and  chUdre.  Koman,  of  coorse, 
likes  to  be  made  mutton  of  if  he  can 
possibly  avoid  it.  Come  then, .  boys, 
follow  us  round  to  Philpot's  Creek, 
where  there's  a  vessel  ready  for  us, 
well  stored  with  lots  of  aiting  and 
drinking — Diait  and  malt  to  the  eyes." 
'*  Yes,  boys,"  proceeded  Burrowes, 
"  it  is,  indeed,  a  blessed  thin^  to  re- 
flect that  we  made  this  providential 
discovery  qf  Egoe's  villanv  in  time. 
Yanston  has  proved  himself  a  regular 
trump;  so,  before  we  start,  three 
cheers  for  him.  Come,  your  reverence, 
lead." 

**  I  wiU,'^  said  the  priest,  "  pre- 
sently, only  for  this  touch  of  a  sore 
throat  I've  got.  Come,  boys,  go  on, 
don't  wait  for  me — ugh — ughl—ugh  I" 
Three  cheers  were  then  given  for 
Yanston,  after  which  the  Cosh  men, 
in  a  body,  followed  Burrowes  and  the 
priest  to  a  lugger  which  lay  in  a  creek 
for  them,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from 
the  place." 

'*  Come  now,  boys,"  said  the  priest, 
'*get  down  into  the  vessel,  and  help 
yourselves.  You'll  find  plenty  of 
everything  that's  ffood  below,  and  in 
the  mane  time  we'U  get  the  lugger  uur* 
der  weigh." 

They  accordingly  did  sc^  and  the 
men,  when  down,  certainly  found,  as 
the  priest  had  said,  abundance  of 
food,  and  a  fearful  supply  of  whiskey 
and  porter.  The  result  need  scarcely 
he  told.  The  vessel  put  out  to  sea, 
and  kept  beating  about  out  of  sight 
until  the  election  was  over,  when  the 
honest  Cosh  men,  after  having  been 
kept  secured  under  hatches  for  near  a 
week,  were  safely  landed  again  at  the 
little  cr^  of  Plulpot's  Hole,  in  a  state 
of  most  glorious  intoxication. 

This  manoeuvre  on  the  part  of  Bur- 
rowes threw  Vanston's  party  into  des- 
pau> ;  the  only  hope  of  the  latter  bein^ 
now,  if  possible,  to  prevent  *  *  the  Bank 
boys"  firom  voting  on  the  other  side — 
a  circumstance  which,  if  it  could  be 
^ected,  would  have  left  the  two  par- 
ties in  much  the  same  situation  as  be- 
fore, the  number  of  the  Bank  boys 
b^ng  neariy  equal  to  that  of  the  Cosh 


men.  The  accomplishment  of  this 
project  m^ht,  they  all  knew,  be  at- 
tended with  great  hazard,  if  not  with 
much  bloodshed  and  loss  of  life.  The 
mortification,  however,  at  having  been 
outwitted  by  the  priest  and  Burrowes, 
both  of  whom  had  been  betrayed  by 
the  wives  of  the  absent  voters,  was  too 
great  on  the  part  of  Vanston's  party, 
and  the  resentment  occasioned  by  the 
loss  of  so  many  voters  too  deep,  to 
prevent  them,  m  a  state  of  such  des- 
peration, from  making  the  attempt. 
Burnside  himself,  accordingly,  resolv- 
ed to  conduct  the  exploit  m  person ; 
and  with  this  intention  he  collected  an 
immense  number  of  Orangemen,  and 
other  friends  of  Vanston,  with  whom 
he  sallied  out  at  night  to  an  unoccu- 
pied house,  in  which  the  Bank  boys, 
under  the  surveillance  of  half-a-dozen 
priests,  were  kept  for  safety  until  their 
votes  should  be  required.  The  pro- 
ject about  to  be  executed  was  one 
of  which  the  objects  of  it  could  ne- 
ver have  dreamt,  and  the  conse- 
quence was,  that  they  were  by  no 
means  prepared  for  the  unseasonable 
visit  which  was  so  soon  about  to  be 
made  to  them. 

It  maybe  necessary  to  observe  here, 
that  the  house  in  which  they  had  been 
placed  for  safety,  under  such  sacerdo- 
tal vigilance,  was  situated  some  miles 
up  in  the  .  mountains,  and  that  the 
very  next  day  was  that  on  which  they 
must  vote,  should  they  be  permitted 
to  vote  at  all.  It  had  been  arranged, 
besides,  that  a  strong  military  escort 
should  bejsent,  early  the  following 
naoming,  to  escort  them  to  the  hus- 
tings, and  protect  them  from  the  vio- 
lence of  the  Orangemen.  In  the  mean- 
time, they  lived  at  free  cost,  having 
been  supplied  with  the  usual  abundance 
of  food  and  exciting  drink,  which  we 
need  not  assure  our  readers  received 
little  forbearance  at  their  hands,  the 
fact  being  that  most  of  them  were 
drunk  when  the  foe  came  upon  them. 
The  priests,  it  is  true,  did  whatever 
they  could  to  keep  them  in  order; 
but  their  efibrts  were  in  vain — nothing 
could  repress  the  licentious  and  satur- 
nalian  spirit  by  which  they  were  ani- 
mated. The  wolfishness  of  the  appe- 
tite could  be  matched  only  by  the 
ceaseless  and  insatiable  thirst  with 
which  they  plied  the  liquor. 

Such,  in  fact,  was  the  condition  in 
which  ^ey  were  found  by  the  enemy, 
who,  with  noiseless  and  creeping  steps, 
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surrounded  the  house  about  the  hour 
of  one  o'clock  of  a  night  that  was  very 
fiEiYourable  to  the  enterprise,  for  it  was 
neither  too  light  nor  too  dark.  The 
singing,  and  mirth,  and  laughter  had 
ceased,  with  the  exception  of  an  odd 
person  or  so,  who  was  striving  to  drawl 
out  some  doleful  ditty  that  was  every 
now  and  then  checked  by  drunken 
hiccups,  which  gave  a  most  comical 
degree  of  pathos  to  the  whine  he  was 
executing.  Some,  it  is  true,  were  in 
that  earnest  and  important  conversa- 
tion upon  nothing  which  is  only  to  be 
found  among  drunken  men — and  a 
poor  fellow,  who  had  buried  his  wife 
about  three  years  before,  and  had  made 
three  attempts  at  Abduction  since,  was 
engaged  hard  and  fast  in  conducting  a 
fit  of  grief  for  the  loss  of  **the  best 
wife  that  ever  thrvn  a  gown  over  her 
shouldher."  He  appeared  to  direct  the 
chief  part  of  his  conversation  to  one  of 
the  priests — ^the  Rev.  Philem^  Fo- 
garty,  who,  unfortunately  for  himself, 
was  placed  in  rather  an  unpleasant 
contiguity  to  him. 

*'  Oh  1**  he  proceeded,  **  but  I  have 
been  the  heart-broken  and  unfortunate 
boy  ever  since  she  departed ;  but  sure 
no  wondher,  for  where  was  her  aiqutls  ? 
Ay,  that's  the  chat — ^that's  the  dis- 
coorse.  Where  was  her  aiquils,  I  ax 
again  ?  I  remimber,  Father  Fogarty, 
an'  it's  to  you,  your  reverence,  I'm 
discoorsin* " 

*'  I  wish  you'd  '  discoorse*  to  some 
one  else,  then,  you  drunken  sot,"  re- 
plied the  priest. 

"  It's  to  vour  four  quarters,  I  say,  I'm 
discoorsin .  Oh  I  Biddy,  darlin',  it's  you 
that  was  the  crame  of  women.  We  wor 
married.  Father  Philemy,  about  three 
months  before  you  become  cowj  udherer 
— an'  a  happy  couple  we  wor.  She 
brought  me  four  fine  childre  in  three 
years,  your  reverence — bekase  it's  to 
you  I'm  discoorsin' — an*  be  the  mortual 
man  we  never  had  a  quarrel,  barrin' 
whin  she  lost  her  timper — an'  I  was 
charged  wid  ffiven  her  an  odd  ludher 
now  an'  thin ;  but  if  I  was,  who  can  say 
I  ever  riz  my  hand  to  her — ever  riz 
my  hand  to  you,  Biddy  darlin',  bar- 
rin* when  you  richly  desarved  it,  as 
you  often  did,  acushla.  Ay,  acushla 
machree,  I  wasn't  the  man  to  fly  at 
you  for  nuttin* — far  from  it,  avour- 
neen.  I  never  gave  you  a  flakin*  bar- 
rin' when  my  privication  was  great 
entirely,  an'  wnen  it  was  an  actial 
charity  to  do  it;  but  what  signifies 


all.  Och,  oh,  avoumeen  machree,  I 
wish  I  could  flake  vou  again  as  I  used  to 
do-^I  wish  I  could,  asthore ;  an'  what 
wouldn't  I  give  now  that  we  could 
dust  one  another  as  we  often  did?  but 
1  can't,  avonrneen ;  an'  I  suppose  God 
in  his  goodness — ^blessed  be  his  holy 
name— Jlias  ordained  it  that  I'm  to 
thry  my  hand  upon  some  one  else^ 
Ay,  they  may  say  that  I  flaked  ^'ou, 
avoumeen  ;  but  sure  if  I  did,  didni 
I  often  get  as  good,  ay,  an'  sometimes 
a  great  dale  betther  than  I  gev.  How* 
ever,  God  rest  joxx,  acushla  mac^uee. 
As  for  myself,  it  isn't  ever  mv  intin* 
tion  to  marry  a^,  barrin'  I  might 
happen  to  meet  wid  a  girl  to  my  mind. 
So  God  rest  you,  as  I  said,  an'  I  hqie 
—I  humbly  supplicate  th%t  I  may  Me 
you  yet  in  heaven ;  but  I  would  re- 
commend you  not  to  be  too  sore  that 
it  '11  be  me,  for  I  suppose  I'U  be  so 
much  changed  for  the  betther,  that, 
plaise  Grod,  you  won't  be  able  to  know 
me." 

;'  Faith,  Paddy,"  said  one  of  hb 
neighbours,  * '  if  she  ever  catches  yoa 
in  heaven,  you'll  sufler." 

'<0h,  hould  your  tongue,  Mickey 
dear ;  sure  you  don't  want  to  dhnve 
me  to  wickedness? — sure  you  don't, 
Mickey?  Mickey,  shake  hands ;  you 
wouldn't  drive  me  to  wickedness,  Mic- 
key— och,  och,  oh !" 

At  this  period,  and  just  as  Paddy 
was  in  the  middle  of  his  distress,  a 
thundering  knock  came  to  the  door, 
and  a  stentorian  voice  shouted  out*— 

•*  Surrender,  every  man  of  you— . 
there's  a  body  often  thousand  Orange* 
men  about  the  house." 

In  a  moment  the  *^  Bank  Boys"-« 
at  least  two-thirds  of  them — started  to 
their  feet;  but  the  clei^ymen  desired 
them  to  be  silent,  and  leave  the  ma* 
nagement  of  the  difficulty  thns  an- 
nounced, to  them. 

**Who  are  jrou,"  said  Father  Fo- 

farty,  **  that  nsk  your  life  by  coning 
ere?" 

**  One  who  will  answer  no  imperti- 
nent questions,"  replied  the  first 
speaker,  "but  who  will  make  you 
skip,  if  you're  not  obedient.  The 
night's  light  enough  to  see  us,  so  look 
out,  and  satisfy  yourselves  that  what 
I've  said  is  truth." 

*•  What's  your  business  here,"  asked 
tho  priest  again,  ''and  why  do  jjou 
come  to  disturb  men  who  are  ofiering 
you  no  offence?" 

*'  Neither  are  we  come  to  offer  yoo 
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er  Uij  of  yoa  offence,  provided  yoa  do 
not  force  us  to  have  recourse  to  vio- 
Imice.  Oar  object  is  to  prevent  you  from 
voting  for  iSgoe  to-morrowy*and  for 
that  purpose  you  mnsfc,  eveij  man  of 
joo,  aeeompany  us  toaeertain  place." 

**  Where  do  you  intend  to  bring 
us^**  asked  another  of  the  clergymen. 

« It's  a  Christian  part  we  are  act- 
ing," replied  another  of  the  Orange- 
men. **  We  will  put  you  in  the  way 
of  the  truth,  your  reverence;  we  will 
take  you  dean  out  of  all  popish  idol- 
aby»  and  make  honest  Frot^tants  of 
you— *ay,  and  an  enlightened  congre- 
gation you'll  make.  Listen  now,  and 
act  as  we  shall  direct  you,  in  which 
case  we  shall  resort  to  no  violence ; 
but  if  b}'  one  single  act  you  attempt 

remstanoe,  by  ,  we  will    make 

kawk's-meat  of  you.  Our  Orange 
blood,  as  you  call  it,  is  up  to-night, 
aad  well  stand  no  palaver  or  nonsense. 
The  simple  truth  is,  that  there 
are  here  about  the  house  upwards  of 
six  thousand  men,  all,  every  one  of 
us,  well  armed,  and  now  follow  our 
instructions,  or  refuse  to  do  so  at  your 
periL" 

The  clergymen  having  opened  a 
window  on  each  side  of  the  house,  at 
onoe  perceived  by  the  light  of  the 
moon  that  the  facts  were  exactly  as 
ih^Y  had  been  stated,  and  knowing, 
besides,  the  excited  spirit  of  the  coun- 
try at  large,  and  of  party  feeling  in 
particular,  ihey  deemed  it  more  pru- 
dent and  safe  to  submit  themselves, 
without  any  attempt  at  resistance,  to 
the  will  and  wishes  of  a  multitude 
whom  it  was  dangerous  to  provoke. 

•«We  are  not  disposed  to  resist," 
md  Father  Fogarty ;  **  but  we  have 
a  right  to  know  where  you  are  about 
to  bring  us." 

'*Tell  him  the  truth,"  said  an 
Orai^eman ;  '*  it  may  coinfort  him." 

•''Ju> church,  then,"  replied  the  other 
voice :  *'  we'll  give  you  a  touch  of  the 
true  religion  to-night.  Now  listen — 
advance  out  of  the  house  two  by  two, 
and  surrender  yourselves  prisoners." 

*•  Provided  we  comply,"  said  one  of 
the  other  spdcesmen,  ''you  pledge 
yourselves,  gentlemen,  tliat  you  will 
not  molest  us?" 

**  Provided  you  comply  willingly, 
and  without  noise  or  tumult,  we  pledge 
ourselves  that  you  shall  not  be  molest* 
ed — not  a  hair  of  your  heads  shall 


The  Bank  men  then  walked  out  two 


by  two,  and  after  them  the  priests, 
when  they  were  immediately  placed 
in  marching  order. 

**Now,"  said  a  voice,   "for  . 
Church,  where  you  will  find  your- 
selves cool    and  comfortable  for   at 
least  twenty-four  hours." 

** Shall  we  have  refreshments? — 
shall  we  have  food?"  asked  Father 
Fogarty ;  **  because  a  twenty-four 
hours*  fast,  you  know " 

**  In  trutn,  then,  we  have  foi^otten 
to  make  provision  in  that  respect," 
replied  the  voice — **  however,  you 
shall  not  be  n^lected." 

** Because,"  proceeded  his  rever- 
ence, '*  if  I  don't  mistake,  you  will 
find  sufficient  for  all  purposes,  1i)oth 
as  to  food  and  linuor,  in  the  house  $ 
and  it  is  quite  evident  that  you  have 
hands  enough  to  remove  them  along 
with  us." 

"D-^  but  I  like  you  for  that," 
said  a  voice.  *'I  like  the  man  that 
looks  to  No.  1,  and  won't  allow  any- 
thing  to  be  lost.  Here,  I'll  help  to 
carry  the  liquor." 

**Keep  your  ground,  and  mind 
your  duty,  you  momken  scoundrel," 
said  the  commanding  voice.  "  Pro- 
ceed, ffentlemen,  with  your  prisoners ; 
I  shall  take  care  that  the  provisions 
and  drink  shall  accompany  us." 

"  Thank  you,  brother  B- .    D — e 

but  I  like  that ;  you're  a  good  fellow 
too.     Thank  you,  brother  B         ." 

Had  Father  Fogarty  reflected  upon 
the  nature  of  his  communication  to 
such  an  excited  body  of  men,  many 
of  them  already  influenced  by  liquor, 
he  would  not  have  alluded  to  the  pro- 
visions and  drink  which  they  were 
about  leaving  behind  them.  Be  this 
as  it  may,  the  consequences  were  more 
ludicrous  than  lugubrious.  The  trudge 
to  ■  Church  was  across  the  moun- 
tains, a  distance  of  about  twelve 
miles;  but  we  need  scarcely  assure 
our  readers  that  by  the  time  they  had 
arrived  at  their  destination,  a  consi- 
derable portion  of  the  liquor  had  dis- 
speared.  Some,  to  be  sure,  there 
was  left,  but  it  only  added  to  the 
comical  farce  of  the  circumstances  we 
are  about  to  mention. 

On  reaching  the  church,  which  was 
situated  in  a  very  lonely  place,  and  a 
considerable  distance  from  the  village 
of  Glenfisk,  the  sexton's  house  being 
the  only  one  near  it,  that  worthy  per- 
sonage, who  formed  one  of  the  party, 
and  at  whose  suggestion  the  church 
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was  selected  as  the  place  of  durance, 
now  produced  his  keys,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  Bank  boys  and  the  priests 
found  themselves  in  a  heretical  place 
of  worship,  much  to  their  surprise, 
and  to  the  pious  horror  of  some  of 
those  who  were  so  far  advanced  in 
liquor  as  to  entertain  no  apprehension 
of  giving  expression  to  what  they  felt. 
Among  those  who  seemed  to  have  been 
most  pertinaciously  attached  to  mother 
church,  and  proportionably  alarmed 
at  any  risk  of  being  infected  by  hete- 
rodox influences, was  our  friend  Flynn, 
the  uxorious,  with  whose  griei  for 
Biddy,  his  wife,  we  have  just  made 
our  readers  acquainted. 

**  Boys,"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of 
desperate  pathos,  for  Faddv  was  one 
of  tnose  who  always  wept  in  his  liquor, 
''is  there  any  man  he — here — ^who 
has  a  regard  for  his  sowl?  I  say, 
boys,  I  hope  there's  none  of  the  Bank 
boys  that  isn't  true  to  his  religion — 
that^s  the  chat ;  I  say,  boys,  that's  the 
discoorse.  Father  Fogarty,  I'm  di- 
rectin'  my  discoorse  to  you,  bekaae 
you're  a  good  judge  of  that  as  well  as 
of  everything  else ;  but  I  hope  at  any 
rate  that  the  Bank  boys  'ill  stan'  fast ; 
an',  Biddy  darlin',  it  isn't  a  heretic  I'm 
goin'  to  turn,  to  disgrace  your  bones, 
acushla;  for  I  say  it,  boys,  an'  I'd 
pledge  my  brogues  to  its  trewV,  that 
it's  toeir  intention  to  make  heretics  of 
us,  oderwise  why  would  they  bring 
us  to  church." 

** Right,  Paddy,"  said  one  of  the 
Orangemen,  *'  there's  not  a  doubt  of 
it ;  in  spite  of  fate  you're  a  heretic 
from  this  night  out— a  rank  Protes- 
tant, Paddy ;  an'  if  you  go  on  as  you 
do,  maybe  we'll  get  a  refhot  griddle, 
and  make  an  Orangeman  of  you ;  an' 
to  comfort  you  still  more,  Paddy, 
your  priests  here,  when  they  step 
out  of  this,  on  other  morrow  morning, 
will  find  themselves  every  one  turned 
into  parsons.  So,  what  do  you  say  to 
that,  mv  lad  ?" 

*'  Hillo  I"  shouted  a  voice — it  came 
from  a  keen  little  Presbyterian — 
"  spakin'  of  the  priests,  Tvhat  if  we'd 
make  one  of  them  say  us  a  mess  in 
the  church  here,  eh?  H — 11  till  me 
but  that  'id  be  a  good  spree — de'il  a 
betther.  Come,  Priest  Fogarty,  hev 
the  goodness  to  tare  us  off  a  mess." 

**  1^0,"  replied  another,  '*  am  d — d 
if  he  will ;  do  you  want,  Sam  Stinson, 
to  turn  xis  into  Papishes.  Sure,  d— me, 
a  say  it,  an*  am  good  authority  on  the 


subject — bit  a  say  that  none  bit  Pa- 
pishes  'ud  hear  a  mess.  No,  no ;  no 
rapish  idolatry  for  me.  Am  no  frien' 
to  the  Hure  o'  Babylon,  an'  we'll  hev 
none  of  her  abominations  here." 

*•  Biddy,  darlin',  to  think  that  ever 
your  own  lovin'  Paddy,  the  husband 
that  you  wor — ^wor — so  fond  of,  should 
be  goin*  about,  a  thievin'  lump  of  a 
blackguard  heretic ;  an',  what  is  worse, 
Father  Fogarty,  that  knows  the  seven 
langridges,  to  turn  to  a  parson  1  Oh, 
mavrone,  oh ! — ^bad  luck  to  it  for  one 
election  1  Sure,  who  could  a-dreamt 
that  it  'ud  ind  in  the  ruin  of  our  poor 
sinful  sowlsl  Mavrone,  oh!  boys,  is 
there  ne'er  a  sup  o*  liquor  left?  If 
this  doesn't  require  consolation,  what 
does  ?" 

**  Here,"  said  a  dozen  voices,  "  give 
Paddy  some  liquor.  There  is  some 
left,  Paddy— here,  Paddy.  A  say, 
bovs,  hand  that  to  Protestant  VeMy. 
A'll  be  henged  bit  you're  a  fine  fellow, 
Protestant  Paddy.  Bit  am  sayin', 
bovs— about  Priest  Fogarty's  mess; 
will  you  say  us  a  mess,  priest?" 

''  A  say  against  that,"  said  one  of 
the  former  speakers  ;  ''we'll  hev  none 
of  the  Hure  o'  Babylon's  idolatry  here; 
bit  a  hev  no  objection  that  tlie  priest 
should  give  us  a  song." 

"  Devil  a  purtier !"  exclaimed  seve- 
ral voices;  *' that's  a  good  thought, 
Magiltra,  an*  a  right  ffood  song  he  am 

five;  sure  I  rememoer  one  evenin' 
earin*  him  sinff  'The  Night  before 
Larry  was  stretched,'  at  Mr.  Little's." 

"  Come,  then,  the  priest's  song!" 
shouted  hundreds  of  voices.  "  Here, 
you  lame  sexton,  rise  the  windies, 
till  them  that's  outside  hears  Priest 
Fogarty  singin'  'The  Night  before 
Larry  was  stretched.' " 

It  may  be  necessary  here  to  state, 
that  not  one-half  of  the  multitude 
which  guarded  "the  Bank  boys"  could 
find  room  in  the  church  ;  but,  fromjan 
apprehension  of  pursuit  or  rescue^  they 
had  determined  not  to  leave  thieh*  pn- 
soners  until  the  object  of  their  abdac- 
tion  should  be  accomplished.  They, 
consequently,  amused  themselves  as 
best  they  could  on  the  outside. 

This  piece  of  information  was  re- 
ceived with  cheers;  and  it  was  in- 
stantly and  unanimously  voted  that 
Father  Fogarty  should  give  them  the 
80^  in  question. 

Father  Fogarty,  though  a  humorist 
in  his  way,  still  felt  reluctant  to  com- 
ply wit^  such  a  request  in  such  a 
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place,  and  ventured  to  remonstrate 
upon  the  impropriety  of  forcing  him 
to  do  so. 

'•You  don't  reflect,  gentlemen," 
said  he,  "  that  you  are  treating  your 
own  place  of  worship — the  house  of 
GU)d — ^with  very  unbecoming  irreve- 
rence, not  to  speak  more  strongly,  by 
insisting  that  1  should  sing  a  profane 
song  in  such  a  place.  I  trust  vou  will 
excuse  me,  gentlemen  ;  or,  if  you  do 
insist  on  ^e  song,  allow  me  to  sing  it 
outside  the  walls." 

An  an^ry  murmur, — a  strong  brist- 
ling motion — inmiediately  took  place 
among  them,  which  made  the  priest 
regret  his  imprudence  in  not  having 
at  once  compbed. 

*•  What  the  devil  is  he  sayin*  ?"  they 
asked  fiercely ;  *'  does  he  say  that  he 
won't  sing  for  us?  Then,  if  he  doesn't, 
he  must  say  a  mess ;  so  we'll  give  him 
his  choice.  Do  you  say  you  won't 
sing,  priest  ?" 

**Not  at  all,"  replied  Father  Fo- 
gartv ;  •*  since  you  must  have  it,  you 
shaXi;  but,  hem — I'm  not  in  good 
voice,  gentlemen.** 

"Here,"  said  the  little  Presbyte- 
rian, «*give  the  priest  this  to  wet  his 
whussle  5  bravo,  priest,  you  desarve 
a  gless — thatTl  gie  you  wind." 

The  worthy  gentleman  felt  that  he 
really  stood  in  need  of  it ;  and  having 
finished  it  without  hesitation,  he  was 
greeted  with  loud  cheers. 

•*  Brayvo,  priest — well  done— -you're 
a  decent  priest— go  on  now  with  the 
song." 

**  Not  there,"  shouted  some  of  them ; 
**to  the  pulpit — to  the  pulpit,  and 
them  that's  outside  will  hear  you 
betther.** 

The  notion  went  among  them  like 

lightning resistance  was  vain.  Father 

Fogarty,  who  sang  a  comic  song  ex- 
ceedingly well,  was  forced  up  into  the 
pulpit,  where  he  was  cheered  to  the 
echo,  and  with  a  degree  ofhumour  rarely 
equalled,  gave  them,  in  the  real  Dub- 
lin twang,  and  with  suitable  gesture 


and  action,  **  The  Night  before  Larry 
was  stretched."  It  was  received  witn 
raptures  of  q)plause — encored  two  or 
three  times — and  when  finished,  the 
perfornxer  of  it  was  cheered  again  for 
some  minutes. 

Whilst  all  this  was  going  on,  the  ri. 
val  candidates  were  reduced  to  great 
shifts.  The  Cosh  men  having  been 
taken  away  on  the  one  side,  and  the 
Bank  boys  on  the  other,  few  were  then 
left  but  the  fictitious  votes  of  all 
kinds,  including  the  dead  men.  Van- 
ston,  however,  was  now  considerably 
behind,  and  would  unquestionably 
have  lost  the  election,  were  it  not  for 
the  project^of  Raikes,  the  attorney, 
who  had  just  returned  from  his  roving 
commission  among  the  Orangemen  of 
the  neighbouring  counties,  with  a  large 
lot  of  false  voters  ready  for  the  poll. 
These  he  brought  quietly  in  by  night, 
and  locked  up  in  stables,  empty  rooms, 
and  other  convenient  places,  until  they 
were  each  properly  trained,  and  the  ne- 
cessity for  using  them  arrived.  Their 
seasonable  arrival,  however,  secured 
Vanston  the  election,  who  was  re- 
turned, however,  only  by  a  small  ma- 
jority. It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that 
both  Blaze  and  Buxton  fought  the 
usual  number  of  duels — that  the  de- 
feat of  Egoe  was  followed  by  a  fero- 
cious conflict  between  the  rivd  rabbles 
—that  blood  was  spilled,  bones  were 
broken,  morals  corrupted,  and  lives 
lost.  But  such  were  the  consequences, 
and  such  a  sample  of  the  honesty, 
sobriety,  peaceful  bearing,  love  of 
liberty,  and  freedom  from  corruption, 
which  attended  an  old  election  m  the 
time  of  the  "  Forties.**  Of  course, 
the  times  are  very  much  changed 
now.  There  has  been  nothing  since 
the  Reform  Bill  but  peace,  freedom 
of  action,  absence  of  all  violence,  out- 
rage, and  intimidation ;  no  bribery, 
no  corruption,  no  fraud,  no  bloodshed, 
and  no  murder.  Not  at  all.  The 
times  are  very  much  improved,  indeed. 
So  be  it. 
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THE   STEPPES   OF  THE   CASPIAN.* 


The  theme  of  our  present  article  is  a 
well-prepared  book  on  Southern  Rus- 
sia, the  joint  production  of  a  baron  and 
fern  who  travelled  and  wrote  together. 
We  are  not  always  sure  of  their  re- 
spective shares,  and  shall  refer  them^ 
in  p^eneral,  to  the  leader  in  the  firm. 

Xavier  Hrommaire  de  Hell,  the  hus- 
band, is  a  French  engineer,  who,  be- 
ing at  Constantinople,  was  induced  to 
go  on  to  New  Russia,  for  the  purpose  of 
examining  the  geology  of  that  exten- 
sive country.  With  this  object  he  was 
led  to  traverse  it  in  many  directions ; 
to  explore  the  courses  of  rivers  and  of 
streams,  on  horseback  and  on  foot ; 
and,  extending  his  plan,  to  visit  all  the 
Russian  coasts  of  the  Black  Sea,  the 
Sea  of  Azov,  and  the  Caspian.  Dur- 
ing the  nearly  ^wq  years  in  which  he 
was  thus  engaged,  he  was  twice  en- 
trusted by  the  Russian  government 
with  important  scientific  and  industrial 
missions ;  and  he  enjoyed,  moreover, 
the  protection  of  Count  Voronzov,  the 
governor  of  New  Russia,  who,  we  may 
observe,  was  brought  up  in  England, 
where  bis  father  was,  for  more  than 
forty  years,  ambassador,  and  whose 
hospitality  and  magnificence  will  be 
remembered  by  every  one  who  has,  of 
late  years,  visited  Odessa.  M.  de  Hell 
and  his  partner  availed  themselves  of 
the  opportunities  thus  a£Pbrded  them 
for  collecting  information,  and  the  ma- 
terials for  a  publication  like  the  pre- 
sent unconsciously  accumulated.  It 
deserves  the  name  of  a  work,  being  a 
solid  volume  of  condensed  matter,  geo- 
graphical, statistical,  and  social;  the 
sobriety  of  its  details,  however,  being 
much  relieved  by  the  story  of  the  per- 
sonal progress  of  the  writers,  by  the 
liveliness  of  their  descriptions,  and  by 
their  picturesque  account  of  half  bar- 
barous tribes,  hitherto  little  known, 
but  likely  soon  to  rise  in  interest.  The 
moral  of  the  book  appears  to  be,  that 
Russia  has,  in  her  southern  realms,  im- 
mense resources  ;  but  that  her  ^des- 
potic rule  and  mistaken  policy  are  un- 


favourable to  their  devdopment  \  and, 
in  proof,  we  may  adduce  the  instance 
of  Odessa,  which,  with  every  advan- 
tage of  position,  with  a  thousimd  feed- 
ers for  commerce,  and  with  much  of 
the  patronage  of  the  Russian  nobilUy, 
has  not  advanced  in  importance  to  at 
all  the  degree  which  it  undoubtedly 
would  have  done  had  her  interests  been 
consulted  in  a  more  enlightened,  a 
more  English  spirit.  We  shall,  how- 
ever, try  to  enable  our  readers  to  form 
their  own  opinions,  while  we  pau  on 
with  them  by  sea  and  land,  o'er  far- 
extending  plains,  o'er  mountain  and 
moor,  and  through  forest  wilds,  ia 
the  company  of  our  two  w^l-appointed 
guides. 

On  the  15th  of  May,  1838,  M.  de 
Hell  and  his  lady  embarked  on  board 
the  Odessa  steamer,  bidding  adieu  to 
the  fairest  of  all  cities,  Constantinople. 
Its  mosques  and  minarets*  dark  cypress 
groves,  and  glistenmg  plane-trees  re- 
ceded from  their  view,  while,  as  they 
advanced  up  the  Bosphorus,  many  a 
white-sailed  caique  crossed  Ughtly  from 
shore  to  shore,  and  the  waters  widened 
more  and  more  until  they  reached  the 
entrance  of  the  Black  Sea,  whose  fore< 
boding  name  announces  the  dangw^ 
which  for  ever  haunt  it^ 

**  GocytQfqoe  lina  Ubens  dremmTenit  atro.** 

They  found  a  great  number  of  vessels 
of  all  kinds  anchored  in  the  mouth  of 
the  Channel,  waiting  for  a  ^ir  wind  to 
take  them  out  of  the  straits,  which  are 
said  to  present  still  more  of  danger 
than  the  navigation  of  the  Black  Sea. 
The  coast  is  iron-bound,  and  the  diffi- 
culties of  the  passage  are,  at  certain 
seasons,  augmented  by  fogs. 

The  Russian  steamers  ply  twice  a 
month  between  Constantinople  and 
Odessa,  and  make  the  passage  in  nffy 
hours.  They  are  not  remarkable  for 
cleanliness,  and  are  usually  crowded 
with  a  mob  of  mendicants,  as  all  the 
lower  order  of  Russians  have  a  taste 


*  **  Travels  in  the  Steppes  of  the  Caspian  Sea,  the  Crimea,  the  Cauoasus,"  &c. 
By  Xavier  de  Hell.    London :  Chapman  and  Hall.    1847. 
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for  pilgrimages.  The  first  appearance 
of  tne  Rassian  coast  is  dreary^  bat  as 
th^neared  Odessa  the  scene  improved ; 
high  hills  were  seen,  all  richly  planted, 
and  studded  with  coantry-houses. 

Italy  is  the  ideal  Elysiam  of  the 
Russians,  and  Odessa  their  Florence. 
In  its  brief  summer  it  looks  the  cha- 
racter ;  the  sky  is  clear,  the  sea  calm 
as  a  lake,  and  acacias  blooming  in  every 
street,  fill  the  air  with  a  delicious  per- 
fbme.     Although  founded  little  more 
than  forty  years  ago,  it  already  ranks 
next  after  the  two  capitals  of  tne  em- 
pire ;  and  the  Russians,   in  general, 
prefbr  it  even   to    St.    Petersburgh. 
Thef  enjoy,  they  say,  more  of  liberty 
there,    and    are    relieved    from    the 
oppressions  of  etiquette.     It  has,  be- 
sides, the  advantage  of  being  a  free 
port ;  ladies  can  more  easily  indulge 
m  dress  there,  and  luxuries  are  more 
attainable  than  in  St.  Petersburgh.  It 
has  wide  foot-ways,  fashionable  shops, 
an  Italian  opera,  and  an  English  club. 
The  enthusiasm  of  the  Russians  for 
Odessa  may,  as  our  author  says,  be 
easily  accounted  for — *'  accustomed  as 
they  are  to  their  wilderness  of  snow 
and  mud,  it  is  to  them  a  real  El  Dorado, 
comprising  all  the  seductions  and  plea- 
sures of  the  world."    There  is,  in  land- 
ing at  Odessa,  as  in  most  of  the  Me- 
diteranean  and  many    of  the   East- 
ern ports,  one  great  drawback  to  the 
oijoyments  of  travel,  that  is,  the  qua- 
rantine.      In  Odessa,  the  penance  is 
endured  for   a   fortnight,   but   mer- 
chandize is  set  free  after  a  fumigation 
of  forty-eight  hours  with  preparations 
of  chlorine.     This  is  bad  enough,  but 
nothing  to  Marseilles,  where,  thoueh 
far  away  from  countries  infested  By 
the  plague,  persons  and  cargoes  are 
subject  to  a  quarantine  of  forty-five 
days.     Notwithstanding  the  title    of 
**  Fair  Florence,**  with  which  the  Rus- 
sians have  blessed  Odessa,  it  for  most 
part  of  the  year  resembles  St.  Peters- 
burgh, much  more  than  it  does  the 
Italian  city.      The  thermometer  re- 
mains at  25^  or  26^  R.  below  zero ; 
the  sea  is  a  sheet  of  ice  ;  double  win- 
dows and  stoves  are  not  to  be  dispensed 
with  ;  and  pelisses  are  as  much  in  re- 
quisition as  m  Moscow.    Besides  these 
rigours,  there  is  the  plague  of  dust, 
such  as  it  is  known  nowhere  else,  and 
the  penalty  of  hurricanes. 

"Dust  is  here  a  real  calamity,  a  fiend- 
like persecutor,  that  allows  you  not  a 
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moment's  rest.  It  spreads  out  in  seas 
and  billows  that  rise  with  the  least 
breath  of  wind,  and  envelop  you  with 
increasing  fury,  until  you  are  stifled  and 
blinded,  and  incapable  of  a  single  move- 
ment. The  gusts  of  wind  are  so  violent 
and  sudden,  as  to  bafile  any  precaution. 
It  is  only  at  sunset  that  one  can  venture 
out  at  last  to  breathe  the  sea  air  on  the 
boulevard,  or  to  walk  in  the  Rue  Riche- 
lieu, the  wide  footwavs  of  which  are 
then  thronged  with  all  the  fashion  of 
the  place. 

"  Many  natural  causes  combine  to 
keep  up  this  terrible  plague.  First,  the 
argillaceous  soil,  the  dryness  of  the  air, 
the  force  of  the  wind,  and  the  width  of 
the  streets ;  then  the  bad  paving,  the 
groat  extent  of  uncultivated  ground  still 
within  the  town,  and  the  prodigious 
number  of  carriages.  The  local  t^mi- 
nistration  has  .tried  all  imag^able  sys- 
tems, with  the  hope  of  getting  rid  of 
the  dust,  and  has  even  had  stones 
brought  from  Italy  to  pave  certain 
streets,  but  all  its  efibrts  have  been  in- 
effectual. At  last,  in  a  fit  of  despair, 
it  fell  upon  the  notable  device  of  maca- 
damizing the  well-paved  Rue  Italienne, 
and  Rue  Richelieu.  The  only  result  of 
this  operation  was,  of  course,  prodi- 
giously to  increase  the  evil.  A  wood 
pavement,  to  be  laid  down  by  a  French- 
man is  now  talked  of,  and  it  appears 
that  his  first  attempts  have  been  quite 
successful. 

**  In  order  to  give  some  idea  of  the 
violence  of  the  hurricanes  to  which  the 
country  is  subject,  I  will  mention  a 
phenomenon  of  which  I  was  myself  a 
witness.  After  a  very  hot  day  in  1840, 
the  air  of  Odessa  gradually  darkened 
about  four  in  the  afternoon,  until  it  was 
impossible  to  see  twenty  paces  before 
one.  The  oppressive  feel  of  the  atmos- 
phere, the  dead  calm,  and  the  porten- 
tous colour  of  the  sky,  filled  every  one 
with  deep  consternation,  and  seemed  to 
betoken  some  fearful  catastrophe.  For 
an  hour  and  a-half  the  spectator  could 
watch  the  appearance  of  this  novel 
eclipse,  which  as  yet  was  without  a  pre- 
cedent in  these  parts.  The  thermo- 
meter attained  the  enormous  height  of 
104"  F.  The  obscurity  was  then  com- 
plete ;  presently  the  most  furious  tem- 
pest iroa&^nation  can  conceive  burst 
rorth,  and  when  the  darkness  cleared 
off,  there  was  seen  over  the  sea  what 
looked  like  a  water-spout,  of  prodigious 
depth  and  breadth,  suspended  at  a 
heig^ht  of  several  feet  above  the  water, 
and  running  slowly  away,  until  it  dis- 
persed at  last  at  a  distance  of  many  miles 
from  the  shore.  The  eclipse  and  the 
water-spout  were  nothing  else  than 
dust ;  and  that  day  Odessa  was  swept 
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cleaner  than  it  will  probably  ever  be 
again."— (pp.  7,  8.) 

In  winter,  the  dust  is  changed  into 
mud,  and  it  is  almost  impracticable 
for  any  one  who  has  not  a  private 
equipage,  to  go  to  an  evening  party ; 
a  pedestrian  could  not,  and  the  only 
vehicle  for  him  is  a  droshky,  that  is  to 
say,  '*a  sort  of  saddle  mounted  on  four 
wheels,  on  which  men  sit  astride,  and 
ladies  find  it  very  difficult  to  rest 
themselves  with  decorum."  The 
neighbourhood  of  the  Boulevard  is 
the  fashionable  quarter;  there  the 
palaces  of  Count  Voronzov  and  of  the 
Princess  Narishkin,  a  line  of  very 
elegant  houses,  handsome  carriages, 
and  well-dressed  promenaders,  give 
the  town  an  aristocratic  appearance. 

The  great  phrenological  feature  in 
the  Russian  cranium  seems  to  be  that 
of  imitativeness ;  to  this  our  author 
traces  the  facility  with  which  they  ac- 
quire, and  the  purity  with  which  they 
speak,  foreign  languages,  and  as  a 
further  instance  of  it,  he  mentions 
what  very  admirable  actors  they  make. 
There  are  every  year,  for  the  benefit 
of  the  poor,  theatrical  exhibitions  at 
Odessa,  in  which  the  nobles  and  mem- 
bers of  the  court,  as  Count  Voronzov's 
establishment  is  called,  are  the  chief 
performers ;  and  the  skill  they  display 
IS,  we  are  told,  not  to  be  surpassed  by 
any  professional  company.  "  This," 
says  our  author,  ^'is  not  surprising, 
for  every  one  knows  in  how  high  a  de- 
gree the  Russians  possess  the  talent 
for  imitation ;  whatever  they  see  they 
mimic  with  ease  and  without  prepa- 
ration.** 

The  history  of  the  commerce  of  the 
Black  Sea  is  extremely  interesting; 
we  can  but  glance  at  it,  and  for  long 
details  refer  to  the  able  chapter  on 
the  subject  in  the  work  before  us. 
In  the  middle  ages,  the  Genoese  colo- 
nised the  Crimea,  and  held  the  traffic 
of  the  Black  Sea  until  about  the  year 
1476,  when  their  colonies  were  des- 
troyed, and  the  trade  of  these  coasts 
and  countries  passed  into  the  hands 
of  the  Turks  and  of  the  Greeks  of  the 
Archipelago,  their  subjects,  by  whom 
it  was  wholly  monopolised  for  a  period 
of  three  hundred  years,  when  the  con- 
quests of  Peter  the  Great,  and  subse- 
quently those  of  Catherine  II.,  wrested 
it  from  their  hands.  AAer  many  suc- 
cessive   campaigns,  this    was    finally 


accomplished  in  1774,  when,  by  the 
treaty  of  Kainarc^iy  Catherine,  with 
a  liberality  which  we  have  imitated  ia 
China,  stipulated  that  the  Bosphorus 
and  the  Dardanelles  should  be  thrown 
open  to  all  nations ;  and  from  this 
period  we  may  date  the  influence 
which  Russia  exercises  in  the  East 
Having  eained  possession  of  the  Black 
Sea,  Catnerine  lost  little  time  in  es- 
tablishing a  porty  and  with  this  oliiect 
founded  Kherson,  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Dniepr  ;  this  was  in  1788.  The  evils 
of  her  revenue  system  retarded  its 
progress,  and,  on  the  dismemberment 
of  Poland,  Odessa  was  selected  as  a 
more  desirable  station.  It  manifestly 
afforded  greater  facilities  for  the  ex- 
portation of  the  agricultural  produce 
of  Podolia,  Volhynia,  and  the  other 
provinces  then  incorporated  with 
Russia.  But  from  the  time  in  which 
this  change  took  place,  which  was  in 
1796,  until  the  year  1803,  the  system 
of  customs  remained  the  same.  In 
this  last-mentioned  ^ear  Alexander 
directed  the  duties  imposed  by  the 
general  tariff  on  all  exports  and  im- 
ports in  the  harbours  of  the  Black 
Sea,  to  be  reduced  one-fourth.  Ia 
1804,  Odessa  was  made  an  entrepot 
for  such  sea-borne  goods  as  were  not 
prohibited,  and  they  were  allowed  to 
remain  in  bond  there  for  eighteen 
months  ;  and  in  the  year  1817  it  was 
declared  to  be  a  free  port*  and  so  re- 
mained up  to  1822.  Id  that  interviJ, 
Odessa  became,  under  the  able  admi- 
nistration of  the  Duo  de  Richelieu, 
one  of  the  most  prosperous  cities  of 
Eastern  Europe,  and  the  commerce  of 
Southern  Russia  attained  its  utmost 
activity.  This  thriving  state  of  things 
excited  the  cupidity  of  the  Board  of 
Customs  at  St.  Petersburgh,  and  by 
an  interference  which  might  aflbrd  a 
memorable  warning  to  statesmen,  they 
nearly  destroyed  it.  In  1822,  an 
ukase  was  issued,  suppressing  the 
freedom  of  the  port  of  Odessa,  and 
enforcing  duties  on  all  goods  then  in 
warehouses.  These  regulations  were 
indeed  annulled  on  the  remonstrance  of 
the  governor,  but  a  fifth  of  the  duties 
imposed  on  goods  in  other  Russian 
ports  was  exacted  on  those  entering 
Odessa,  whilst  the  remaining  four- 
fifths  were  demanded  on  their  de- 
parture for  the  interior,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  two  lines  of  custom- 
houses were  formed — one  round  the 
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port,  the  other  round  the  town, 
which  still  subsist.  These  steps  were 
followed  by  others  as  fatal  to  the  pros- 
perity of  Odessa.  The  commercial 
privileges  allowed  to  the  trans- Cauca- 
sian provinces  were  in  1 832  withdrawn ; 
and  the  Persians  and  Armenians  who 
had  engaged  in  a  large  and  fast-ex- 
tending trade  with  Odessa  sought  for, 
and  soon  found,  another  channel.  The 
English  merchants,  with  the  wisdom 
and  energy  which  has  ever  marked 
them,  established  depots  for  their  ma- 
nufactures in  Trebizond,  whence  they 
are  distributed  through  the  provinces 
of  Asia,  to  the  amount  of  more  than 
£50,000,000  annually ;  and  there  are 
two  sets  of  steam-boats  plying  regu- 
larly between  that  place  and  Constan- 
tinople. The  objects  of  Russia  in 
these  arbitrary  regulations,  were,  the 
enrichment  of  her  exchequer,  and  the 
encouragement  of  her  native  manufac- 
tures, which  she  conceived  the  Asiatic 
provinces  could  not  so  easily*  get  by 
another  route.  In  these  views  her  cu- 
pidity deceived  her,  and  Odessa,  which 
was  fast  becoming  one  of  the  g7*eat 
commercial  lines  of  the  world,  sunk  at 
once  into  comparative  obscurity.  We 
say  **  comparative  obscurity,"  because 
from  its  being  to  some  extent  a  free 
port,  from  its  own  consumption,  and 
from  its  being  the  outlet  of  a  consider- 
able corn  trade,  it  still  retains  a  degree 
of  business-animation.  It  is  owing  to 
the  remissness  of  the  Russian  govern- 
ment, that  this  corn-trade  is  not  vastly 
augmented.  The  revenue  system,  the 
quarantine  system,  and  the  defective 
means  of  communication,  are  all  against 
it.  Notwithstanding  the  advantages  of 
fertile  soil,  cheap  labour,  and  serfdom, 
the  difficulties  of  transport  are  so  great, 
that  by  the  time  corn  arrives  at  Odessa 
from  the  provinces,  its  cost  is  very 
greatly  increased.  The  wheat  from 
Khiria,  Volhynia,  Podolia,  and  Bessa- 
rabia, is  brought  in  carts,  drawn  by 
oxen — the  rate  of  travelling  is  not  more 
than  fifteen  miles  a  day — and  the  state 
of  the  roads  is  such  that  they  are  only 
available  for  five  months  of  the  year — 
that  is,  ftom  May  to  September.  Road- 
making  in  Southern  Russia  is,  indeed, 
no  easy  task ;  as  throughout  its  plains 
the  materials  are  scarce  and  seldom 
good,  being,  for  the  most  part,  a  friable 
limestone.  Water-carriage,  however, 
might  be  easily  resorted  to  ;  and  by  a 
slight  engineering  effort,   and  at  no 


CTeat  cost,  nearly  all  the  com  of  Po- 
land, and  all  the  produce  of  New  Russia 
might,  as  the  author  of  the  work  be- 
fore us  suggests,  be  brought  to  Odessa 
by  the  Pruth,  the  Dneistr,  and  the 
Dniepr.  From  inattention  to  these 
two  circumstances — road-making  and 
the  improvement  of  the  water-carriage 
^-not  only  is  the  price  of  wheat  en- 
hanced, without  advantage  to  any  class 
whatever ;  but  the  peasantry  of  these 
districts,  having  no  easy  means  of  ex- 
changing their  produce,  are  living  in 
extreme  penury,  and  the  establishment 
of  new  villages,  though  much  wished 
for,  is  daily  becoming  more  difficult. 
One  would  think  this  a  state  of  things 
which  could  not  last  long  in  a  country, 
the  government  of  which  has  the  repu- 
tation of  being  active.  The  activity 
of  the  public  functionaries,  however^ 
appears  to  be  confined  to  the  dressing 
up  of  fair  reports,  by  which  the  empe- 
ror, at  once  delighted  and  beguiled, 
is  rendered  unwilling  to  interfere  with 
a  system  going  on  so  well. 

New  Russia  is  bounded  on  the  north 
by  the  governments  of  Podolia,  Kiev, 
Poltava,  and  Kharkov ;  on  the  east, 
by  the  country  of  the  Don  Cossacks, 
the  sea  of  Azov,  and  the  straits  of 
Kentch  ;  on  the  south  by  the  Black 
Sea ;  and  on  the  west  by  the  Dniester, 
which  divides  it  from  Bessarabia.  Al- 
though thus  of  great  extent,  its  pre- 
sent population  is  estimated  at  only 
1,346,515.  This  whole  territory  has 
been  gradually  annexed  to  the  empire, 
part  by  the  treaty  of  Kainardji,  part 
by  the  conquest  of  the  Crimea,  and 
part  by  the  convention  made  at  Jassy, 
in  1791.  It  assumed,  in  1802,  its  pre- 
sent organization  of  three  govern- 
ments, those  of  Kherson,  Taurid,  and 
Jiekatarinoslav.  The  population  is 
mixed,  the  ereat  bulk  of  it  consisting 
of  the  Malorossians,  or  Little  Rus- 
sians, formerly  called  Cossacks  of  the 
Ukraine;  next  in  numbers  are  the 
Muscovites,  or  Great  Russians,  who 
mainly  belong  to  the  crown  ;  then  co- 
lonies of  Germans,  Greeks,  Armeni- 
ans, Jews,  and  Bulgarians ;  besides 
these,  there  are  the  military  establish- 
ments of  Visnecensk,  formed  mainly  of 
the  Cossacks  of  the  Boug,  and  lastly, 
are  the  Tartai-s,  occupying  the  Cri- 
mea, and  the  western  shores  of  the  sea 
of  Azov.  The  Malorossians  retain  the 
memory  of  their  former  independence, 
and  hate  the  institution  of  sel-fdom,  to 
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which  they  were  first  reduced  by 
Catherine  II.  The  foreign  colonists 
are  not  contented,  as  the  goTernment 
which  formerly  ruled  them  in  accor- 
dance with  their  own  usages  and  forms, 
has  of  late  years  been  endeavouring  to 
repress  their  distinctive  features,  and 
to  introduce  one  uniform  administra- 
tive system.  This  whole  country,  from 
the  banks  of  the  Dniestr  to  the  sea  of 
Azov,  and  to  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tains of  the  Crimea,  consists  of  vast 
plains^  called  steppes,  elevated  from 
forty  to  fifty  yards  above  the  level  of 
the  sea.  There  are  no  trees,  save  in 
the  sheltered  spots  on  the  banks  of  the 
rivers,  or  on  the  islands  in  them:  fuel 
is  consequently  scarce.  English  coal 
is  made  use  of  at  Odessa,  and  is  less 
expensive  than  the  fire-wood  brought 
from  Bessarabia,  the  Crimea,  and  the 
banks  of  the  Danube ;  but,  of  late,  na- 
tive coal  from  the  government  of  Jie- 
katarinoslav  and  the  Don  country,  has 
been  very  generally  introduced.  The 
industrial  resources  of  these  plains  are 
corn  and  cattle — and  the  leading  inte- 
rests under  these  respective  denomina- 
tions are,  wheat  and  Merino  sheep. 
The  introduction  of  the  latter  must  be 
always  r^arded  as  an  important  era  in 
the  history  of  Southern  Russia.  Hot 
winds  prevail  in  its  dreary  steppes  in 
summer,  rain  is  rare,  and  there  are 
neither  brooks  nor  wells  to  afford  the 
means  of  irrigation.  It  is  therefore 
only  in  the  neighbourhood  of  rivers,  or 
in  occasional  spots  where  the  land  is 
depressed,  that  agriculture  is  found 
to  be  remunerative ;  all  the  rest  was 
nearly  an  unprofitable  waste,  until  a 
French  gentleman,  M.  Rouvier,  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  rendering  it  avail- 
able as  pasture  for  Merino  sheep.  The 
Emperor  Alexander  approving  of  the 
suggestion,  advanced  the  speculator  a 
hundred  thousand  roubles,  placed  at 
his  command  a  man-of-war  to  enable 
him  to  make  his  first  purchases  in 
Spain,  and  on  his  return,  made  him  a 
gr&nt  of  a  vast  tract  of  land,  where 
the  experiment  was  first  made,  and 
where  it  proved  completely  successful. 
After  staying  some  months  at  Odessa, 
our  author  left  it  in  company  with 
General  Potier,  a  Frenchman  by  birth, 
and  the  son-in-law  and  successor  of  the 
M.  Rouvier  whom  we  have  just  spoken 
of.  M.  Potier,  an  ex-pupil  of  the 
Polytechnic  school,  was  sent  to  St. 
Petersburgh,  by  Napoleon,  with  three 


colleagues,  to  establish  there  a  school 
of  civil  engineering.  In  the  war  of 
1812,  Alexander,  fearing  they  might 
join  the  French,  sent  them  to  the  ooft- 
fines  of  China,  where  they  were  de- 
tained for  more  than  two  years.  On 
the  termination  of  the  campaign,  they 
were  recalled — were  given  each  a  pen- 
sion to  indemnify  them  for  their  ab- 
duction— and  were  all  advanced  in 
honours.  M.  Potier  was  for  a  long 
time  director  of  the  civil-engineering 
institution  at  St.  Petersburgh.  The 
following  extract  gives  our  author's 
experience  of  travelling  in  Russia  :>- 

'*  Travelling  would  nowhere  be  more 
rapid  than  in  Russia,  If  the  posting-houses 
were  a  little  better  oondaoted,  and  more 
punctual  in  supplying  horses.  The 
country  is  perfectly  flat,  and  you  maj 
travel  several  hundred  leagues  without 
meeting  a  single  hill.  Besides  this,  the 
Russian  driver  has  no  mercy  on  his 
horses;  they  must  gallop  oontinuaUy, 
though  they  should  drop  dead  under  the 
whip.  Another  reason  that  contribates 
to  the  rapidity  of  posting  is,  that  tWre 
are  never  less  than  three  or  four  horses 
yoked  to  the  lightest  vehicle.  The  ge- 
neral's carriage  being  rather  heavy,  we 
had  six  horses,  that  carried  us  alone  |t 
the  rate  of  fifteen  versts  (ten  miles') 
an  hour.  We  found  the  rooms  in  the 
posting  stations  much  more  elegant  than 
we  had  expected  ;  but  this  was  owing  to 
the  journey  of  the  imperial  family,  for 
whom  thev  had  been  completely  meta- 
morphosed. The  walls  and  ceilings  were 
fresh  painted  with  the  greatest  caro,  and 
we  found  everywhere  handsome  mirrors, 
divans,  and  portraits  of  the  emperor  and 
the  empress.  Thanks,  therefore,  to  the 
transit  of  their  majesties,  our  journey 
was  effected  in  the  most  agreeable  man- 
ner, though,  on  ordinary  occasions,  one 
must  make  up  his  mind  to  encounter  all 
sorts  of  privation  and  annoyances  in  a 
long  excursion  through  Russia.  The 
towns  are  so  few,  and  the  villages  are 
so  desolate  of  all  rec^uisites,  that  one  is 
in  some  danger  of  being  starved  to  death 
by  the  way,  unless  he  has  had  the  pre- 
caution to  lay  in  a  stock  of  provisions  at 
starting.  The  post-houses  afford  you 
literally  nothing  more  than  hot  water 
for  tea,  and  a  bench  to  sit  on.  The  Rus- 
sian and  Polish  grandees  never  omit  to 
carry  with  them  on  their  journeys  a  bed, 
with  all  its  appurtenances,  a  whole 
range  of  cooking  instruments,  and  plenty 
of  provisions.  In  this  way  they  pass  from 
town  to  town,  without  ever  suspecting 
the  unfortunate  position  in  which  the 
foreigner  is  placca  who  traverses  their 
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vast  wildernesses.  The  latter,  it  may 
be  said,  is  free  to  follow  tbeir  example ; 
bat  the  thing  is  not  so  easy.  Sup- 
posing even  that  he  was  possessed  of 
all  this  travelling  apparatus,  still  the 
expense  of  carriage  would  impera- 
tively forbid  his  Utking  it  with  him ; 
whereas  the  Russians,  who  generally 
travel  with  their  own  horses,  may  have 
a  dozen,  without  adding  to  their  ex- 
penses. As  for  those  who  have  recourse 
to  the  post,  they  care  very  little  about 
economy,  and,  provided  they  have  a  good 
dinner  prepared  by  their  own  cooks,  a 
soft  bed,  and  all  other  pcysical  comforts, 
they  never  trouble  themselves  to  calcu- 
late the  cost.  But  as  for  the  foreigner 
who  travels  in  this  country,  the  incon- 
venience Ihavejust  mentioned  is  nothing 
in  comparison  with  the  countless  vexa- 
tio&s  he  must  endure,  simply  because  he 
is  a  foreigner.  Having  no  legal  right 
to  lay  his  cane  over  the  shoulders  of  the 
clerks  of  the  post,  he  must  make  up  his 
mind  to  endure  the  most  scandalous 
impositions  and  annoyances  at  their 
hands,  and  very  often  too  will  be  obliged 
to  pass  forty-eight  hours  in  a  station, 
because  he  cannot  submit  to  the  condi- 
tions imposed  on  him.  Neither  threats 
nor  entreaties  can  prevail  on  the  clerk 
to  make  him  furnish  horses,  if  it  does 
not  suit  his  humour.  The  epithet  par- 
tieulamii  tehelovtek,  which  is  applied  in 
Russia  to  all  who  do  not  wear  epau- 
lettes, and  which  signifies  something 
less  than  a  nobody,  is  a  categorical  re- 
ply to  the  traveller's  utmost  eloquence.'' 
— (pp,  32,  33.) 

The  first  place  of  note  which  they 
reached  was  NicolaiSf^  lately  made  the 
dock-yard  and  admiralty  station,  and 
which  is  fast  becoming  the  most  im- 
portant town  in  the  government  of 
Kherson.  It  is  well  situated  on  the 
Bug*  and  its  new  houses  and  pretty 
walks,  planted  with  poplars,  give  it  a 
cheerful  look.  They  saw  there  a 
splendid  three-decker»  just  completed 
and  ready  to  take  its  place  in  the 
Black  Sea  fleet.  Kberson,  the  most 
ancient  and  once  the  most  important 
town  in  New  Russia,  next  received 
them.  It  exhibits  no  trace  of  its  for- 
mer wealth.  Its  commerce  has  passed 
to  Odessa,  and  the  admiralty  station 
having  been  removed  from  it  to  Nico- 
kief,  it  is  fast  going  to  decay.  The 
circumstance  of  interest  connected 
with  it  at  present  is  the  condition  of 
the  Jewish  colonies  established  there 
and  in  its  neighbourhood.  The  ap- 
pearance of  the  Russian  Jews  in  gene- 
ral is  mean    and   miserable.     Their 


dress  consists  of  a  long  robe  of  black 
calico,  fastened  with  a  woollen  girdle, 
canvas  drawers,  and  a  broad-brimmed 
hat ;  their  filthiness  is  extreme,  and 
they  have  altogether  so  degraded  a 
look,  that,  as  our  author  says,  "  the 
eye  turns  from  them  with  deep  dis- 
gust:"— 

**We  had  already  had  occasion,  in 
Odessa,  to  see  into  what  an  abject  state 
this  people  is  fallen  in  Russia :  but  it 
was  not  until  we  came  to  Kherson  that 
we  beheld  them  in  all  their  vileness. 
What  a  contrast  between  their  sallow 
faces,  disgusting  beards,  and  straggling 
locks,  plastered  flat  on  the  skin,  their 
brutifled  air  and  crawling  humility, 
and  the  easy,  dignified  beanng,  the  no- 
ble features  and  the  elegant  costume  of 
the  Jews  of  Constantinople !  It  is  im- 
possible to  bring  one's-self  to  believe 
there  is  anything  in  common  between 
them,  that  they  belong  to  the  same  race, 
have  the  same  rules  and  usages,  the 
same  language  and  religion.  But  the 
cause  which  has  produced  such  a  diffe- 
rence between  two  branches  of  one  peo- 
ple, is  a  question  involving  political  and 
philosophical  considerations  of  too  high 
an  order  to  be  discussed  here ;  all  we 
can  say  is,  that  in  seeing  the  Jews  of 
Kherson,  and  comparing  them  with  their 
brethren  of  the  East,  we  had  evidence 
before  us  of  the  depth  to  which  govern- 
ments and  institutions  can  debase  man- 
kind."—(p.  37. ) 

Kherson  swarms  with  these  unhappy 
people ;  they  appear  to  carry  on  every 
kind  of  trade,  and  if  their  penury  is 
great,  it  undoubtedly  does  not  arise 
from  want  of  industry.  They  will 
run  from  one  end  of  the  town  to  the 
other  for  next  to  nothing,  and  in  this 
respect  are  of  great  use  to  strangers, 
to  whom,  however,  they  are,  not  here 
only,  but  in  most  parts  of  New  Russia, 
no  trifling  torment.  The  moment  a 
traveller  arrives,  fondly  hoping  to  take 
his  ease  in  his  inn,  he  is  beset  by  these 
officious  agents,  placing  at  his  disposal 
*'  all  they  have,  and  all  they  have  not." 
Vainly  he  threatens  them,  or  turns 
them  out  a  hundred  times :  "  do  what 
you  will,  they  set  themselves  on  the 
ground  opposite  your  door,  and  re- 
main there,  with  imperturbable  phlegm, 
waiting  their  opportunity  to  walk  in 
again,  and  renew  their  offer."  It  was 
in  this  neighbourhood  that  the  plan  of 
forming  Jewish  colonies  was  first 
formed.  In  1824,  these  established  in 
Kherson  and  Bobrinetz  had  a  popula- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


304 


The  Steppes  of  the  Caspian, 


[Sept. 


tion  of  8,000  souls  settled  in  nine  vil- 
lages. They  were  to  be  free  from 
taxation  for  ten  years,  and  after  that 
were  to  be  on  the  same  footing  as  the 
other  crown  peasants,  save  that  they 
"were  to  bd  called  to  military  service 
for  a  period  of  fifty  years.  This  at- 
tempt at  colonization  was  attended 
with  extreme  difficulty.  It  was  for  a 
long  time  necessary  to  keep  a  constant 
guard  over  the  involuntary  settlers,  for 
fear  of  their  running  away.  It  does 
not  appear  what  the  object  of  the  plan 
was.  If  it  was  to  engage  them  in 
agriculture,  it  has  proved  a  complete 
failure,  and  affords  a  new  instance  of 
how  little  they  are  inclined  to  such  a 
mode  of  life.  M.  de  Hell  is  not  dis- 
posed to  ascribe  it  to  a  philanthropic 
motive,  but  rather  guesses  that  it  was 
made  with  an  ulterior  view  to  their 
military  services,  and  for  some  years 
past  they  have  been  compelled  to  enrol 
themselves,  in  great  numbers,  in  the 
navy.  They  also  find  employment  as 
workmen  in  the  dock-yards  and  arse- 
nals of  Sevastopol  and  Nicolaief. 

Winter  is,  with  the  Russians,  as  in 
all  snow  countries,  the  season  of  en- 
joyment. Social  communications, 
sporting  expeditions,  excursions  on 
sledges,  and  entertainments  within 
doors,  then  take  place.  All  the  great 
fairs  of  the  empire  are  held  then,  and 
great  is  the  consumption  of  brandy 
and  tea.  During  their  first  winter  in 
Russia,  M.  de  Hell  and  his  partner 
arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  people 
suffer  less  from  cold  in  northern  than 
in  southern  countries : — 

"  In  Constantinople,"  says  the  lady  of 
the  firm,  **  where  we  haa  passed  the 
preceding  winter,  the  cold  and  the  snow 
appeared  to  us  insupportable  in  the 
li^ht  wooden  bouses,  open  to  every 
wind,  and  furnished  with  no  other  re- 
source against  the  inclemency  of  the 
weather  than  a  marghal,  which  served 
at  best  only  to  roast  the  feet  and  hands, 
whilst  it  left  the  rest  of  the  body  to 
freeze.  But  in  Russia,  even  the  mujik 
has  constantly  a  temperature  of  seventy- 
seven  degrees  in  his  cabin  in  the  very 
height  of  winter,  which  he  obtains  in  a 
very  simple  and  economical  manner. 
A  lar^e  brick-work  stove  or  oven  is 
formed  in  the  wall,  consisting  of  a  fire- 

Slace,  and  a  long  series  ef  quadrangular 
ues,  ending  in  the  chimney,  and  giving 
passage  to  tne  smoke.  The  fire  is  made 
either  of  kirbetch  or  of  weeds.  When 
these  materials  are  completely  consum- 


ed, the  pipe  by  whieh  the  fiues  comma- 
nicate  with  the  chimney  is  hermetically 
closed,  and  the  hot  air  passes  into  the 
room  by  two  openings  made  for  that 
purpose.  Exactly  the  same  apparatus 
18  used  in  the  houses  of  the  wealthy. 
The  stoves  are  so  contrived  that  one  of 
them  serves  to  heat  two  or  three  rooms. 
The  halls,  staircases,  and  servants' 
rooms,  are  all  kept  at  the  same  tem- 
perature. But  great  caution  is  neces- 
sary to  avoid  the  dangers  to  which  this 
method  of  warming  may  give  rise.  I 
myself  was  saved  only  by  a  providential 
chance  from  falling  a  victim  to  them. 
I  had  been  asleep  some  hours  one  night 
when  I  was  suddenly  awakened  by  my 
son,  who  was  calling  to  me  for  drink. 
I  got  up  instantly,  and  without  waitmg 
to  light  a  candle,  I  was  proceeding  to 
pour  out  a  glass  of  water,  but  1  had 
scarcely  moved  a  few  steps  when  the 
glass  dropped  from  my  hand,  and  1  fell 
as  if  struck  with  lightning,  and  in  a  state 
of  total  insensibility.  I  had  afterwards 
a  confused  recollection  of  cries  that 
seemed  to  me  to  come  from  a  great  dis- 
tance ;  but  for  two  minutes  I  remained 
completely  inanimate,  and  only  reco- 
vered consciousness  after  my  husband 
had  carried  me  into  an  icy  room,  and 
laid  me  on  the  fioor.  My  son  suffered 
still  more  than  myself;  but  it  happened 
most  strangely  that  my  husband  was 
not  in  the  smallest  degree  affected,  and 
this  it  was  that  saved  us.  The  cause 
of  this  nocturnal  abirm  was  the  impru- 
dence of  a  servant  who  had  closed  the 
stove  before  all  the  kirbetch  was  con- 
sumed: this  was  quite  enough  to  make 
all  the  atmosphere  deadly.  All  the  in- 
mates of  the  nouse  were  more  or  less 
indisposed." — (p.  41.) 

Accidents  from  this  description  of 
negligence  are  frequent,  but  not  often 
fatal.  The  ordinary  penalty  is  a  head- 
ache, and  the  peasantry  on  leisure 
days  often  lay  themselves  out  to  in- 
dulge in  the  sort  of  intoxication  pro- 
duced by  the  diluted  carbonic  gas*  A 
family  may  be  thus  caught  all  lying  on 
the  floor  with  the  external  appearance 
of  drunkenness,  but  without  their  in- 
tellects being  in  the  least  affected. 
Increased  warmth  appears  to  be  the 
main  pleasure  they  derive  from  it 

The  "hot-house  temperature,"  as 
Mad.  de  Hell  describes  it,  of  the  win- 
ter apartments  of  the  Russians,  mast, 
it  is  obvious,  act  injuriously  on  the 
health,  especially  as,  during  that  whole 
season — that  is,  for  more  than  ten 
months — the  outer  aur  is  never  admit- 
ted into  the  house. .  Strangers  Bxdkt 
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from  this  extremely;  but  although 
many  of  the  maladies  to  which  the 
natives  are  exposed  may  be  traced  to 
it,  they  do  not  appear  to  be  incon- 
Tenienced  by  the  practice.  It  is,  per- 
haps, as  Mad.  de  Hell  suggests,  the 
reason  why  the  Russian  ladies  have  so 
little  of  blooming  freshness  on  their 
cheeks,  and  the  cause  of  their  most 
sedentary  habits.  Nowhere  do  wo- 
men walk  less.  They  never  go  out 
except  in  a  carriage,  and  rarely  move 
unless  it  be  to  dance  ;  but  dancing  is 
the  passion  of  all  the  Russians. 

"  On  the  whole,"  says  Madam  de  Hell, 
"there  is  little  poetry  or  romance  in 
the  existence  of  the  Russian  women  of 
fashion.  The  men,  though  treating 
them  with  exquisite  politeness  and  gal- 
lantry, in  reality  think  little  about  them, 
and  find  more  pleasure  in  hunting,  smok- 
ing, gaming,  and  drinking,  than  in  lavish- 
ing on  them  those  attentions  to  which 
they  have  many  just  claims.  The  Rus- 
sian ladies  have  generally  little  beauty ; 
their  bloom,  as  I  have  said,  is  gone  at 
twenty ;  but  if  they  can  boast  neither 
perfect  features  nor  dazzlinely  fair  com- 
plexions, there  is,  on  the  other  hand,  in 
all  their  manners  remarkable  elegance, 
and  an  indescribable  fascination  that 
sometimes  makes  them  Irresistible. 
WiUi  a  pale  face,  a  somewhat  frail 
figure,  careless  attitudes,  and  a  haughty 
cast  of  countenance,  they  succeed  in 
making  more  impression  in  a  drawing- 
room  than  many  women  of  greater 
beauty."— (p.  42.) 

The  women  of  the  lower  order  in 
New  Russia  usually  marry  at  fifteen, 
and  are  old  at  thirty,  but  they  have 
this  consolation,  that  whether  their  age 
be  fifteen,  twenty,  or  thirty,  they  look 
all  the  same.  After  childhood,  their 
limbs  become  at  once  as  masculine, 
their  features  as  hard,  their  skin  as 
deeply  tanned,  and  their  voice  as 
rough  as  in  middle  age.  Their  charms 
are  little  improved  by  a  liking  for 
strong  liquors,  which  is  unhappily 
prevalent,  and,  as  we  learn,  is  on  the 
increase  among  the  young  and  old  of 
both  sexes. 

In  May,  1839,  M.  de  Hell  reached 
Jiekatarinoslov,  more  than  a  hundred 
leagues  up  the  Dneipr,  and  the  seat  of 
one  of  the  three  governments  into 
which,  as  we  have  said,  Southern  Rus- 
sia is  divided.  It  was  founded  by 
Catherine  IL  in  1784,  but  on  a  scale 
so  vast  that  it  has  progressed  little 
firom  the  uaoomfortablei  new-settle- 


ment, wilderness  appearance  which  it 
wore  when,  in  the  presence  of  the  Em- 
peror Joseph  II.,  Catherine  laid  its 
first  stone.  Still  it  possesses  many 
large  buildings,  several  churches,  ba- 
zaars, and  some  fine  gardens.  Had 
the  town  been  let  to  grow  of  itself,  and 
not,  in  the  Russian  fashion,  laid  out 
on  too  large  a  scale  beforehand,  it 
would,  from  its  site  on  the  Dneipr, 
and  the  rich  hills  around  it,  have  been 
a  very  beautiful  place.  The  lion  of 
Jiekatarinoslov  is  the  palace  of  Ca- 
therine's favourite.  Prince  Potemkin, 
which  though  founded  little  more  than 
sixty  years  ago,  is,  thanks  to  the  native 
vandalism  of  the  Russians,  already  in 
ruins.  Its  porticos,  colonnades,  cor- 
nices, and  capitals,  are  maimed  and 
decreasing,  to  supply  the  wants  of  any 
peasant  who  does  not  choose  to  ^o 
further  for  wood  or  stone.  While  in 
this  town,  our  travellers  witnessed  the 
arrival  of  three  hundred  mountaineers 
of  the  Caucasus,  and  a  display  of  their 
warlike  exercises.  They  were  on  their 
way  to  Warsaw,  to  attend  a  parade 
there  before  Paskevitch,  the  favourite 
of  the  emperor.  It  is  characteristic  of 
the  government  that  so  great  a  num- 
ber should  leave  theur  far-off  moun- 
tain homes  for  such  a  purpose.  They 
may  afford  our  readers  a  very  good 
idea  of  a  description  of  cavah7  which 
Russia  has  largely  at  her  command  :•— 

«*  The  sight  of  the^e  half  barbarian?, 
arriving  like  a  torrent,  and  taking  pos- 
session of  the  town,  as  of  a  conquered 
place,  was  well  calculated  to  excite  our 
curiosity.  We  forgot  time  and  place  as 
we  gazed  on  this  unwonted  spectacle, 
and  seemed  carried  back  among  the  gi- 
gantic invasions  of  Tamerlane  and  his 
exterminating  hordes  of  Asia,  with  their 
wild  cries  and  picturesque  costumes, 
swooping  down  with  long  lances  and 
fiery  steeds  on  old  Europe,  just  as  they 
appeared  some  centuries  before,  when 
they  subjected  sJl  the  wide  domain  of 
Russia  to  their  sway. 

"These  mountaineers  are  small,  agile, 
and  muscular.  There  is  no  saying  how 
they  walk,  for  their  life  is  passed  on 
horseback.  There  is  in  the  expression 
of  their  countenances  an  inconceivable 
mixture  of  boldness,  frankness,  and 
fierce  rapacity.  Their  bronzed  com- 
plexion, dazzlingly  white  teeth,  black 
eyes,  every  glance  of  which  is  a  flash  of 
lightning,  and  regular  features,  compose 
a  physiognomy  that  terrifies  more  than 
great  uguness. 
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'*  Their  manoeuvres  surpass  every- 
thing a  European  can  imagine.  How 
cold,  prim,  and  faded  seem  our  civilized 
ways  compared  with  those  impassioned 
countenances,  those  picturesque  cos- 
tumes, those  furious  gallops,  that  grace 
and  impetuosity  of  movement  that  be- 
lod^  only  to  them.  They  discharge 
their  carbines  on  horseback  at  full 
speed,  and  display  inimitable  address  in 
the  exercise  ot  the  djereed.  Every  rider 
decks  his  steed  with  a  care  he  does  not 
always  bestow  upon  his  own  adornment, 
covering  it  with  carpets,  strips  of  pur- 
ple stuffs,  cashmere  shawls,  and  all  the 
costly  things  with  which  the  plunder  of 
the  caravan  can  supplv  him. 

*'  The  manoeuvres  lasted  more  than 
two  hours,  and  afforded  us  an  exact 
image  of  Asiatic  warfare.  They  con- 
cluded with  a  general  mSlee^  which  really 
terrified  not  a  few  spectators,  so  much 
did  the  smoke,  the  shouts,  the  ardour  of 
the  combatants,  the  dischai'gos  of  mus- 
ketry, and  the  neighing  of  the  horses 
complete  the  vivid  illusion  of  the  scene. 
It  was  at  last  impossible  to  discover 
anything  through  the  clouds  of  dust  and 
smoke  that  whirled  round  the  impetuous 
riders."— (pp.  71,  72.) 

We  now  pass  with  our  travellers  into 
the  extensive  country  of  the  Don  Cos- 
sacks, which  seems  naturally  divided 
into  two  well  distinguished  parts>  one 
to  the  north  and  west,  consisting  of 
plains,  much  elevated,  intersected  by 
rivers  and  ravines,  and  presenting  ad- 
vantages for  agriculture  and  pasturage. 
The  Donetz,  the  Khoper,  and  the 
Medveditza  are  among  its  rivers,  ard 
it  is  along  the  two  latter  that  the  Cos- 
sacks have  their  most  celebrated  studs, 
the  best  known  of  which  are  those  of 
Count  Platof.  We  need  hardly  re- 
mark that  horse-rearing  is  the  great 
staple  of  their  industry.  The  other 
division  consists  of  steppes  or  dreary 
plains,  extending  along  the  left  bank 
of  the  Don  to  the  confines  of  the 
government  of  the  Caucasus,  and  along 
the  Manitch  to  the  frontier  of  Astra- 
khan. Soil  and  scene  are  alike  un- 
varied ;  but  it  is  in  those  plains  that 
the  Cossacks  who  rear  horses  and  other 
cattle  find  the  main  source  of  their 
wealth.  Novo  Tcherkask,  the  capital 
of  the  Cossack  country,  was  founded 
by  Count  Platof,  in  1806.  On  arriv- 
ing there,  M.  and  Madame  de  Hell 
were  at  once  struck  with  the  appear- 
ance and  costume  of  the  people,  both 
announcing  a  distinct  nation.  The 
men  were  handsome,  the  women  pretty. 


There  was  nothing  in  their  dress  par- 
Ukmg  of  theNew  Russians  they  had  just 
left,  and  nothing  European...6y«ry 
thing  was  Cossack.  The  Cossacks  are 
all  soldiers^  a  circumstance  which, 
though  it  may  improve  their  appear- 
ance, is  not  at  all  calculated  to  advanee 
their  well-being;  agriculture  is  but 
little  attended  to,  the  domestic  ties  are 
interfered  with»  and  the  men,  when 
not  engaged  in  war,  are,  like  other 
soldiers,  much  disposed  to  idleness. 
These  and  othera  as  pernicious  are  in- 
herent evils  in  a  nation  which  is  wholly 
military.  The  Cossacks  are  intelli- 
gent. M.  de  Hell  states  that  he  had, 
at  Novo  Tcherkask,  thirty  of  their 
young  men,  pupils,  and  that  after  only 
a  few  weeks'  study,  they  executed 
topographical  plans  extremely  well. 
The  Cossacks  pav  no  taxes,  are  obliged 
to  equip  themselves  at  their  own  ex- 
pense, and  only  receive  pay  from  the 
day  they  cross  the  frontier.  It  has 
lately  been  proposed  to  equip  them  at 
the  charge  of  government,  and  in  that 
case  they  would,  of  tjourse,  be  taxed. 
Their  country  is  now  a  Russian  govern- 
ment, which  is  represented  by  a  gene- 
ral placed  at  the  head  of  their  military 
staff,  and  resident  at  Novo  Tcherkask, 
a  change  which  is  much  against  the 
wishes  of  the  people,  but  their  orga- 
nization is  still  peculiar : 

**  The  ataman  (locum  tenens)  holding 
the  grade  of  lieutenant-general,  is  the 
military  and  civil  head  of  the  govern- 
ment, and  at  the  same  time  the  presi- 
dent of  the  various  tribunals  of  the  capi- 
tal. The  functions  of  vice-president 
having  been  conferred,  since  1841,  on 
the  eeneral  of  the  staff  before  mention- 
ed, the  latter  is,  in  fact,  the  sole  influen- 
tial authority  in  the  country. 

"The  province  of  the  Bon  Cossacks 
is  divided  into  seven  civil  and  four  nrfli- 
tary  districts  ;  the  courts  are  similar  to 
those  of  the  other  governments. 

"  The  army  amounts  at  present  to 
fifty-four  ro^ments,  of  850  men  each 
(not  mcluding  the  two  regiments  of  the 
empire  and  the  grand  duke),  and  seven 
companies  of  artillery,  having  each 
eight  pieces  of  cannon.  In  1840,  there 
were  twenty-eight  regiments  in  active 
service,  fifteen  of  them  in  the  Caucasus, 
with  three  companies  of  artillery.  At 
the  same  time,  nine  other  regiments  were 
under  orders  to  march  for  the  Imes  of 
the  Kouban."— (p.  145.) 

The  Don  Cossacks  are  divided  into 
four    classes  ;—l8t,   the   aristocracy. 
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ibanded  by  the  Emperor  Paul;  2ncl,the 
free  Cossacks;  3rd,  the  merchants; 
a»d,4th,the  slaves ;  amounting  in  all  to 
about  600,000.  All  the  horse  soldiers 
are  taken  irom  the  second  class^  which 
indeed  comprises  the  mass  of  the  po- 
pulation. Up  to  1841,  their  polity 
had  this  remarkable  peculiarity,  that 
their  whole  territory  was  one  oom- 
onn  domain^  witliout  any  indiyidual 
ownership.  The  goYernment,  after 
Bumy  vain  attempts,  has  at  length 
succeeded  in  dividing  the  lands,  giving 
so  much  to  each  family,  and  an  allow- 
ance for  slaves.  This  arrangement  is 
likely  to  complete  the  overthrow  of 
the  Cossack  institutions.  The  peasants 
are  indeed  free,  but  when  theur  lands 
are  absorbed  by  the  wealthy,  as,  no 
doubt,  they  soon  will  be,  they  will  sink 
to  the  grade  of  slaves ;  serfdom  will 
then  become  fixed  law,  and  the  Rus- 
sian principle  of  unity  will  have  assi- 
milated their  once  singular  country  to 
the  other  provinces  of  the  empire. 

It  has  been  attempted  to  introduce 
Merino  sheep  into  the  steppes  of  the 
Don,  and  with  some  success ;  but  they 
seem  to  require  too  much  care  ever  to 
proye,  on  a  large  scale,  a  source  of 
profit  to  the  Cossacks.  Agriculture 
is,  as  we  have  said,  but  imperfectly  at- 
tended to  ;  but  the  cultivation  of  the 
vine  has  been  long  established  amongst 
them,  in  the  southern  regions  of  the 
Don  and  of  the  Axai.  The  Don  wine 
is  sparkling,  not  equal  to  champagne, 
but  good,  and  much  used  in  Russia. 
Horse-rearing,  for  which  their  plains 
are  so  well  adapted,  is  their  main, 
almost  their  solitary,  trade.  Count 
Platoff's  studs  are  the  most  celebrated: 
they  are  of  the  trans- Kouban  race, 
crossed  by  Persian  and  Khivian  horses, 
procured  by  the  late  count,  during  the 
Persian  war  of  1796.  They  have 
also  good  cavalry  horses,  of  the  Tar- 
tar and  Kalmuck  breeds.  The  per- 
sons in  charge  of  the  herds  are  usually 
ELalmucks :  about  one  hundred  horsed 
are  kept  by  one  family,  five  hundred 
by  three,  a  thousand  by  five,  and  so 
on  ;  but,  except  a  few  great  proprie- 
tors, the  Cossacks  in  general  allow 
their  herds  to  wander  without  super- 
intendence. These  horses  never  enter 
a  stable :  **  summer  and  winter  they 
are  in  the  open  air,  and  must  procure 
their  own  food,  for  which  they  have 
often  to  strive  agunst  the  snow."  It 
is  obvioas  how  well  such  hardy  train- 


ing  must  fit  them  for  campaigns.    No- 
thing is  easier  than  to  break  them  in : 

"  The  horse  selected  is  caught  with 
a  noose  ;  he  is  saddled  and  bridled ;  the 
rider  mounts  him,  and  he  is  allowed  to 
gallop  over  the  steppe,  until  he  falls 
exhausted.  From  that  moment  he  is 
almost  perfectly  tamed,  and  may  be 
used  without  damage." 

M.  de  Hell  adds,  that  he  rode  a 
mare,  thus  broken  in,  in  one  of  his 
longest  equestrian  journeys,  and  that, 
though  six  days  before  bis  departure, 
she  was  completely  free,  he  never  had 
a  more  docile  animal. 

The  origin  of  the  Cossacks  is  un- 
known, and  has  long  been  the  subject 
of  antiquarian  controversies.  It  is  ge- 
nerally held  that  people  and  name  are 
derived  from  Kassnchia,  mentioned  by 
a  writer  of  the  ninth  century  as  a 
province  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Caucasus ;  but  of  this  Kassachia  no- 
thing is  known  ;  and,  while  the  name 
occurs  only  in  the  ninth  century,  our 
Cossacks  did  not  appear  for  four  hun- 
dred years  afterwards.  There  is  great 
reason  to  believe  that  the  term  Cos- 
sack is  of  Tartar  origin,  and  means 
adventurer.  The  Cossacks  themselves 
regard  the  name  as  of  no  historical 
significance^  but  only  as  a  designation 
given  them  in  former  times.  As  now, 
and,  so  far  as  we  know  of,  as  ever 
used,  the  word  Cossack  describes  a 
nomade  people,  living  under  a  peculiar 
military  organization ;  and  is  thus  ap- 
plied not  only  to  the  Don  Cossacks, 
but  to  Turcoman  and  Kalmuck  tribes 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Caspian, 
while  in  Bessarabia,  a  medley  of  gip- 
sies and  other  people  are  called  the 
Cossacks  of  the  Dneistr.  In  regard 
to  the  Don  Cossacks,  the  most  ancient 
and  most  important  of  all  the  tribes 
who  have  ever  borne  the  name,  they 
became  first  known  in  history  in  the 
thirteenth  century,  on  the  dismember- 
ment of  the  Tartar  empire ;  in  the 
reign  of  Ivan  IV.,  they  put  themselves 
under  the  protection  of  Russia,  and 
since  that  period  their  history  has  been 
blended  with  that  of  the  empire.  They 
differ  from  th»  mountaineers  of  the 
Caucasus  in  physiolog^ical  character- 
istics, and  from  the  Circassians  in  lan- 
guage, in  religion,  and  in  the  well- 
marked  fact,  that  while  the  Circassians 
show  great  skill  in  manufactures,  the 
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Cossacks  have  no  liking  for  any  em- 
ployment of  the  kind.  They  are^  pro- 
bably«  of  the  Sclavonic  stocky  mingled 
with  Circassian  and  other  bloods  ;  and 
this  intermixture^  together  with  their 
republican  institutions^  may  have  im- 
parted to  them  the  national  and  Intel- 
lectual  vigour  by  which,  as  compared 
to  their  neighbours,  they  have  been 
and  are  distinguished.  Catherine  II. 
determined  to  remodel  their  organiza- 
tion«  with  the  object  of  their  being 
incorporated  with  her  people;  but, 
though  her  plans  have  been  constantly 
pursued,  it  is  only  at  the  present  hour 
that  they  are  in  course  of  being  accom- 
plished. Every  interference,  however, 
with  their  rights  and  usages,  has  been 
in  a  very  high  degree  unpopular ;  and 
had  Napoleon  only  sent  emissaries  to 
the  Don,  with  promises  to  re-establish 
amongst  the  people  there  their  ances- 
tral constitution,  the  issue  of  the  cam- 


paign of  1812  might  have  been  wholly 
different.  The  Count  Platoff  of  that 
brilliant  period,  was  the  last  Hettman, 
or  Ataman  of  the  Cossacks ;  and  on 
his  death,  and  under  the  pretence  of 
rewarding  the  nation  for  its  services, 
the  functions  of  the  station  were  sup- 
pressed, while  the  title  was  conferred 
on  the  heir  apparent. 

We  have  been  led  to  dwell  upon  the 
subject  of  the  Cossacks  a  little  longer 
than  we  contemplated,  and  cannot,  at 
least  at  present,  journey  on  with  our 
travellers  into  other  regions  as  ftill  of 
interest  as  those  we  have  only  in  part 
described.  We  commend  their  book 
to  our  readers,  with  a  perfect  confi- 
dence that  it  will  be  found  entertain- 
ing and  full  of  information.  We  have 
not  seen  it  in  the  French,  but  are  dis- 
posed to  think  that  it  loses  neither 
grace  nor  vigour  in  its  English 
dress. 


-^    •  j  > 
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ART  IN  GEEMANT. — THE  CATHEDRAL  OF  ULM.* 


Having  visited  the  greater  number  of 
the  German  States,  I  am  now  on  my 
way  to  Munich,  the  great  focus  of 
G  er man  art.  B  ut  this  art  being  deeply 
impressed  with  reminiscences  of  the 
past,  I  must,  before  proceeding  hither, 
give  you,  according  to  my  promise,  a 
sketch  of  the  forms  in  which  it  existed 
among  the  Teutonic  nations  at  the 
close  of  th*  middle  ages— an  epoch  to 
which  the  studies  and  tastes  of  their 
descendants  so  decidedly  revert  at  the 
present  day. 

This  morning,  on  descending  the  last 
slope  of  the  Alb,  I  entered  Ulm,  a  city 
which  played  an  important  part  in  the 
civil  wars  of  Germany,  and  is  stamped 
upon  our  memories  as  the  scene  of  one 
of  the  most  brilliant  exploits  of  the 
empire.  Its  cathedral,  one  of  the  latest 
productions  of  the  art  of  the  middle 
ages,  is  built  of  brick,  like  the  houses 


which  shelter  themselves  under  its  gi- 
gantic sides.  But  this  material,  which 
in  ordinary  dwellings  appears  mean, 
produces  quite  an  opposite  effect  in 
this  immense  edifice — it  more  strikingly 
displays  the  power  and  skill  put  forth 
in  its  construction.  When  art  fashions 
enormous  piles  of  stone  into  monu- 
ments which  imitate  those  of  nature, 
we  look  upon  it  as  an  effort  of  won- 
drous power ;  but  when  this  same  art 
transforms  the  clay  which  we  trample 
under  foot  into  a  colossal  monument 
of  elegance  and  majesty,  such  as  the 
Cathedral  before  me,  it  appears  little 
short  of  a  miracle  of  supernatural  in- 
telligence ;  and  it  is  impossible  not  to 
turn  with  something  of  regret  to  those 
times  when  men,  now  consigned  to  idle 
inactivity  by  frigid  doubt,  could  raise 
structures  out  of  the  sand  cast  by  the 
waves  upon  the  shore,  which  rival  in 


•  "  De  TArt  en  AUemagne."    Par  M.  Fortoul. 
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their  majestic  height  even  the  dazzling 
snow-peaks  of  those  stupendous  moun- 
tains of  Switzerland  which  I  so  lately 
visited  with  you,  my  friends. 

The  architect  of  the  Cathedral  of 
Ulm  has  given  a  front  of  stone  to  his 
church  of  brick ;  and  in  order  to  se- 
cure all  possible  richness  to  this  facade, 
without  producing  a  disagreeable  con- 
trast with  the  rest  of  the  building,  he 
has  covered  it  from  top  to  bottom  with 
mouldings  of  the  most  perfect  elegance. 
The  eye  can  scarce  follow  to  their  en- 
tire height  these  bold  lines,  which  seem 
to  add  to  the  elevation  of  the  building. 
A  single  tower  composes  the  entire 
A*ont ;  and  although  it  has  stopped  at 
two-thirds  of  its  projected  height,  its 
effect  is  still  very  imposing.  The  porch 
is  recessed  in  its  base,  and  is  orna- 
mented with  gothic  bas-reliefs  of  the 
most  singtdar  and  naive  designs.  In 
the  interior,  we  enter  first  a  vast  por- 
tico, which  supports  the  organ-loft, 
and  looks  like  a  second  reil  hung  be- 
fore the  majesty  of  the  sanctuary  ;  but 
so  soon  as  we  advance  under  the  co- 
lumns of  this  great  compartment,  we 
behold  within  the  noble  f^ame-work 
which  they  form,  one  of  the  most  mag- 
nificent temples  ever  designed  by  Chris- 
tian art. 

Three  aisles  occupy  its  whole  breadth. 
The  nave  is  supported  by  gigantic  co- 
lumns, above  which  are  pierced  lofty 
windows.  The  profusion  of  light  dif- 
fused by  these  throughout  the  elevated 
region  of  the  vault,  increases  its  appa- 
rent distance  from  the  eye,  and  it  may 
be  said  that  the  clouds  themselves  seem 
to  canopy  this  noble  temple.  Columns 
as  lofty  as  the  piers  of  the  nave,  and, 
despite  their  immense  size,  slender  as 
the  palm-tree,  support  and  divide  the 
lateral  aisles.  Exquisite  ornaments, 
of  such  infinite  variety  that  their  forms 
are  never  repeated,  expand  around 
the  great  piers ;  on  their  shafta,  here 
and  there,  project  heads  and  flowers, 
which  bend  with  movements  of  grace 
altogether  undefinable.  An  elegant 
baptistry,  almost  lost  in  a  space  with- 
out limit,  displays  its  semicircular  form, 
sculptured  with  all  the  taste,  so  full  of 
sentiment,  which  in  every  country 
marks  the  transition  of  style  from  the 
Gothic  to  the  Renaissance.  Thus  this 
edifice,  the  size  of  which  is  colossal, 
and  its  exterior  even  heavy  from  its 
massiveness,  abounds  with  details  of 
inconooivabld  delicacy.     The   whole 


magic  of  the  building  lies  in  this  con- 
trast, continued  and  reproduced  at 
every  step. 

The  pulpit  is  unique  of  its  kind. 
Those  commonly  seen  are  covered  with 
a  canopy  of  wood,  with  which  art  has 
had  nothing  to  do.  The  most  beauti- 
ful, which  are  those  of  Flanders,  are 
carved  with  a  good  deal  of  imagination, 
but  in  very  doubtful  taste.  Generally 
they  represent  a  corner  of  the  Garden 
of  Eden,  where,  amidst  the  growing 
forms  of  visible  nature,  the  voice  of 
God  descends  upon  the  head  of  the 
first  man,  through  the  first  foliage  of 
the  vegetable  creation.  But  these  in- 
genious productions  never  bear  any 
close  relation  to  the  ancient  edifices 
which  they  adorn ;  heavy  folds  of  dra- 
pery intermingle  with  the  branches,  and 
overwhelm  them  with  a  cumbrous 
weight  of  splendour,  which  betrays  at 
once  the  false  taste  of  the  17th  cen- 
tury. The  pulpit  of  Ulm,  on  the  con- 
trary, is  of  the  same  age  and  style  as 
the  rest  of  the  edifice;  it  is  surmounted 
by  a  gothic  cap,  the  point  of  which  mea- 
sures the  entire  height  of  the  church, 
and  is  lost  in  the  vaulted  roof,  like  a 
celestial  flame  remounting  to  its  source. 
This  immense  pinnacle  is  of  the  most 
elaborate  workmanship.  The  princi- 
pal motive  of  its  decoration  is  a  little 
staircase,  which  winds  through  an 
arbour  of  trefoils,  decreasing  as  it 
ascends.  If  it  were  by  any  means 
possible  to  reach  this  insulated  stair- 
case, a  child  could  not  stand  upon  the 
lowest  step,  although  it  is  the  least 
narrow.  For  what  purpose,  then,  does  • 
it  serve  ?  Is  it  to  be  believed  that  the 
architect  had  no  motive  in  thus  sus- 
pending it  over  the  head  of  the  preach- 
er ?  May  it  not  be  that  he  prepared 
this  path  all  covered  with  flowers  for 
the  messengers  of  the  divine  will,  and 
appropriated  this  portion  of  his  church 
for  the  little  feet  of  the  angels,  who 
descended  at  the  voice  of  the  preacher, 
and  thence  hovered  over  the  heads  of 
the  people. 

Before  we  pass  the  grate  of  the  choir, 
we  find  at  the  left  corner  a  similar 
idea  reproduced,  in  a  still  richer  and 
more  complete  manner,  in  a  tabernacle 
which  merits  great  attention.  Two 
little  flights  of  stairs,  leading  to  a  niche 
destined  to  contain  the  Host^ — this  is 
the  whole  monument.  But  how  de- 
scribe the  way  in  which  it  is  treated — 
how  express  the  effect  produced  by  its 
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ornamentSj  which  shoot  upwards  like 
a  brilliant  rocket  from  the  pavement, 
even  to  the  summit  of  the  Cathedral. 

This  architectural  bijou  is  not  the 
work  of  the  architect  of  the  church — 
it  is  attributed  to  Adam  Kraft.  Who 
is  this  Adam  Kraft  ?  jou  will  ask.  His 
name,  not  to  be  found  in  any  French 
biography,  may,  however,  be  read  on 
some  admirable  bas-reliefs  in  Germany. 
He  who  bore  this  name,  unknown  to 
us,  but  glorified  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Rhine,  was  a  modest  artist,  who, 
like  all  his  cotemporaries,  called  him- 
self mason  and  stone-cutter,  was  bom 
no  one  knows  in  what  year,  adorned 
Nuremberg  with  master-works  at  the 
end  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  was 
left  by  the  nobles  of  his  native  city  to 
die  in  misery,  in  the  hospital  of  Schwa- 
bach,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth. 
He  was  a  great  sculptor — ^indubitably 
the  greatest  of  his  nation — having 
moulded  in  stone,  as  Albert  Durer 
has  traced  on  canvas,  the  ideal  of  the 
genius  of  ancient  Germany. 

The  principal  work  of  this  mason  is 
the  tabernacle  of  St.  Lawrence.  I 
shall  tell  you  of  its  wonders  if  I  ever 
visit  Nuremberg.  Now  I  will  speak 
only  of  the  tabernacle  of  Ulm,  which 
is  sufficient  to  give  the  highest  idea  of 
its  author.  The  architecture  of  this 
little  gem  is  unrivalled  in  its  airy  ele- 
gance— is  all  pierced  work — in  design 
so  flexible,  in  tracery  so  profuse,  as  to 
indicate  at  once  the  hand  of  a  sculptor, 
rather  than  that  of  an  architect.  It 
^needed  the  purest  taste  to  proportion 
this  lofty  marble  spiral,  surrounded  by 
a  thousand  open  parapets,  to  the  nar- 
row base  on  which  it  rests.  But,  what 
is  still  more  extraordinary,  are  the 
small  statues  to  which,  here  and  there, 
the  trefoils  and  pinnacles  give  place, 
and  which  appear  like  the  fragile  inha- 
bitants of  this  delicate  abode.  The 
train  of  figures  is  uninterrupted  from 
the  highest  point  of  the  spires  to  the 
last  step  of  the  stairs  which  support 
them.  The  eye  follows  this  pious 
assemblage  even  to  the  heavens,  where 
it  is  lost.  The  most  striking  feature 
of  these  statuettes  is  their  expression. 
They  are  so  profoundly  Christian, 
they  necessarily  convey  to  the  spec- 
tator the  faith  they  breathe — they 
make  him  think  on  God,  before  they 
allow  him  to  think  of  art.  Is  not  this 
the  triumph  of  art  itself?  When  we 
have  time  to  analyse  the  execution,  we 


discover  in  it  the  impress  of  the  most 
earnest,  elegant,  and  patient  labour. 
The  little  heads  of  these  little  figures 
are  modelled  with  scrupulous  care. 
Holbein,  who  is  the  successor  and  the 
heir  of  the  whole  generation  to  which 
Adam  Kraft  belongs,  has  not  a  finer 
or  more  vigorously  truthful  touch. 
Agreeably  to  the  practice  of  the  Go- 
thic school,  the  draperies  are  treated 
more  soberly  than  the  figures,  in  order 
to  give  to  these  latter  all  due  impor- 
tance, and  to  add  yet  more  to  their 
austerity. 

What  shall  I  say  of  the  distribution 
of  these  statues?  What  art  in  the 
arrangement  of  those  placed  between 
the  pillars  of  the  side  balustrades  I 
Along  the  whole  flight  of  stairs  figures 
of  monks  read  attentively  the  sacred 
books  which  contain  the  traditions  of 
the  church  —  at  the  angles  of  the 
stairs,  as  a  place  of  more  importance, 
bishops  stand  in  meditative  attitudes  ; 
they  are  already  conversant  with  the 
works  studied  by  the  monks,  and  com- 
mune more  upon  futurity  with  their 
own  souls.  This  division  typifies  the 
hierarchy  of  the  church  terrestrial. 
The  hand-rail,  which  is  carried  above 
these  figures,  is  formed  by  saints  at 
rest,  and  of  the  poor  among  the  faith- 
ful who,  at  the  close  of  day,  repose 
upon  the  faith  of  the  divine  word.  The 
sleep  of  the  j  ust  which  seals  their  eye- 
lids, imparts  a  blessed  tranquillity  to 
their  figures  ;  some  still  hold  the  staff 
with  which  they  have  made  the  long 
pilgrimage  of  life,  and  which  rests 
near  them  at  the  door  of  the  holy  taber- 
nacle. This  is  the  t^e  of  the  equality 
of  the  church  celestiiu.  In  this  small 
space,  therefore,  the  artist  has  pre- 
sented to  us,  without  apparent  effort, 
and  with  the  greatest  simplicity,  at 
once,  the  institution  as  well  as  the  dog- 
ma of  Christianity.  It  is  rarely,  ex- 
cept in  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth 
centuries,  that  art  has  known  how  to 
awaken  the  deepest  feelings  without 
the  aid  of  ostentatious  splendour.  In 
the  sixteenth.  Paganism  had  already 
made  its  way  into  the  hearts  of  the 
most  religious.  Jupiter  Tonans  reign- 
ed in  the  calmest  imaginations.  What 
thought  had  gained  in  brilliancy,  it 
had  lost  in  sentiment — the  line  had 
more  movement,  but  less  character- 
there  was  more  actual  beauty,  but  less 
of  the  life  which  irradiates  the  depths 
of  the  human  soul.     It  is  probable  I 
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shall  hare  frequently  to  recur  to  this 
ohser?ation,  so  fertile  in  consequences. 
I  am  in  a  country  where  the  fourteenth 
and  fifteenth  centuries  are  exalted 
above  all ;  it  is  by  evoking  the  memo< 
ries  of  this  period,  the  cotemporary 
artists  of  Germany  hope  to  throw  open 
the  portals  of  the  future  to  the  rising 
genius  of  their  country. 

There  are,  besides,  other  master- 
works  of  the  same  period  here.  The 
choir,  to  which  the  absence  of  side- 
chapels  gives  a  greater  severity,  is 
lighted  by  a  few  lofty  windows  opened 
at  the  end  of  the  apsis.  The  design  of 
the  stained  glass  which  adorns  them  is 
in  perfect  harmony  with  the  rest  of 
the  edifice  ;  the  figures  are  framed  in 
architectural  ornaments  of  surpassing 
richness.  The  light  in  passing  through 
this  fflass  receives  the  warmest  tints, 
and  this  light  sombre,  yet  ardent,  falls 
upon  the  stalls,  and  shews  to  the  great- 
est advantage  their  rich  browns  and 
precious  carvings.  Wood  yields  to 
the  chisel  more  easily  than  stone ;  it 
may  be  that  its  extreme  facility  of  exe- 
cution is  the  cause  of  that  disdain 
always  manifested  by  certain  schools 
for  a  material,  which  does  not  ofiFer 
sufficient  resistance  to  stimulate  ge- 
nius, or  to  perpetuate  its  impress.  Yet 
among  the  Greeks,  as  well  as  modern 
nations,  wood  has  been  highly  esteemed 
in  sacerdotal  epochs,  and  by  religious 
artists.  It  would  even  appear  to  have 
influenced  in  a  special  manner  the 
form  of  private  dwellings  and  public 
monuments,as  well  those  of  the  middle 
ages  as  of  antiquity.  I  must  now  in- 
troduce to  you  a  sculptor  still  less 
known  but  not  less  inspired  than  Adam 
Kraft,  who  confided  to  this  fragile 
material  the  purest  and  most  delicate 
forms.  His  name  is  George  Surlan. 
All  I  can  tell  you  of  him  is,  that  he 
was  born  at  Ulm,  be^un  to  carve  the 
stalls  of  the  cathedral  in  1460,  termi- 
nated his  labour,  which  is  signed  and 
dated,  in  1467»  introduced  his  own 
portrait  and  that  of  his  wife,  and  that 
they  roust  have  been  one  of  the  hand- 
somest couples  in  the  whole  Christian 
world.  The  head  of  the  artist,  full  of 
nobleness  and  thought,  had  the  aqui- 
line form,  which  is  the  general  type  of 
the  most  beautiful  oriental  races,  and 
in  Europe  ordinarily  marks  men  born 
to  command  by  their  talents  or  their 
character.  His  wife  also  shews  the 
noble  organization  which  assimiUtes 


her  to  him  but  besides  this,  in  the 
delicate  and  rather  lengthened  outline 
of  her  physiognomy  and  in  the  elegance 
of  all  her  proportions,  there  is  a  par- 
ticular grace  of  which  I  fancy  I  can 
see  the  traces  in  the  works  of  her 
husband.  With  his  younc  and  beauti- 
ful wife,  whose  features  ne  has  con- 
tinually re-produced,  with  the  feeling 
for  art  which  animated  him,  was  the 
artist  happy  ?  I  believe  it,  since  he  is 
unknown.  The  memory  of  man  has 
no  echo,  save  for  sorrow.  It  is  thus 
she  composes  history  with  the  remem- 
brance of  the  crimes  and  miseries 
which  have  desolated  the  earth.  But 
whilst  the  storms  which  she  registers 
burst  over  society,  how  many  are  the 
hearts  and  souls  who  seek  the  infinite 
in  a  life  more  calm  and  secure.  Why 
are  these  forgotten,  and  names  alone 
recorded,  which  are  great  only  by  agi- 
tating and  staining  the  earth  with  the 
blood  of  her  children? 

At  Antwerp  I  had  seen  carvings  in 
wood  of  the  greatest  interest ;  most  of 
the  churches  of  Belgium  contain,  be- 
sides their  beautiful  pulpits,  confes- 
sionals, which  are  adorned  with  statues 
and  medallions,  in  which  the  human 
form  is  treated  in  an  elevated  style. 
But  I  had  no  idea  of  such  perfection 
as  is  displayed  in  the  stalls  of  the  ca- 
thedral of  Ulm.  The  subject  of  their 
decoration  is,  to  say  the  least,  as  origi- 
nal as  the  execution  is  remarkable.  To 
adorn  the  seats  of  the  chancel  of  his 
native  town,  George  Surlan  has  com- 
posed a  biography  of  illustrious  men 
and  women,  mingling  in  this  sort  of 
apothesis  the  illustrious  names  of  Pa- 
ganism with  those  of  Christianity  with 
a  naivete,  I  should  be  inclined  to  take 
seriously,  and  which  was  not  only  an  in- 
dication of  the  advent  of  the  renaissance^ 
but  also  the  expression  of  supremacy 
which  Catholicism  sought  to  extend 
over  anterior  epochs,  as  well  as  over 
generations  to  come.  The  artist  first 
made  two  divisions  in  his  work ;  at  the 
right,  on  entering,  he  has  placed  the 
women,  at  the  left,  the  men.  In  each 
of  these  two  divisions  he  has  arranged 
three  successive  stages.  The  lowest, 
in  front  of  the  stalls,  destined  to  great 
names  of  Pagan  history;  the  second,  at 
the  back  of  the  stalls,  to  those  of  the 
Bible;  the  highest,  on  the  canopy  which 
covers  them,  consecrated  to  subjects 
from  the  New  Testament.  They  are, 
in  fact,  like  three  steps  in  the  progress 
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of  humanity.  The  charming  faces 
sculptured  on  the  right  wall  must  have 
caused  more  than  one  distraction  in 
the  thoughts  of  the  canons  placed  under 
the  fire  of  their  eyes.  In  the  front 
part  of  the  stalls  there  are  busts  of  the 
Sibyls  in  different  costumes.  One 
wears  the  high  Braban^on  cap;  ano- 
ther the  long  tresses  of  Germany ;  one 
the  Jewish  veil,  whilst  another  displays 
the  head-dress  of  Italy.  At  the  back 
are  medallions,  which  represent  those 
great  women  who  astonished  the  He- 
brew people  by  the  grandeur  of  their 
enthusiasm  or  their  courage.  Finally^ 
on  the  canopy,  surrounded  by  ara- 
besques and  open  work,  are  half-length 
figures  of  saints  and  martyrs  bearmg 
their  palms  and  crowns — enchanting 
beauties,  who  no  doubt  had  disarmed 
the  cruelty  of  their  executioners,  if 
nature  had  been  as  complaisant  to  them 
as  art.  Each  of  these  figures  has  a 
peculiar  and  appropriate  expression ; 
grace  is  the  privilege  of  all,  but  there 
are  among  them  some,  whose  smile  has 
a  purity  all  Christian,  whose  eyes  seem 
to  drop  celestial  dew. 

On  the  men's  side  of  the  choir, 
George  Surlan  has  carved  on  the  first 
stage  the  Pagan  philosophers.  He 
begins  with  Pythagoras,  playing  on  the 
guitar,  in  allusion,  no  doubt,  to  the 
mystic  harmonies  of  numbers  and 
spheres  upon  which  this  sage  founded 
his  whole  system.  Then  we  have  So- 
crates, but  not  a  likeness,  no  bust  of 
him  having  then  been  discovered.  Next 
to  him,  Cicero,  who  wears  a  turban, 
his  hand  buried  in  his  long  beard.  Then 
Terence,  who  resembles  the  Christ 
crowned  with  thorns  by  Guido  5  then 
Quintilian,  Seneca,  and  others.  After 
the  philosophers,  and  near  the  door, 
the  artist  has  placed  his  own  portrait ; 
that  of  his  wife  occupies  a  correspond- 
ing place  among  the  Sibyls.  A  t  the 
backs  of  the  stalls  which  cover  the  left 
wall,  he  has  placed  medallions  of  the 
prophets ;  the  apostles  occupy  the  ca- 
nopy. The  women's  side  is  certainly 
to  be  preferred  to  that  of  the  men,  at 
which  he  commenced  h:^  labour,  and 
on  which  he  may  be  said  to  have  first 
tried  his  skill.  I  must,  however,  con- 
fess I  have  never  seen  within  the  circle 
of  modern  sculpture  any  work  of  stone 
or  marble  more  endowed  with  immor- 
tality than  these  efforts  in  wood,  and 
I  dare  to  compare  them,  the  female 
heads  especially,  with  what  antiquity 


has  left  us,  I  do  not  say  of  her  grand- 
est, but  of  her  most  graceful  works. 

After  satisfying  myself  with  a  view 
of  this  temple,  I  hastened  to  ascend  its 
tower.  It  is  only  by  examining  the 
construction  we  can  'comprehend  the 
plan  of  an  edifice.  Moreover,  the  view 
which  we  command  from  the  top  is  not 
the  least  of  the  pleasures  which  the 
buildings  of  the  middle  ages  bestow. 
In  the  middle  of  confined  dwelling- 
houses,  and  the  common  perspectives 
of  cities,  the  cathedral  seems  to  raise 
its  lofty  head  to  give  us  the  liberty  of 
ranging  over  vast  spaces,  of  enjoying 
the  plenitude  of  the  earth  and  of  the 
heaven — an  image  of  the  infinite  scope 
opened  by  religion  to  the  human  soul. 

Generally  when,  we  first  see  a  pic- 
ture, we  turn  at  once  to  find  the  name 
inscribed  upon  it ;  but  we  are  tardy  in 
paying  the  same  honour  to  the  archi- 
tect. It  would  seem  as  if  we  fancied 
that  those  grand  temples  which  cover 
the  ground  with  their  vast  founda- 
tions,  have  cost  no  trouble,  and  have 
sprung  out  of  the  earth  of  themselves. 
In  truth,  it  is  only  after  earnest  study 
of  the  arts,  that  we  begin  to  perceive 
an  individual  character  in  these  impos- 
ing masses.  I  was  so  fortunate  as  to 
find,  underneath  a  complete  plan  of 
the  cathedral  of  Ulm,  in  the  sacristy, 
the  name  of  the  architect,  Ensiger, 
who  lived  in  the  middle  of  the  four- 
teenth century.  In  ascending  the  steps 
of  the  tower,  I  religiously  followed  out 
his  idea,  the  whole  of  which  1  had  just 
traced  on  the  paper.  By  degrees,  as 
I  mounted,  I  perceived  that  the  archi- 
tectural design  became  more  delicate, 
more  capricious,  and  more  rich.  The 
spire  with  which  the  artist  had  intend- 
ed to  finish  his  tower,  was  a  miracle  of 
lightness  and  tracery.  I  could  fancy 
I  saw  him  standing  on  his  enormous 
accumulation  of  bricks,  disembarras- 
sing himself  by  degrees  of  their  weight, 
giving  free  play  to  his  imagination, 
and  indemnifying  himself  for  the  un- 
avoidable heaviness  of  the  base  by  the 
florid  richness  of  the  summit,  increas- 
ing at  every  step.  When  I  reached 
the  top,  and  discovered  the  immense 
plain  stretching  out  on  every  side,  I 
comprehended  at  once  how,  thrown  as 
he  was,  into  a  country  without  moun- 
tains and  without  quarries,  he  had 
been  constrained ,  to  dispense  with 
nature's  assistance,  and  to  create  for 
himself  not  only  the  lines,  but  even  the 
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material  of  his  moDument.  I  could 
appreciate  then  the  inflaence  which 
the  mere  materials  must  exercise  over 
the  constructions  of  man,  in  despite  of 
his  genius.  Amid  the  monotonous 
scenery  of  the  vast  panorama  which 
lay  under  my  eyes,  a  few  interesting 
points  stood  out.  Towards  the  north, 
on  the  slope  of  a  hill,  I  was  shown  the 
abbey  of  Elchingen,  at  the  foot  of 
which  Marshal  Ney  gained  a  victory 
and  a  dukedom.  To  the  south  lies  the 
palace  of  Mechilsberg,  a  severe-looking 
building,  which  belongs  to  the  King  of 
Wurtemberg.  To  the  east,  with  the 
help  of  a  glass,  I  distinguished,  in  the 
direction  of  Lake  Constance,  the 
heights  of  Hohenstanfen,  whence  de- 
scended a  whole  race  of  emperors.  In 
other  days,  when  I  traversed  the  Lake 
of  the  Four  Cantons,  the  donjon  which 
had  witnessed  the  birth  of  the  house  of 
Habshourgh,  was  pointed  out  to  me  on 
the  shore  of  the  Gulf  of  Kussnacht. 
Strange  that  these  two  great  families, 
the  most  powerful  which  have  governed 
Germany  and  the  world,  should  have 
sprung  from  the  borders  of  these  two 
lakes,  and  the  foot  of  these  grand 
mountains.  Their  ambition  was  kindled 
on  the  spot  where  the  most  aspiring 
has  been  extinguished !  Animated  by 
the  energy  they  drew  from  the  virgin 
bosom  of  this  wild  nature,  those  indo- 
mitable beings  went  forth  to  unfold  in 
the  face  of  God  designs  which  con- 
founded with  amazement  and  fear,  men 
bred  up  in  the  heavy  and  enervating 
air  of  cities. 

I  read  upon  the  platform  of  this  un- 
finished tower  an  inscription,  which 
tells  that,  in  the  ^ear  1492,  the  Em- 
peror Maximilian  mspected  the  cathe- 
dral from  top  to  bottom,  when  it  had 
scarce  reached  its  present  elevation. 
This  prince,  whom  Goethe  has  so  well 
represented  in  his  "Gcetz  von  Berlichin- 
gen,"  opened  a  new  era  in  Germany : 
it  was  he  who  restored  to  the  empire 
some  of  that  unity,  of  which  the  feudal 
system  had  by  degrees  relaxed  all  the 
springs;  it  was  he  who  transmitted  to 
Charles  V.  those  vast  plans  of  univer- 
sal domination  for  which  the  latter  has 
received  all  the  glory.  Like  his  grand- 
son, Maximilian  passed  his  life  in  con- 
tmual  agitations,  injournies  without 
end  from  one  extremity  to  another  of 
his  Y%Jbt  possessions,  seeing  with  his 
own  eyes,  watching  every  where  the 
progress  of  the  arts,  the  administration 


of  the  laws,  and  the  immense  affairs  ot 
his  people,  carrying  on  at  the  same 
time  an  almost  continual  war  in  Flan- 
ders and  Italy,  and  forming,  even  in 
the  infancy  of  the  prosperity  of  the 
house  of  Austria,  projects  even  more 
audacious  than  all  the  great  success  of 
this  family  has  given  birth  to  in  after 
times.  His  reign  marks  the  zenith  of 
ancient  German  art :  it  witnessed  the 
glory  of  Hemling  in  the  Low  Coun- 
tries,  of  Albert  Durer,  Adam  Kraft,  and 
PeterVisher,  in  Franconia.  The  cathe- 
dral of  Ulm,  begun  towards  the  middle 
of  the  fourteenth  century,  remained 
unfinished  at  the  end  of  the  fifteenth. 
At  this  period  it  was  that  Maximilian, 
standing  upon  its  summit,  threw  a 
sovereign  eye  over  the  provinces  of 
Swabia,  where  he  had  re-established 
with  so  much  care  the  supreme  autho- 
rity of  the  empire.  On  beholding  those 
immense  and  tranquil  plains  spread 
out  at  his  feet,  he,  no  doubt,  proudly 
thought  on  the  dream  of  his  life,  and 
figured  to  himself  that  in  a  near  future 
the  whole  empire  of  Germany,  sub- 
missive to  one  law,  subject  to  one  will, 
should  irrevocably  bow  the  head  be- 
neath the  yoke  of  imperial  majesty. 
Yet,  beforer  his  death,  he  had  beard 
the  name  of  Luther,  at  whose  eloquent 
voice  the  revivified  chimera  of  the 
Holy  Roman  Empire  was  strangled  in 
its  birth,  and  despite  the  omnipotence 
of  his  successor,  this  beautiful  cathe- 
dral, which  Catholicism  had  raised  at 
such  expense,  was  invaded  and  con- 
quered by  the  new  heresy.  Luther, 
who  divided  the  empire,  reigns  to-day 
where  Maximilian  dreamed  of  its  con- 
solidation. Scarcely  had  the  portals 
been  thrown  open,  when  the  Reforma- 
tion seized  upon  them,  and  still  it  keeps 
them  shut.  The  deity  of  the  temple 
has  departed  out  of  it — why  seek  him 
still  in  the  places  he  has  abandoned  ? 
Pilgrims  who  seek  the  remains  of  art, 
alone  ask  to  visit  it ;  but  it  is  not  to 
adore  God,  but  to  admire  the  genius 
of  man,  they  pass  over  this  deserted 
threshold.  One  day  in  the  week,  it 
is  true,  the  crowd  still  come  to  pray  in 
the  lofty  nave ;  but  they  kneel  before 
an  empty  tabernacle — they  no  longer 
see  a  cloud  of  incense  float  through  the 
vaulted  roof.  But  one  object  in  the 
church  corresponds  still  with  the  wor- 
ship professed  in  it — the  cold  slabs  of 
stone  which  cover  the  tombs  of  their 


ancestors. 
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LAYS   OF    MANY   LANDS. 
(fROH  the  GERMAN.) 


The  clouds  are  dark^  and  the  winds  are  wailing ; 

The  sky  is  deserted  of  moon  and  star. 
It  is  the  hour  when  The  Ship  goeth  sailing 

Along  the  dusk  ocean  fast  and  far. 
That  lone  Ship,  steered  hy  a  viewless  hand« 

And  pauseless  on  her  path. 
No  storm  shall  wreck ;  she  shall  reach  the  strand 

Unharmed  by  the  elements*  wrath. 


Far  out  in  the  offing,  where,  on  the  billows. 

The  winds  are  dumb,  and  the  stilled  air  dies. 
Arises  a  barren  rock,  and  pillows 

Its  naked  head  amid  burning  skies. 
There  nothing  bloometh  of  green  or  soft ; 

No  blithe  bird  nestles  there  ; 
The  eagle  alone,  from  his  throne  aloft. 

Reigns  over  a  desart  bare. 


Yet,  there  sleeps  He  who  was  Europe's  Lord, 

Her  King,  her  Hero,  her  Man  of  Doom,* 
And  his  head-gear,  golden  soeptre,  and  sword. 

Lie  noteless  on  his  forsaken  tomb. 
No  voice  bewails  the  Illustrious  Dead ; 

It  is  silentless  all  and  Dearth, 
It  is  ghastly  Gloom  round  the  last  low  bed 

Of  the  mightiest  spirit  of  Earth ! 


And  the  moons  roll  round,  and  the  seasons  duly. 

And  stark  the  Emperor  lieth  alway. 
Till  again  in  its  course  refalleth  newly 

The  stormful  night  of  the  Fifth  of  May. 
Amiddle  that  black  and  dolorous  night 

He  passed  from  this  world  of  strife. 
And,  when  it  returns,  in  the  swift  year's  flight. 

He  awakes  for  a  while  to  Life. 


And  now,  as  the  conquered  gale  is  dying, 
The  Ship  approaches  in  phantom-show, 

A  spectre-flag  at  her  mast-nead  flying 
Of  golden  bees  on  a  field  of  snow. 


*  It  is  matter  of  history,  that  Napoleon  frequently  designated  himself  <*  V  homme 
du  deBtiuP 
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And  the  King  embark s>  in  the  moonlight  blue. 

And  away  she  hies  as  a  bird. 
Without  a  pilot,  without  a  crew. 

And  with  sails  all  wind-unstirred. 


He  paces  her  deck,  that  Hero  of  story, 

And  looks  abroad  through  the  desert  night. 
His  thoughts  fly  back  to  his  years  of  glory  ; 

His  eyes  rekindle  with  living  light. 
And  on  She  speeds  to  the  ancient  shore 

Of  History  and  Romance — 
And  the  Hero's  heart  leaps  up  once  more — 

He  knows  his  belovM  France  I 

VI. 

Again  he  treadeth  her  soil,  which  trembles 

Beneath  the  feet  of  the  Genius  of  War  ; 
But,  how  changed  seems  all  1     The  land  resembles 

The  wreck,  the  shell  of  a  burnt-out  star  I 
He  seeketh  her  cities,  but  findeth  none — 

He  looks  for  her  armies  in  vain — 
They  flourished,  they  lived,  but  under  the  sun 

Of  his  resplendent  reign  ! 


He  seeks  the  Throne  that  he  won  by  Conquest — 

'Tis  trod  into  dust  with  the  things  that  were. 
France  knows  it  no  more  !  Yet  still  hath  he  one  quest — 

The  Father  looks  round  for  his  Royal  Heir — 
He  calls  aloud  for  the  Boy  whose  birth 

Was  hailed  as  the  Hope  of  the  Age — 
Alas  I  his  life  is  outblotted  from  Earth, 

His  name  from  History's  page ! 


''  All,  all  are  gone  !*'  cries  the  Desolate-hearted — 

"  My  glory,  my  people,  my  son,  my  crown  I 
Oh,  how  are  the  days  of  my  power  departed  I 

How  lost  is  the  nation  I  raised  to  renown  1 
My  house  and  my  hopes  alike  lie  prone 

In  an  all-engulphing  Grave— 
A  slave  sits  now  upon  Csasar's  throne. 

And  CsBsar  hath  sunk  to  a  slave  1" 


Wiintlm  Cell. 

(from  the  SWISS.) 


"  Father !  what  path  is  it  here  thou  explorest  ? 
Why  since  the  midnight  thus  roam  we  the  forest  ?"— 
— '*  Hush,  foolish  boy !     Need  I  teach  thee  that  none  rise 
Earlier  than  they  who  would  hunt  before  sunrise  ?** 


*'  Father,  my  father ! — thou  raisest  my  wonder ! 
Sprang  not  a  stag  from  the  green  thicket  yonder  ?" — 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  177.  X 
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— "  Silence^  my  son  I     Let  the  stag'seek  his  ccrrer— 
Other  prey  chase  I  ere  morning  be  over  1" 

in. 
"  Look,  father,  look  I  The  copse  is  now  so  narrow  1 
O I  what  a  mark  were  yon  fawn  for  thine  arrow  1"— 
— *'  Boy,  thou  yet  knowest  me  not  I  Let  the  fawn  pass  I 
Better  blood  drinketh  mine  arrow  ere  dawn  pass  I" 

IV. 

"  Father,  glance  round  thee !     Glance  upward,  O,  father  I 
Rain-drops  fall  heavy,  and  thunder-clouds  gather  1" — 

**  Son  1  amid  earthquake,  and  thunder,  and  lightning, 

Learn  thou  to  stand  with  a  hope  ever  brightening  I" 


"  Look,  my  dear  father  1  Herr  Percy,  the  Bailey  I 
Rides  he  not  hitherward  bravely  and  gaily?" — 
— "  Hal  the  grand  villain  I  ...  Now,  caitiff  Herr  Percy, 
Bless  the  good  God  if  He  shew  thy  soul  mercy  !** 

VI. 

*'  Heavens,  father  1 — see  1     The  sharp  shaft  lies  imbedded 
Deep  in  the  breast  of  the  man  we  all  dreaded  !*' — 
^-"  MaUf  my  son  ?     All  are  not  Men  whom  we  call  \ 
This  was — a  Blood-hound,  and^Spaniel- whelp  also  T' 


Clie  l9elCbetan(e  o(  Count  (Srttartnos^. 

(from  the  SPANISH.) 

ni  fared  ye,  gallant  Frenchmen,  on  Roncesvalles'  plain ! 

There  your  Emperor  lost  his  glory,  and  his  Paladins*  were  slain. 

And  Admiral  Count  Guarinos  was  captured  in  the  fight ; 

Seven  Moorish  Monarchs  all  made  prize  of  that  renowned  Knight, 

Seven  Moorish  Monarchs  all  cast  lots  for  that  redoubted  Knight, 

And  the  winner  was  a  mighty  King ;   Marlotez  was  he  bight. 

Him  valued  more  Marlotez  than  all  Arabia's  wealth. 

And  thus  he  blandly  spake  him,  "  To  Don  Guarinos  health  I 

By  Allah,  valiant  Knight,  but  in  bonds  thou  must  not  pine  I 

Become  a  Moslem  of  the  Moors,  and  all  I  have  is  thine. 

My  daughters  twain,  O  Pride  of  Spain !  shall  own  thee  Lord  for  life. 

And  one  shall  weave  thee  &hawls  and  shoon,  and  one  shall  be  thy  wife  ; 

And  as  a  marriage -dower  that  may  be  worthy  them  and  thee, 

Chuse  thou  the  richest -lands  and  towns  in  all  Alarabee." 

But  Count  Guarinos  answered,  "  Now,  God's  protecting  grace 

And  the  Holy  Virgin  save  me  from  apostacy  so  base ! 

I  worship  Christ  my  Saviour,  and  curse  thy  false  Mahound  ; 

Moreo'er,  I  have  a  bride  in  France,  to  whom  I  hold  me  bound."— 

Thereon  the  King  waxed  wroth,  and  he  had  Guarinos  cast 

Down  deep  into  a  dungeon,  and  chained  with  fetters  fast, 

Seven  hundred  weight  of  iron,  which  left  hira  ill  at  ease. 

While  slimy  stagnant  waters  rose  up  ayond  his  knees. 

Thence  thrice  a  year  for  sport  and  cheer  to  the  Paynim  rabble-rout 

With  buffetings  and  mocking  taunts  his  captor  dragged  him  out, 


*  The  twelve  peers  of  France. 
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And  the  days  whereon  this  noble  Kniffht  must  brook  such  bitter  soom 
Were  Christmas-feast>  and  Whitsuntide^  and  the  holy  Easter  morn. 

A  weary  time,  a  dreary  time,  I  wot,  was  his  alway. 

Till  after  five  long  years  rose  bright  San  Juan's  festal  Day, 

When  the  Moslem  people  strew  the  ways  with  myrtle  bought  and  leaves. 

But  the  Christians  all  with  cypress,  as  the  greenest  tree  that  grieves. 

There  was  tilting  from  the  morning  dawn  among  the  Moorish  train. 

And  King  Marlotez  reared  aloft  a  target  on  the  plain  ; 

A  blank  round  glittering  shield  it  was,  like  the  sun  amid  the  skies. 

And  whoso  struck  it  down  to  earth  he  won  the  Victor's  prize. 

But  no  skilled  hand  in  all  the  land  might  speed  a  shaft  so  far — 

''  As  well  have  aimed,"  they  all  exclaimed,  "  at  Mihry  the  morning-star  I*' 

Hereat  was  roused  Marlotez'  wrath — he  started  to  his  feet — 

No  child,  he  swore,  should  suckle  more«  no  man  buy  bread  to  eat. 

There  should  be  fear  afar  and  near,  there  should  be  dool  and  dearth. 

Until  some  warrior's  arm  laid  low  the  target  on  the  earth. 

The  tumult  and  the  shouting  reached  at  last  Guarinos'  ear— 

"  How  now  I"  he  cried,  "  Comes  Christmas-tide  so  early  in  the  year  ? 

Or  doth  Marlotez's  daughter  wed  some  Bey  of  high  degree, 

Some  Arab  Lord  ? — a  meeter  spouse  than  once  she  missed  in  me — 

O,  help  me  Christ  and  Mary  now  I     My  soul  is  sore  distrest  I 

Would  God  in  Heaven  I  might  but  learn  at  once  the  worst  or  best  1" 

This  heard  the  Moorish  gaoler,  who  stood  on  ward  outside. 

And  thus  he  spake,  **  In  June,  1  trow,  falls  not  thy  Christmas-tide, 

Nor  doth  Marl6tez'  daughter  wed  a  Bey  of  high  degree. 

Or  find  in  Alarabian  Lord  the  spouse  she  missed  in  thee. 

This  day  hath  King  Marlotez  reared  a  target-shield  on  high, 

And  infant  may  not  suckle  breast,  nor  man  get  bread  to  buy. 

There  shall  be  fear  afar  and  near,  there  shall  be  dool  and  dearth. 

Until  some  skilful  marksman  bring  that  target  down  to  earth." 

Then  groaned  the  brave  Guarinos,  and  he  struck  his  brow^  and  cried— 

**  O  I  might  I  mount  my  fiery  steed,  so  long  to  me  denied. 

And  might  I  don  my  cuirass  bright,  and  couch  my  lance  again. 

Full  soon,  I  ween,  that  shield  should  roll  on  Roncesvalles'  plain  1" 

"  Now,  sooth  to  speak,"  the  gaoler  said,  "  a  Knight  in  soul  thou  artl 

But  five  long  years  of  durance  vile  have  lost  thee  hand  and  heart. 

Thine  arm  is  weak,  thy  face  is  wan ;  Death's  mist  already  dims 

Thy  sunken  eye,  and  thine  irons  lie  like  mountains  on  thy  limbs. 

Yet,  since  thou  wilt, — behold  1  I  bear  thy  cartel  to  the  king — 

Perchance  he  may  invite  thee  yet  within  the  tourney-ring  1* 

Then  away  the  gaoler  hastens,  and  at  Marlotez*  knee 

Down-bending  low,  he  speaketh  so, — "  O,  Sun  of  Arabee, 

O,  Star  of  Spain,  long  last  thy  reign  I     My  captive  craves  a  boon — 

He  lies,  thou  knowest,  in  iron  bands  now  many  a  weary  moon ; 

Yet,  an'  thou  grant  him, — thus  he  vaunts^ — his  cuirass^  lance,  and  steed, 

Yon  glittering  shield  anon  shall  roll  o'erthrown  upon  the  mead  I"* 

With  jeering  laugh  Marlotez  to  this  made  loud  reply — 

«  By  Allah,  that  is  gallant,  now !     I  fain  would  see  him  try  I 

Go,  thou,  and  give  him  all  he  asks,  but  in  sooth  it  doubts  me  mUch 

If  in  lieu  of  wielding  lance  he  come  not  leaning  on  his  crutch  I" 

The  steed  was  sought,  the  cuirass  brought ;  Guarinos  grasped  his  lance— i 

"  Now,  God  and  Mary  aid  me  for  the  name  and  fame  of  France  1" 

So  saying,  and  so  praying,  he  dashed  amid  the  throng, 

Marlotez  marvelling  much  the  while  to  see  him  still  so  strong. 

He  sped  his  sharp  lance  upward,  and  the  target,  cloven  in  twain. 

Came  down  with  clangorous  clash,  and  fell  on  either  side  the  plain. 

Then  on  the  horde  of  Moors  with  sword  outdrawn  he  fiercely  rushed. 

And  some  he  slew,  and  othersome  his  charger  trod  and  crushed. 
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It  was  a  sight  to  see,  how,  with  more  than  giant  might. 

He  smote  them  down  by  hundreds,  or  drave  them  far  in  flight. 

Then  galloped  he  away,  away,  o'er  the  country  far  and  fast. 

And  left  Marl6tez  gazing,  with  wonder  all  aghast. 

Now,  thus  did  Count  Guarinos  escape  from  bonds  and  bale, 

And  much  was  France  rejoiced  to  see  her  Knight  of  Knights  one  more. 

I  have  pemied,  pe;:chanoe,  in  too  rude  rhymes,  this  world-renowned  tale. 

Bat  all  the  events  therem,  I  trow,  ye  have  heard  of  oft  before. 


(JKOU  THE  UlISU.) 


Oil  I  lay  aside  the  flax,  and  put  away  the  wheel. 
And  sing  with  me,  but  not  in  gladness— 

The  heart  that's  in  my  breast  is  like  to  break  with  sadness- 
God,  God  alone  knows  what  I  feel ! 


There's  a  lone,  a  vacant  place  beside  the  cheerless  hearth, 

A  spot  my  eyes  are  straining  after — 
Oh  I  never  more  from  thence  wUl  ring  my  boy's  light  laughter. 

The  outgushing  of  his  young  heart's  mirth  I 

III. 

No  more  will  his  hands  clasp  the  cross  before  the  shrine 

Of  Christ's  immaculate  Virgin  Mother  1 
Never,  oh  I  never  more  will  he  pour  forth  another 

Prayer  for  himself,  or  me,  or  mine  ! 


The  young  men  on  the  mountain  sides  will  miss — miss  long. 

The  fleetest  hiirler  of  their  number. 
Powerless,  alas  I  to-night  in  Death's  unbroken  slumber. 

Lies  he,  the  Lithe  of  Limb,  the  Strong ! 


Oh  I  raise  the  keen,  young  women,  o'er  my  darling's  grave — 
Oh  !  kneel  in  prayer  o'er  his  low  -dwelling  ; 

At  break  of  day  this  morn  there  knelt  his  mother,  telling 
Her  beads  for  him  she  could  not  save ! 


Oh  I  plant,  young  men,  the  shamrock  near  my  darling's  head. 

And  raise  the  hardy  fir-tree  over 
The  spot :  the  strange  wayfarer  then  will  know  they  cover 

My  Oweneen's  dark  burial-bed  I 


Heard  ye  not,  yestereven,  the  Banshee  deplore 
His  death  on  heath-clad  Killenv alien  ? 

"  Ul^lalu !"  she  cried,  "  A  green  young  oak  is  fallen. 
For  Owen  Reilly  lives  no  more  I" 
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There  stands  a  lone  grey  hazel-tree  in  Glen-na-ree, 
Whose  green  leaves  but  bud  forth,  and  wither. 

I  sigh  and  groan  as  often  as  I  wander  thither. 
For  I  am  like  that  lone  grey  tree ! 


My  four  beloved  sons,  where  are  they  ?    Have  they  not 

Left  me  a  wreck  here  all  as  lonely  ? 
They  withered  and  they  died  I     T,  their  old  mother,  only 

Remain  to  weep  and  wail  my  lot ! 


But  I  will  follow  them  now  soon  ;  for  oft  amid 

The  storm  I  hear  their  voices  calling, 
"  Come  home  V* — and  in  my  dreams  I  see  the  cold  clay  falling 

Heavily  on  my  coffin-lid  I 

XI. 

When  the  dark  night  films  o*er  my  eyes,  oh  1  let  me  be 

Laid  out  by  Aileen  Bawn  Devany ; 
And  let  the  lights  around  me  at  my  wake  be  as  many 

As  the  white  hairs  yet  left  to  me ! 


See  that  the  tall  white  slender  gowans  blow  and  bloom 
In  the  grass  round  my  head-stone  brightly  ; 

I  would  not  have  the  little  orphan  daisy  nightly 
Mourning  in  solitude  and  gloom  1 


Let  there  be  shrieking  on  the  hill  and  in  the  glen. 
Throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  Galway's 

Green  land  I     Kathleen  Dubh  Reilly  has  herself  been  always 
The  Queen  of  Reeners :  mourn  her,  then ! 


Lights  will  be  seen  to  dance  along  Carn  Corra*s  height. 

And  through  the  burial-field  ;  but  follow 
Them  not,  young  men  and  women  I  for,  o*er  hill  and  hollow. 

They  will  but  lure  to  Death  and  Night  I 

XV. 

But,  come  ye  to  my  grave  when,  in  the  days  of  May, 

The  gladsome  sun  and  skies  grow  warmer. 
And  say,  *'  Here  sleeps  Kathleen,  where  tempest  cannot  harm  her. 

Soft  be  her  narrow  bed  of  clay  !'* 


And  count  your  beads,  and  pray,  **  Rest  her  poor  soul,  oh,  God  I 

She  willed  no  ill  to  breathing  mortal — 
Grant  her,  then.  Thou,  a  place  within  Heaven*s  blessed  portal. 

Now  that  her  bones  lie  in  the  sod  I" 
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jg^n  d  1 1  0. 

(fEOM  the  DANISH.) 


Max  Kandric  hied  him  to  Borg  Dronnthayr^ 
Max  Kandric  wooed  a  damosel  fair^ 
Oswilda  of  the  rook-hlack  hair. 

*'Jgo  to  the  wedding  1"  cried  Snorro. 


Max  fetched  her  forth,  his  hlack-haired  hride> 
He  fetched  her  forth  in  the  red  eventide. 
A  score  of  bold  Ridders  rode  by  her  side— 
"  Whom  /ride  with  I"  said  Snorro. 


They  quaffed  the  mead  at  the  wedding-feast. 
Till  the  ruddy  Fire-god  rose  in  the  east. 
"  Who  spares  the  foaming  horn  in  the  least 
Is  no  maid*s  man  \"  cried  Snorro* 


The  bride's  room-door  it  was  triple-barred. 
No  Ridder  could  strike  aside  its  ffuard. 
"  By  Thor  1"  cried  all,  "  but  this  is  hard  !"— 
**  Make  way  for  a  sledger  1"  said  Snorro. 


He  wrenched  away  the  bolting-pin. 
He  triple-barred  the  door  within. 
''  She  is  mine,  I  trow,  to  woo  and  to  win. 
As  well  as  another's  1"  quoth  Snorro. 


When  the  Ridders  told  this  tale  to  Mas 
His  wrath  blazed  up  like  flaming  flax, 
And  he  grasped  his  shield,  and  he  grasped  his 
**  So  1     Batter  thy  best  !**  laughed  Snorro. 

vn. 

"  Thou  caitiff!  thou  basest  of  guests  and  foes  1 
Quick  I     Open  the  door,  ere  it  sways  to  my  blows  1 
By  Baldur,  TU  cast  thy  corpse  to  the  crows  V* 
— **  To-morrow— or  now  ?"— asked  Snorro. 


He  smote  with  the  axe,  he  struck  with  the  shieldy 
But  the  thiok-bossed  iron  it  never  mought  yield. 
'*  Thine  elbow-room  ofi  this  mellay-field 
Is  not  over-ample !"  sneered  Snorro. 

IX. 

— "  Whose  battle-sword  won  the  damoseVs  ring  ? 
Wretch,  thine  or  mine  ?     Do  this  foul  thing. 
And  I  drag  thee  at  noon  before  the  Ring!" 
— <<  Ho  1  ho  1— Do  that !"  snorted  Snorro. 
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Max  Kandric  he  rode»  with  fire  in  his  brain. 
At  Ae  noontide  hour  over  UUthur's  plain  ; 
And  a  soore  bold  Bidders  rode  in  his  train. 
"  Whom  /ride  with !"  cried  Snorro. 

XI. 

— *''  Sir  King,  I  crave  a  boon  at  thy  hands  I 
A  rank,  foal  stain  on  his  honour  brands 
The  Kidder  Snorro — and  here  he  stands  I**— 
— **  Six  feet  and  an  inch  1'*  quoth  Snorro. 

xn. 

— **  We  sat  at  my  wedding-feast  till  morn. 
When  Snorro,  who  pledged  me,  horn  to  horn. 
Bore  off  the  bride,  and  left  me  lorn  1" 

— ."  rU  finish  the  tale  I"  quoth  Snorro. 


"  Her  tyrant  father  pawned  her  hand 
To  Kandric  here  for  gold  and  land. 
All  vows  but  Love's  are  written  in  sand  I 
How  sayest,  Sir  King  ?"  quoth  Snorro. 


^.'<  Because  both  knights  have  loved  her  long. 
And  for  two  to  wed  one  were  a  shameful  wrong. 
Be  the  bridegroom's  right  on  the  side  of  the  Strong!*' 
— **  That's  where  the  horse  kicks  I"  quoth  Snorro. 


The  lists  were  cleared :  Knight  fronted  Knight ; 
'Twas  axe  against  axe  in  the  deadly  fight. 
Now  Odin  and  Hilda  sustain  the  Right ! 
They  fought,  and  down  rolled  Snorro  1 

XVI. 

And  Kandric's  horse,  as  his  foe  lay  prone. 
Clave  open  with  hoof  his  shoulder-bone. 
'^  Ha  I"  Kandrick  cried  in  a  scoffing  tone, 

^  Thafs  where  the  horse  kicks,  though,  Snorro  1" 

XVII. 

But  up  leapt  Snorro,  and  found  his  feet — 
*'  Thor's  curse  on  him  who  shall  first  retreat  1"— > 
He  struck  Max  dead  from  steed  and  seat, — 
''  For  Man  has  two  arms  l"4uoth  Snorro ! 

xvin. 

**  And  now  for  Oswilda  I     Where  doth  she  bide  ?" 
Then  out  spake  the  King,  "  The  world  is  wide — 
**  Forth,  Snorro,  and  seek  thee  a  faithfuller  bride  I 
This  hates  thee  like  Hell,  O  Snorro  I" 

XIX. 

And  out  spake  the  bride,  "  I  hate  thee  like  Hell ; 
With  my  Lord  the  King  will  I  henceforth  dwell. 
The  Ridder  thou  slewest  I  loved  not  well. 
But  thee  I  abhor,  O  Snorro  I" 
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XX. 

Then  Snorro  fell  with  his  face  to  the  ground. 
He  stirred  not»  he  spake  not>  he  looked  not  roundi 
Bat  the  soul  forsook  him  without  a  sound. 
So  dark  was  tiie  death  of  Snorro  I 


4Ci)t  €sA^u^txib^  of  ^t  I9en(ss* 

(from  THB   FRENCH.) 


**  Wandering,  amid  these  caverns^  backwards  to  the  times 

Of  Clevis  and  Clothaire,  when  Frenchmen  loved  and  hJated 
With  souls  of  living  fire,  and  Might  was  all  in  all, 
I  see,  in  History's  tome,  ten  thousand  crimson  crimes ; 
But  none  of  a  dye  deeper  than  have  desecrated 
Thy  vaults,  thou  Golgotha  of  Gaul  I 


**  Monarch  of  mine  own  mind,  asking  no  boon  of  Power, 

Courting  the  smiles  of  none, — fortuneless,  yet  not  cheerless. 
But  blest  in  that  Content  which  Wealth  so  rarely  brings 
I  cast  my  free  thoughts  forth  to  live  their  fleeting  hour. 

Zealous  alone  that  they  speak  Truth  in  language  fearless 
Alike  of  Peoples  and  of  Kings." 


**  Goodl"  cried  a  swarth-faced  stranger  near  me,  bent  with  Age ; 
**  The  words  thou  utterest,  friend,  seem  to  me  wise  and  weighty. 
Thanks  to  the  thirty  thousand  Gods,  whose  changeless  Will 
Governs  this  world  of  ours,  that  I  meet  such  a  sage 

Here,  where  in  one  week  more  I  close  a  life  of  eighty 
Winters  of  mingled  Good  and  111  !*' 


«  Whence  art  thou  ?"  I  inquired.     «*  The  world,"  he  spake,  *'  is  wide 
And  uniform !     Sand,  grass,  mountain,  and  plain,  and  citv, 

Weary  the  traveller's  eye ;  but,  if  thou  fain  wouldst  Know, 
I  come  from  Egypt's  shore,  where  from  the  elder  time 
Men  have  learned  not  alone  to  study  Man,  but  pity 
Him,  as  a  being  doomed  to  Woe  1 


'<  They  kill  their  enemies — true  I  but  deify  their  Kings 

In  my  land," — so  the  Old  Man  went  on — *'  France,  too,  hath  glorious 
Memories,  my  father  told  me,  of  her  bygone  Great  1 
Show  me  the  tombs  of  those  whom  thy  land's  Poesy  sings !" 
Thou  hesitatest,  son  I     Were  the  task  too  laborious  ?"— 
**  All,  stranger — all  are  desolate  1" 


*'  Ah,  so  I     I  understand  I     You  Frenchmen  burn  the  bones 
Of  Kings  to  save  their  souls !     But  surely  some  inurner 
Of  royal  dust  hath  saved  the  relics  of  a  few. 
Have  your  First  Francis,  your  Fourth  Henry — they  whose  thrones 

Still  daze  men's  eyes — no  monuments  ?" — "  Ask  the  charcoal-burner 
Who  lived  in  Seventeen  Ninety-two  I 
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TII. 

**  Stranger !  'twas  a  Man-blasting,  God-accusing  time. 
That  Ninety- two  !     A  God-and- Man-exalting  era 

No  less  I     Oar  guns  fell  short  of  nitre,  and  we  caused 
The  Dead  to  yield  it  up  to  them  I     A  ghastly  crime 
No  doubt ;  but  every  nation  bows  to  some  chimera. 
France  worships  Glory !" — Here  I  paused. 

VIII. 

— **  France  ?     Nitre  ?     Glory- worship  ?     What  I     Thy  countrymen 
Rifled  their  fathers'  tombs  for  murder-weapons  ?     Frenchmen 

Compelled  the  Dead  to  slay  the  Living?" — "  It  was  thus  I" 

— **  Most  horrible  I     New  Zealand  cannibals  in  their  den 

Could  scarce  do  more  I     The  King  of  Dahomey's  bloody  henchmen 
Would  shrink  from  aught  so  barbarous  1" 

IX. 

— "  Thou  dost  not  own  the  Prophet  ?" — «*  No !     Mine  is  a  far 
More  ancient  creed  than  his :  I  honour,  without  fearing, 
A  multitude  of  Gods,  and  thine  among  the  rest. 
Conscience  hath  been  my  guide,  Virtue  my  polar  star. 

Through  my  life's  pilgrimage.     Glad  thought,  now,  when  I  am  nearing 
The  habitations  of  the  Blest  I 

X. 

**  You  Frenchmen  have  weak  eyes  1     The  light  that  Jesus  Christ 
Shed  on  the  world — and  no  man  worships  more  than  I  do 
That  first  of  Gods  and  Men — dazes  your  infant  sight  I 
Oh,  yes  t  your  souls  are  dead, — else  had  His  words  sufBced 
To  enkindle  them;  and  Paris,  now,  like  Tyre  and  Sido, 
Damned — could  rule  Earth  with  giant  might ! 

XI. 

**  These  words  are  bitter,  son  I*' — "  Father,  they  burn  like  fire  I 

Spare  me,  I  would  conjure  thee  I" — "  Ah  1  whene'er  Truth  Ifaalj^ 
Through  certain  minds,  it  always  burns  I    Canst  Jthou  defend 
A  people  of  regicides — a  race  that  in  blind  ire 

Decapitate  their  sovereigns,  and  destroy  their  ashes  ?" — 
— "  But  1  was  born  in  France,  my  friend  1" 


— **  Blush  for  thy  country,  then  I"     The  Egyptian  moved  away 
And  disappeared.     Night's  shades  were  gathering  darkly  over 
The  grey  walls  of  Saint  Denis*.     With  sadness  in  my  soul 
I  also  left  the  spot.     Oh,  France  1  France !  hath  Decay 
Rotted  thy  heart  indeed,  or  wilt  thou  yet  discover 
That  God's  Truth  is  thine  ultimate  goal  ? 


(from   the    PERSIAN   OF   DJAHEELAH.) 


"  Merchant !  I  have  lost  the  bright  and  beauteous 

•  Jewelled  shawl  thou  soldest  me  so  lately." 
— -"  Art,  my  lord,  is  in  these  days  a  duteous 
And  withal'a  most  industrious  handmaid. 
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One  so  rich  as  thou  may  have  a  greatly 
Finer  shawl^  believe  me^  at  command  made." 
— **  Thanks,  good  Merchant  I     Make  me^  theD>  I  pray  thee> 
A  much  finer  shawl,  and  I  will  pay  thee  T' 


*'  Architect  I  my  handsome  countrv  villa 

Yesterday  took  fire,  and  nought  could  save  it. 
It  now  lies  a  ruin !" — '*  Allah-el-ulah  1 
Fire,  like  Air,  will  find  or  force  expansion — 

Fire  must  burn,  and  woodwork  may  not  brave  it  I 
But — m  build  thee  a  far  handsomer  mansion." 
— *'  Thanks,  ^ood  Architect  I     The  cost  mav  make  me 
Poorer,  but,  Inshallah  I  'twill  not  break  me. 

III. 

**  Boatman !  I  have  dropped  a  golden  casket 

Of  rich  pearls  (my  whole  wealth)  in  this  river. 
I  shall  die  !"— "  Not  so  1     Take  up  a  basket, 
And  hawk  figs  I     The  river  hath  bereft  thee 

But  of  rubbish.     Thank  the  Bounteous  Giver 
Of  all  Good  that  Health  and  Hope  are  left  thee. 
And  be  calm  I'* — "  Well,  Boatman,  thou  advisest  I** 
Action,  Action,  is  in  all  states  wisest !" 

IV. 

'<  Hakim !     All  thy  skill  proves  unavailing— 

Lo  1  he  dies  1     My  charming  boy  hatn  perished  I*'«- 
«<  Be  consoled,  my  friend,  and  cease  thy  wailing — 
This  dear  youth  departs  to  another  Father. 

Four  sons,  too,  are  left  thee  yet,  as  cherished. 
And  more  charming  still,     O  1  learn  to  gather 
Flowers  amid  thorns,  and  Comfort  from  bereavements— ^ 
Peace  and  Patience  are  Life's  true  achievements!*' 


**  Moolah !  Moolah  I     I  feel  broken-hearted." 

— '<  And  why  so,  son  ?     Whence  this  bitter  ang^h  ?" 
— <'  All  is  gone !     My  last  stay  hath  departed, 
I  have  lost  my  Name  I** — "  Oh,  wretched  mortal ! 

Lost  thy  Name  1     Then,  henceforth  must  thou  languish 
In  lone  woe,  shut  out  from  Hope's  last  portal  I 
Go,  and  consecrate  thy^soul  to  God  by  Sorrow, 
For  on  thy  Life's  Night  shall  never  dawn  a  Morrow  I" 


(troh  the  welsh  of  davyth  ap  qwylynn,  an  anglesea  bard  of  the 
fourteenth  century.) 

Thb  morning,  lying  couched  amid  the  g^ass 

In  the  deep  deep  dingle  south  of  Llan^wyth's  Pass, 

While  it  was  yet  neither  quite  bnght  nor  dark, 
I  heard  a  new  and  wonderful  High  Mass. 

The  Chief  Priest  was  the  Nightingale :  the  Lark 
And  Thrush  assisted  him ;  and  some  small  bird 

(I  do  not  weet  his  name)  acted  as  Clerk. 
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My  spirit  was  lapt  in  ecstasy :  each  word 

Word  after  word,  thrilled  through  me  like  the  deep 

Rich  music  of  a  dream :  not  wholly  asleep 

Nor  all  awake  was  I,  but^  as  it  were. 

Tranced  Bomewfaere  between  one  state  and  tht  other. 

All  heavy  thoughts  that  through  the  long  day  smother 
Man's  heart  and  sotd  with  weariness  and  oare 
Were  gooet  and  in  their  place  reigned  pure  delight. 
The  nightingale,  tent  from  a  Ur  and  bright 
Land  by  my  golden  sister**  prophesied 
Of  blessed  days  to  oome,  in  a  sweet  voice ; 
And  the  small  Bird  responding,  sang,  **  lUgoioe !    Rejoice  1" 
I  heard  bis  little  bell  tinkle  and  jin^e 
With  a  clear  silver  sound  that  filled  the  dingle. 
Heaven  is  a  state  wherein  Bliss  and  Devotion  mingle. 
And  such  was  mine  this  mom :  I  could  have  died 
Of  rapture  1     Nevw  knelt  upon  his  hassock 
Bishop  or  deacon  with  a  holier  feeling. 
How  beautifully  shone  the  Thrush's  cassock. 
Covered  all  over  with  a  thousand  strange 
And  lovely  flowers,  like  those  upon  an  Arabesque  oeiliogl 
The  altar  seemed  of  such  resplendent  gold 
As  no  man,  even  a  miser,  would  exchange 
For  all  the  jewels  in  the  East  of  old. 
Two  hours  I  lay  admiring  all  I  saw, 
Tet  those  two  hours  appeared  to  me  no  more 
Than  as  a  moment :  I  look  back  with  awe 
And  wonder  at  what  then  I  thought  and  felt. 
And  would  give  all  my  fiune,  and  all  my  lore. 
Yea,  even  ahnost  my  fife,  but  to  restore 
The  rapturous  emotions  that  then  dwelt 
Within  my  bosom  1     Ah !  this  may  not  b 
But  glory  unto  God,  who  in  His  infinite  love 
Created  Man  to  enjoy  to  eternity 
Even  greater  happiness  in  His  own  Heaven  above  I 

J*  C  M. 


*  A  youBg  lady  of  the  name  of  Morvyth,  to  whom  the  bard  appears  to  have  been 
tfliderly  attached.    She  resided  in  the  county  of  Chester. 
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A  HIGHLAND  CHIEF  ONE  HITNDBED   YEARS  AGO. 


Among  the  names  which  iDtestine 
commotion  has  from  time  to  time 
withdrawn  from  obscurity  and  ren- 
dered historical,  none  has  come  down 
to  posterity  with  a  fairer  or  more 
honourable  reputation  than  that  of 
Donald  Cameron,  of  Loohiel,  who 
one  hundred  years  ago  was  zealously 
engaged,  with  his  numerous  and  va- 
liant clan,  in  the  last  enterprize  of  the 
Stuart  party. 

The  object  of  the  present  paper  is 
not  to  pass  over  ground  so  much 
beaten  as  the  expedition  in  question, 
nor  to  detail  the  particulars  of  the 
conspicuous  part  borne  in  it  byLochiel, 
which  narratives  approved  by  general 
acceptance  have  already  sufficiently 
set  forth — but  to  throw  together,  in 
a  very  brief  form,  a  few  circum- 
stances less  generally  known  regard- 
ing that  memorable  Highland  chief. 

Born  about  1698  or  1700,  he  was 
too  young  to  bear  a  part  in  the  insur- 
rection of  1715  (as  bis  grandfather, 
the  celebrated  Sir  Ewan,  of  Lochiel, 
was  too  old,  being  then  eighty-seven 
years  of  age),  which  preserved  for 
him  the  succession  to  the  estate  and 
chiefdom,  on  Sir  Ewan*s  death,  in  1719. 
His  father,  John  Cameron,  of  Lochiel, 
had  been  outlawed  and  attainted  for 
his  share  in  the  rebellion  of  1715,  and 
mostly  remained  an  exile  for  thirty- 
two  years,  the  whole  term  of  his 
subsequent  existence. 

Lochiel  not  only  imbibed  attach- 
ment to  hereditary  and  indefeasible 
right,  from  the  martial  achievements 
in  behalf  of  the  Stuart  family  of  his 
renowned  grandfather,  the  most  fa- 
mous chief  of  his  own  day,  but  from 
the  courageous  example  of  his  father, 
who,  with  his  younger  brother,  Allan, 
perilled  his  life,  and  lost  his  fortune  in 
that  cause. 

This  Allan  Cameron,  the  uncle  of 
the  subject  of  my  paper,  was  a  man  of 
very  considerable  abilities  and  address, 
and  for  many  years  one  of  the  prime 
agents  of  the  Stuart  family.  In  com- 
pany with  Stuart  of  Appin,  he  was 
commissioned  by  the  Highland  chiefs 
to  present  at  court  what  was  com- 
monly   called    the    ^<  sword-in-hand" 


address,  in  1712,  and  it  well  deserved 
that  name,  for  it  openly  asserted  prin- 
ciples altogether  inconsistent  with  ^e 
Hanoverian  succession. 

It  is,  I  think,  highly  probable  that 
Allan  and  hb  colleague  were  the 
Highland  gentlemen  mentioned  by 
Swift,  in  a  letter  of  that  period,  as 
having  dined  in  his  company  at  Lord 
Treasurer  Harley's,  and  whom  he 
specially  distinguishes  as  **  very  polite 
men," no  small  compliment  to  two  Scot- 
tish Highlanders,  from  that  caustic  pen. 
Allan  exercised  a  very  considerable 
influence  over  the  mind  of  his  nephew, 
the  young  chief,  and  ^nployed  it  all 
in  establishing  his  principles,  and  in- 
flaming his  zeal,  on  behalf  of  tibe 
Stuarts.  ^ 

Lochiel,  in  his  youthful  days,  paid 
many  vbits  to  France,  and  when  about 
to  return  home  from  one  of  these,  in 
1729,  received  a  regular  commission 
from  the  old  Chevaher,  to  treat  with 
such  of  his  friends  in  Scotland  as  he 
considered  trustworthy. 

This  was  accompanied  by  a  letter 
from  his  uncle,  Allan  (who  was  cham- 
berlain to  that  unfortunate  prince), 
then  at  Albano,  in  Italy,  which  con- 
tains ample  proof  of  the  tact  and 
ability  ah-eady  attributed  to  that  rela- 
tive.   A  few  extracts  are  subjoined : 

*'  You  are  to  keep  on  good  terms  with 
Glengarry  and  all  neighbours,  and  to 
let  byegones  be  byegones  as  long  as 
they  continue  firm  to  the  king's  in- 
terests. You  must  see  to  win  them 
by  courtesy  and  good  management, 
which  will,  I  hope,  enable  you  to  make 
a  figure  amongst  them — not  but  that 
you  are  to  tell  the  truth,  if  any  of 
them  fail  in  their  duty  to  their  king 
and  country.  .  .  .  As  to  Lovat, 
pray  be  always  on  your  guard,  yet  not 
so  as  to  lose  him;  on  the  contrary, 
you  may  say  that  the  king  trusts  a 
great  deal  to  the  resolution  he  has 
taken  to  serve  him.  ...  But, 
dear  nephew,  you  know  very  well 
that  he  is  a  man  whose  chief  end  has 
always  been  his  own  interest.  It  is 
true  he  wishes  our  family  well,  and,  I 
doubt  not,  would  wish  the  king  re- 
stored, if  he  has  grace  to  lend  a  help- 
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iDg  hand  to  it^  after  what  he  has  done. 
So,  upon  the  whole,  I  know  not  what 
advice  to  give  you  concerning  him, 
only  you  are  to  make  the  best  of  him 
you  can;  but  always  be  upon  your 
guard,  for  it  is  best  not  to  put  too 
much  in  his  power^  before  executing  a 
good  design.  The  king  knows  very 
well  how  useful  he  can  be»  if  sincere^ 
which  I  have  represented  as  fully  as 
necessary." 

Thus  ably  instructed,  and  possessed 
himself  of  an  excellent  understanding 
and  accompll^ed  manners,  Lochiel 
was  an  invaluable  auxiliary  to  the 
cause  which,  unhappily  for  himself,  he 
so  ardently  espoused ;  and  he  brought 
a  strength  to  it,  superior  to  any  result- 
ing from  mere  force  of  intellect,  or 
gentlemanlike  bearing — the  solid  re- 
spect attached  to  an  upright,  honest, 
honourable  character,  which,  through 
his  entire  life,  he  nuuntained  un- 
blemished, by  the  universal  admission 
of  friend  and  foe. 

Placed  at  the  head  of  a  numerous 
and  warlike  clan,  long  distinguished 
for  military  achievement,  but  as  much 
distinguished  for  predatory  habits,  he 
set  his  face  steadily  and  consistently 
against  every  act  of  aggression  and 
violence.  ^'Burt's  Letters  from  the 
Highlands"  prove  that  he  had  done  so 
as  early  as  1726.  <«  The  chief  of  the 
Camerons,"  writes  that  intelligent 
officer,  ^'has,  as  I  am  very  well  in- 
formed, positively  forbidden  all  such 
outrages  (cattle-Ufiting,  &c.),  which 
has  not  at  all  recommended  him  to 
some  of  his  followers." 

But,  however  some  of  the  fiercer 
spbrits  might  chafe  at  being  reined  in 
^om  their  accustomed  turbulence,  the 
clan  in  general  soon  became  sensible  of 
the  inestimable  qualities  of  their 
amiable  chief.  A  chieftain  of  the  clan, 
a  few  years  deceased,  and  a  worthy 
example  of  a  hospitable,  warm-hearted 
Highland  gentleman  (the  late  Came- 
ron of  Clunes),  who  was  probably  bet- 
ter acquainted  with  the  local  history 
•f  his  sept  than  any  person  now  sur- 
viving, and  on  whose  authority  many 
of  the  statements  in  this  paper  are 
made,  gave  me  the  following  descrip- 
tion of  the  estimation  in  which  the 
subject  of  this  memoir  was  held  by  his 
dan: — «  There  never  was  a  chief  more 
beloved  than  Donald  of  the  Forty-five. 
He  took  the  greatest  pains  to  improve 
hit   clan,    and  .was   himself  a  most 


amiable  gentleman,  so  just,  generous, 
and  condescending,  that  he  governed 
them  entirely  by  the  love  which  they 
had  for  him  personally  !" 

His  generosity  was  indeed  only  re- 
stricted by  his  means.  His  estate, 
though  forty  miles  in  extreme  length, 
by  many  in  breadth,  did  not  produce 
more  than  ^6600  or  £700  a  year.  The 
same  estate  now  produces  ^10,000 
per  annum,  as  it  is  possessed  by  his 
great  grandson.  Indeed  the  rental 
itself  of  the  estate  did  not  amount  to 
the  sum  above  stated,  but  part  of  it 
was  covered  with  vast  woods,  and 
where  these  were  contiguous.tothesea, 
Lochiel  had  many  large  transactions  in 
their  timber  with  the  merchants  of 
Whitehaven,  and  others. 

His  residence  at  Achnacarrie,  in 
Glenarkaig,  through  which  a  river 
rushes  connecting  the  two  large  lakes, 
Arkaig  and  Lochy,  and  which  was  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  by  extensive 
woods,  formed  a  romantic  and  suitable 
abode  for  a  Highland  chief. 

The  tourist  will  there  vainly  seek 
any  extensive  ruins  of  Lochiers  man- 
sion, burned  by  the  military  in  1746  ; 
nothing  of  it  remains  but  a  small  por- 
tion of  a  cross  wall.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  a  cross  wall  and  a  stone  foun- 
dation, it  had  been  entirely  built  of 
wood,  which  was  the  most  abundant 
material  in  the  neighbourhood,  about 
the  year  1725. 

A  summer-house  erected  by  him 
may  be  seen  by  the  river-side,  within 
which  a  large  ash-tree  grows,  marking 
the  long  period  during  which  the 
building  has  been  roofless.  This  was 
a  favourite  resort  of  his,  and  from  the 
window  it  is  said  he  could  shoot  a  deer 
in  the  apposite  wood,  or  draw  a  salmon 
from  the  stream,  in  order  to  which  a 
bell  rang  when  a  fish  was  taken  by 
machinery  fixed  in  the  river. 

Lochiel  had  considerable  taste  for  the 
improvement  of  grounds.  H^  laid  out 
gardens,  and  formed  plantations  of 
trees  (such  as  beech)  which  did  not 
grow  naturally  in  his  forests. 

Just  at  the  time  of  the  young  Che- 
valier's landing  in  the  highlands,  he 
contemplated  the  drainage  of  a  large 
tract  of  ground,  and  the  addition  of  it 
to  his  demesne,  as  well  as  the  erection 
of  a  new  mansion-house,  for  which 
preparations  had  been  made,  and  tim- 
ber actually  sawn,  which  was  thrown 
by  the  soldiery  into  the  general  confla- 
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gratioDy  at  the  burniDg  of  the  house 
already  in  existence  at  Aohnaoarrie. 

Amidst  such  pursuits,  and  acts  of 
real  benevolence  and  general  utility  to 
hia  country^  mingled,  however,  of 
course,  with  political  plots,  many  years 
of  his  life  passed  away  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  domestic  happiness. 

He  was  already  closely  allied  to  the 
clan  Campbell,  by  near  relationship  to 
the  Breadalbane  family,  and  also  to  the 
Lochnell,  the  oldest  cadets  of  Argyle, 
of  which  house  his  mother  was  a  mem- 
ber, and  he  drew  the  bond  of  union 
with  a  clan  generally  so  opposite  in 
politics,  still  closer,  by  marrying  the 
daughter  of  Sir  James  Campbell,  of 
Auchenbreck,  Bart. 

His  father-in-law,  however,  was  of 
the  same  political  principles  with  him- 
self, and  they  were  alike  Protestants 
in  religious  profession — a  curious  in« 
consistency,  but  one  very  common  in 
Scotland  at  that  day. 

There  were  persons  of  all  religious 
persuasions  to  be  found  among  the 
Scottish  adherents  of  the  Stuart  family, 
but  men  of  rank  were  in  general  (as 
Lochiel  was)  of  the  Protestant  Epis- 
copal Church.  Romanists  (except 
among  the  very  lowest  class  of  High* 
landers)  were  comparatively  but  few 
in  number.  The  strength  of  the 
Jacobite  conspiracy  was  among  the 
Episcopalians. 

So  truly  respectable  a  character  as 
Lochiel,  in  whom  Jacobitism  was  pre- 
sented in  the  fairest  colour?,  naturally 
attracted  the  notice  of  the  friends  of 
government  in  Scotland,  and  many 
efforts  were  vainly  made  by  them  to 
detach  him  from  his  party. 

The  celebrated  John  Duke  of  Argyle, 
to  whose  family  and  clan  Lochiel  was 
related,  always  paid  him  the  most  flat* 
tering  attentions,  and  in  conjunction 
with  President  Forbes,  threw  tempta- 
tions in  his  way,  which  would  have  de- 
prived the  Stuarts  of  a  less  honest  and 
resolute  adherent. 

While  Lord  Lovat  played  the  game 
of  fast  and  loose,  watching  any  oppor- 
tunity of  personal  auv..;ita;5e  which 
either  party  afforded  him,  truated  by 
none,  and  disliked  by  all,  Lochiel,  sted- 
fast  in  his  political  attachments,  and 
earnest  for  his  cause,  attracted  univer- 
sal esteem,  and  his  most  bitter  oppo- 
nents lamented  the  fatuity  which  bad 
thrown  so  worthy  a  man  into  the  ranks 
of  the  Pretender. 


I  need  not  recapitulate  the  droum- 
stances  connected  with  the  landing  of 
Charles  Edward,  and  the  arrangements 
for  insurrection.  The  histories  of 
Home  and  Chambers  are,  upon  these 
points,  sufficiently  satisfactory. 

Lochiel  was  exceedingly  distressed 
by  so  unadvised  and  rash  an  advent^ 
and,  in  the  first  instance^  dispatched 
his  brother.  Dr.  Archibald  Cameron* 
with  a  message  to  the  Chevalier^  abso- 
lutely declming  any  asaooiation  with 
so  wild  an  enterprise. 

It  had  been  happy  for  himself,  as 
well  as  his  family  and  country,  if  he 
had  been  content  with  this  intimation 
of  his  views  5  but  on  farther  refleotran 
he  thought  his  loyalty  required  him  to 
wait  upon  the  prince,  and  explain  them 
in  person. 

•  Mr.  Home  is  very  distinet  and  par- 
ticular in  his  account  of  the  interview 
which  took  place  between  Charles 
Edward  and  Lochiel,  at  Boradale ; 
and  there  cannot  be  the  smallest  ques- 
tion that  he  is  a  faithful  narrator  of 
the  real  truth.  The  genuine  charac- 
ter of  the  chief  remarkably  appears  in 
that  singular  conversation — sensible 
and  prudent,  yet  full  of  loyal  enthu- 
siasm and  devoted  bravery. 

**  I  will  share  the  fate  of  my  prince* 
and  so  shall  every  man  over  whom  na- 
ture or  fortune  has  given  me  any 
power,"  was  its  decisive  condusion^ 

In  the  diary  of  Bishop  Forbes,  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Chambers,  an  assertion 
is  made,  on  the  authority  of  Maedonnell 
of  Glengarry,  that  Lochiel  required 
security  to  be  given  him  for  the  value 
of  his  estate,  before  consenting  to  jein 
the  standard.  Even  if  it  were  true* 
it  is  no  blot  upon  the  character  of 
the  chief.  In  the  next  place,  the 
character  of  the  bishop's  informant  was 
very  indifferent,  and  altogether  un- 
worthy the  gallant  race  from  which  he 
sprang.  It  is  too  bad  to  find  a  craveni 
who  himself  skulked  from  danger,  and 
allowed  his  brave  clan  to  be  led  out  by 
his  younger  brother*  presume  to  cast  a 
reflection  upon  such  a  man  as  Lochiel* 
who  asked  no  clansman  to  encounter 
peril  which  he  himself  did  not  face  be- 
fore him,  and  of  whom  a  friendly  op- 
ponent wrote — 

•'  Not  L*.8  the  pretty,  prndent,  modern  way, 
Bid  othert  go,  hJaiKlf  At  home  to  stay. 
But  like  B  warri<H-  brarely  drew  hii  sword 
And  reared  hl«  target  forhts  natire  lord." 

It  may  be  observedi  last  of  all,  that 
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there  U  not  the  slightest  trace  of  such 
an  arrangement  discernible  in  the  cor* 
respondence  between  the  Stuarts  and 
LocbieU  subsequent  to  1746^  as  we 
hare  it  published  in  the  appendix  to 
"Brown's  History  of  the  Highlanders*" 
On  the  contrary,  the  high  and  disinte- 
rested character  of  the  chief  stands  in 
honourable  contrast  with  the  selfish* 
Bess  of  others. 

When  Lochiel  had  once  determined 
upon  the  hazardous  enterprize  which 
put  an  end  to  the  happiness  of  his  own 
domestic  circle,  as  well  as  to  that  of  so 
many  other  families,  he  threw  all  his 
energies  into  the  task  of  marshalling 
his  clan  for  the  field.  His  call  was 
ebeerftilly  responded  to  by  that  warlike 
peoi^e,  and  all  his  chieftains  were 
anxiously  engaged  in  preparing  their 
nmnbera  against  the  day  of  rendez- 


**  nwn  tlinnii^  the  wQd  Qlemwrlf , 
And  down  by  Lochy's  side, 
Toung  Donald  leares  his  shcaling, 
And  Malcolm  leare*  his  bride" 

His  accession  to  so  rash  an  adven- 
ture seems  to  have  surprised  some 
who  were  best  acquainted  with  his 
principles  and  character.  Sir  Alex- 
ander Macdonald,  of  Sleat,  writes  to 
President  Forbes,  '*  Young  Clanronald 
is  playing  the  fool,  and,  what  is  much 
more  extraordinary,  Lochiers  pru- 
dehce  has  altogether  forsaken  him.'* 
The  Lord  President  himself  also  writes 
about  the  same  time  to  Cluny  Mac- 
pberson,  **  I  am  prodigiously  concerned 
at  the  folly  of  our  friend  Lochiel.*' 

The  night  of  the  18th  of  August, 
1745,  was  surely  an  anxious  and  agi- 
tating one  at  Achnacarrie.  The  next 
day  was  appointed  for  the  erection  of 
the  standard  at  Glenfinnan,  and  parties 
of  men  were  arriving  from  different 
quarters  during  the  entire  night.  The 
house  itself  was  filled  with  soldiers  of 
the  Royal  Scots,  nearly  two  hundred 
of  whom  had  been  taken  prisoners  the 
day  before,  by  Macdonald  of  Keppoch, 
and  handed  over  to  Lochiel  for  safe 
custody.  Lochiel  treated  these  prison- 
ers with  the  greatest  humanity  and 
courtesy  ;  and  finding  one  of  the  offi- 
cers Wounded,  sent  him  on  his  parole 
to  Fort  Augustus,  that  he  might  be 
properly  taken  care  of.  I  fear  that  this 
officer  broke  his  parole. 

At  an  early  hour  on  the  morning  of 
the  19th,  the  main  strength  of  the 
Clan  Cameron  had  arrived ;  but  a  large 
company,  who  resided  in  Morven  and 


Suinart,  in  Argyleshire,  were  not  to 
come  to  Achnacarrie,  but  to  join  on 
the  march  to  Glenfinnan,  to  raise  whom 
and  bring  them  up,  Lochiel  had  sent 
his  brother.  Dr.  Archibald  Cameron^ 
two  days  before.  All  the  Lochaber 
Camerons  had  come  up  under  their 
different  chieftains,  by  six  or  seven 
o'clock :  Letterfindlay,  Glennevis, 
Glendessary,  Calaart,  Eracht,  Strone, 
Clunes,  Lindevra,  &c.,  &c.,  all  pro- 
duced their  plaided  warriors. 

Like  other  large  highland  clans,  the 
Camerons  consisted  of  various  tribes, 
of  which  the  three  principal  were,  the 
Mac  Martins,  under  the  Laird  of  Let- 
terfindlay; the  Mac  Molonys,  under 
Strone ;  and  the  Mac  Sorleys,  under 
Glennevis.  It  was  oflen  a  matter  of 
great  difiiculty  in  clan  regiments,  to 
adjust  the  claims  of  the  various  chief- 
tains to  regimental  rank,  and  required 
all  the  authority  of  the  chief  to  pre- 
vent dissension.  Lochiel's  arrange- 
ments were,  on  this  occasion,  submitted 
to  with  little  murmuring,  althot^h  in 
general  he  gave  the  youngest  cadets 
the  highest  rank,  which  was  reckoned 
by  some  an  innovation  upon  the  an« 
cient  highland  usage.  It  greatly  faci- 
litated the  matter,  that  the  Laird  of 
Mac  Martin,  or  Letterfindlay,  who  was 
the  head  of  the  most  numerous  tribe 
in  the  clan,  as  well  as  the  oldest  cadet, 
was  at  this  time  a  child,  so  that  the 
nomination  to  the  command  of  the 
tribe  rested  with  the  chief,  who  ap- 
pointed his  uncle,  Ludovic  Cameron, 
one  of  the  youngest  cadets,  to  lead  the 
Mac  Martins.  This  Ludovic  Cameron 
was  of  a  school  very  different  from  his 
nephew  Lochiel,  and  has  received  a 
character  from  Pennant,  in  one  of  his 
tours,  which  I  believe  him  to  have  me- 
rited ;  but  although  selfish  and  unscru- 
pulous, he  was  an  adroit  and  able  par- 
tisan, and  was  of  very  signal  use  in  re- 
cruiting for  the  clan  regiment. 

Arrangements  having  been  com- 
pleted, the  Camerons  marched  in  two 
columns,  with  the  prisoners  in  the 
centre,  for  Glenfinnan,  which  was 
many  miles  distant,  amidst  the  tears 
and  exclamations  of  a  crowd  of  fe- 
males, old  men,  and  children,  who  had 
assembled  to  see  them  depart. 

•'  The  tartan  plaid  it  it  waving  wide, 
The  pibroch's  sounding  up  the  glen  i 
And  I  will  tarry  at  Achnacarry, 
To  see  my  Donald  and  aU  hit  men.** 

They  marched  by  Strone,  and  then  by 
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the  side  of  Lochie]>  past  Kilmalie 
Churchy  and  the  enormous  ash- tree 
that  grew  beside  it,  full  in  the  view  of 
the  garrison  of  Fort  William,  but 
they  were  far  too  numerous  to  ap- 
prehend any  molestation  from  that 
quarter. 

They  passed  Achdalu,  the  scene 
of  a  triumph  of  Su*  Ewan's  over  Crom- 
well's soldiers,  and  Fassafern,  the  re- 
sidence of  Lochiel's  brother,  John 
Cameron,  who  took  no  share  in  the 
insurrection,  and  had  done  his  best  to 
dissuade  his  brother,  the  chief,  from 
the  rash  enterprize.  While  Lochiel 
rejected  his  brother's  prudent  counsel, 
he  allowed  him  in  his  own  person  to 
follow  the  bent  of  a  cautious  and 
pacific  disposition. 

When  Lochiel  and  his  clansmen 
arrived  at  the  head  of  the  loch,  and 
were  now  but  a  few  miles  from  Glen- 
finnan,  the  Camerons  of  Morven  and 
Suinart,  headed  by  his  brother  Archi- 
bald, and  Cameron  of  Dungallon, 
were  seen  advancing  to  join  them. 
Loud  were  the  mutual  shouts  of  con- 
gratulation with  which  the  junction 
was  effected.  The  clan  now  formed 
a  body  of  eight  hundred  men,  and 
surpassed  the  other  septs  that  joined 
Charles  Edward,  as  well  by  early  ad- 
hesion as  by  superior  numbers. 

The  public  are  indebted  to  Mr. 
Chambers  for  a  correct  version  of  the 
legend  of  Jenny  Cameron,  of  whom 
80  many  stories,  altogether  false,  have 
been  told.  She  was  the  sister  of 
Cameron  of  Dungallon  and  Glendes- 
sary  (one  of  the  majors  of  Lochiel's 
regiment,  and  a  person  of  considerable 
importance  as  to  property),  had  now 
attained  to  middle  age, '  never  saw 
Charles  except  once,  and  that  in  pub- 
lic, on  the  dav  the  standard  was 
raised,  for  a  short  time,  and  was 
always  a  person  of  the  greatest  pro- 
priety of  conduct  and  character. 

I  need  not  enter  upon  the  general 
facts  of  the  insurrection,  which  are  so 
well  known.  Lochiers  conduct  was 
throughout  distinguished  by  the  high- 
est gallantry,  as  well  as  by  signal 
humanity  and.  moderation.  He  not 
only  warmly  and  consistently,  in  the 
council  of  chiefs,  opposed  every  design 
of  a  merely  aggressive  and  vexatious 
character,  but  what  was  a  more  dif- 
ficult task,  withheld  by  terror  the 
canaille  of  his  own  people  from  acts  of 
rapine  and  violence.     Mr.  Chambers 


mentions,  with  some  surprise,  that 
upon  one  occasion  he  shot  one  of  his 
men  for  committing  a  robbery  upon  a 
lowland  farmer ;  but  what  officer 
could  lead  troops,  and  especially  High- 
landers, through  a  country,  with  any 
regard  to  discipline,  without  inflicting 
summary  punishment  upon  the  rapa- 
cious and  insubordinate  ? 

Lochiel  shared  his  last  farming  with 
his  men,  and  lived  himself  on  the 
march  as  they  lived;  but  he  would 
not  connive  at  the  smallest  act  of  op- 
pression upon  their  part,  and,  however 
mild  and  indulgent  towards  them  in 
his  general  disposition,  was  on  this 
point  resolute  and  inflexible.  He  was 
the  first  man  to  enter  Edinburgh  when 
the  Highlanders  took  it  by  a  coup-de^ 
main,  but  was  careful  to  preserve  the 
sentinel  at  the  gate  from  injury,  bj 
grasping  him  by  the  arm,  so  that  the 
city  was  occupied  by  his  detachment 
without  spilling  one  drop  of  blood,  or 
depriving  any  one  of  the  smallest  item 
of  property. 

Indeed,  the  generally  admitted  mo- 
deration and  good  discipline  of  the 
Highland  army  in  this  expedition, 
were  greatly  owing  to  the  influence  of 
Lochiel,  and  the  admirable  example 
set  by  him  throughout  to  the  other 
chiefs  and  commanders.  At  the  battle 
of  Prestonpans  he  was  the  foremost 
chief  in  leading  his  men  into  the  right 
of  the  enemy's  line ;  a  contemporary 
ballad  thus  describes  his  conduct—' 

**  The  brave  Lochiel,  aa  I  heard  tell. 
Led  C«sieront  on  in  doods,  mui.** 

And  although  under  a  heavy  fire  of 
artillery  and  musquetry,  with  a  threat- 
ened  charge  of  dragoons,  nothing 
could  be  more  completely  successfm 
than  his  attack. 

It  is  said  that  he  was  not  favourable 
to  the  march  into  England,  consider- 
ing the  Highland  army  quite  too  small 
to  produce  any  decisive  result  in  that 
country,  though  sufficient  for  the  oc- 
cupation of  Scotland. 

There  can  be  no  question  that  at 
Derby  he  joined  Lord  George  Murray 
in  urging  a  retreat,  while  there  was 
still  time  to  make  one.  They  argued 
that  there  had  been  no  movement 
throughout  England  in  their  favour, 
and  that  even  if  they  did  get  to  Loo- 
don  without  a  battle,  or  i^ter  a  suc- 
cessful engagement,  they  had  not  men 
enough  to  secure  and  guard  the  poblio 
places. 
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As  Lochiel  and  Keppoch  stood  in 
the  street  of  Derby,  talidng  to  Lord 
George  Murray,  after  the  determina- 
tion had  been  taken,  a  person  came 
up  to  them  and  said,  **  Ob»  shame !  a 
Cameron  vote  for  retreat !  a  Macdon- 
nell  turn  bis  back  upon  the  enemy  1" 
It  was  certain  that  the  three  brave 
men  who  stood  there  together  had 
courage  enough,  as  they  amply  proved, 
to  face  any  peril,  but  they  did  not 
choose  to  lead  on  their  men  to  what 
plainly  appeared  inevitable  destruc- 
tion. At  the  same  time,  such  was  the 
panic  which  prevailed  in  London,  that 
it  is  bard  to  say  what  would  have  been 
the  result  of  their  continued  and  rapid 
advance  upon  that  capital.  They 
would  probably  have  beaten  unv  of  the 
three  armies  that  covered  it,  the  more 
that  the  Highlanders  would  have 
fouffht  with  unusual  desperation,  as 
having  no  retreat.  But  their  num- 
bers were  small,  and  the  risk  was 
fearful. 

An  anecdote  is  preserved  of  Lochiel, 
during  the  march  into  England,  which 
marks  the  extreme  terror  that  had 
seized  the  minds  of  the  country  people. 
One  evening,  as  he  entered  the  lodg- 
ings assigned  to  him,  his  landlady 
threw  herself  at  his  feet,  and  implored 
him  to  take  her  life,  but  to  spare  her  . 
children.  Lochiel,  astonished,  asked 
her  what  she  meant,  and  desired  her 
to  expUin  herself;  upon  which  she 
said  it  was  commonly  thought  the 
Highlanders  ate  children  as  their 
common  food  I  The  chief  assured 
her  that  they  would  not  injure  her  or 
her  little  children,  or  any  person 
whatever.  After  looking  at  him  for 
an  instant,  she  called  out,  ^^  Children, 
you  may  come  out ;  the  gentleman 
won't  eat  you,"*  when  several  children 
came  from  a  press,  and  threw  them- 
selves at  his  feet. 

The  Highland  army  was  exceedingly 
incensed  against  the  city  of  Glasgow, 
and  resolv^,  on  its  return  from  Eng- 
land, to  visit  it  with  particular  ven- 
geance. It  had  well  nigh  been  deter- 
mined to  give  the  city  up  to  plunder, 


as  a  punishment  for  its  zeal  in  the 
service  of  government,  when  Lochiel, 
with  his  usual  aversion  to  harsh  and 
oppressive  measures,  interfered  in  its 
behalf.  The  merchants  and  principal 
men  of  Glasgow  were  very  sensible 
that  any  favour  they  obtained  was 
through  his  influence,  and,  however 
odious  to  them  his  political  principles 
might  be,  he  was  long  remembered 
by  them  with  respect  and  gratitude.* 
About  this  time, in  concert  with  Secre- 
tary Murray  and  Cinny  Macpherson, 
he  wrote  a  letter  to  Lord  Lovat,which 
a  good  deal  marks  the  diplomatic 
talent  early  cultivated  in  him  by  Allan, 
his  able  uncle.  The  letter  itself  may 
be  found  in  Lord  Lovat*s  trial,  as 
well  as  a  remarkable  one  from  that 
cunning  and  unprincipled  nobleman  to 
Lochiel. 

Lochiel,  in  his  letter  to  Lovat,  de- 
signates the  conduct  of  Sir  Alexander 
Macdonald  and  the  Laird  of  Macleod 
as  **  the  shameful  apathy  of  the  one, 
and  the  scandalous  activity  of  the 
other.*'  Sir  Alexander  had  hitherto 
been  simply  quiescent,  but  Macleod 
had  raised  men  for  the  service  of  go- 
vernment. It  is  an  undoubted  fact, 
that  they  were  both  under  positive  en- 
gagements to  the  Stuarts. 

At  the  battle  of  Falkirk,  the  Came- 
rons  were  placed  opposite  the  best 
English  regiment  in  the  field — viz.. 
Barren's,  which  bravely  stood  its 
ground,  when  all  the  rest  of  the  army 
broke  into  a  general  flight.  The 
ground  certainly  favoured  it,  for  there 
was  a  ravine  in  its  front,  which  pre- 
vented the  Caroerons  attacking  sword 
in  hand,  according  to  their  wont. 
Lochiel  lost  a  good  many  men  by  the 
severe  fire,  and  was  himself  wounded 
in  the  leg ;  but  his  regiment  imitated 
his  gallant  example,  and  in  the  end  he 
pursued  his  foes  into  the  town  of  Fal- 
kirk, when  darkness  alone  saved  them 
from  entire  destruction. 

Shortly  after  this  affair,  the  High- 
land  army  separated  into  various  bo- 
dies, and  Lochiel,  with  his  neighbours, 
the    Macdonnells    of  Keppoch,    and 


*  A  merchant  of  Glasgow  many  years  ago  assured  me  of  this,  and  informed  me 
that  he  heard  by  tradition  of  townsmen,  that  Lochiel  was  a  man  of  fine  person  and 
engagine  manners.  He  was  called  by  his  clan  *'  Donald  Bean,"  on  account  of  his 
lignt-coioured  hair  and  fair  complexion. 
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Stuarts  of  AppiD>  marobed  for  his 
own  country,  to  lay  siege  to  Fort 
William. 

While  en^ged  in  that  design,  he 
forwarded,  m  oonjunction  with  Kep- 
poch,  an  emphatic  remonstrance  against 
the  conduct  of  the  Clan  Campbell,  with 
reference  to  the  people  of  Lochaber. 

It  appeared  that  the  Campbells, 
taking  advantage  of  the  absence  of 
the  able-bodied,  had  devastated  a  part 
of  the  country,  and  committed  out- 
rages on  the  helpless  inhabitants — 
burning  houses,  stripping  women  and 
driving  them  to  the  mountains,  shoot- 
ing horses,  houghing  cattle,  &c.  &c. 

Lochiel  felt  the  wrongs  committed 
against  his  vassals  the  more  keenly, 
that  he  himself  had  exhibited  very  dif- 
ferent conduct,  and  bad  even  offended 
some  of  his  brother  chiefs,  by  prevent- 
ing, through  his  superior  influence  in 
the  Highland  army,  incursions  upon 
the  property  of  those  very  same  Camp- 
bells. 

He  also  felt  that  the  Clan  Campbell 
ought  to  have  remembered  his  near 
relationship  to  their  most  considerable 
chieftains,  and  however  they  might 
have  opposed  him  fairly  in  the  field, 
ought  not  to  have  selected  his  people 
as  the  prime  objects  of  peculiar  and 
malicious  outrage. 

It  is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that 
he  expressed  himself  warmly  and  in- 
dignantly in  a  joint  letter  despatched 
by  him  and  Keppoch  to  Stuart  of  In- 
vernahyle,  that  he  might  make  the 
contents  known  to  the  Campbells,  and 
from  which  I  subjoin  a  few  extracts  :— 

*'  As  jrou  happen,  for  the  present,  to 
be  contiguous  to  the  Campbells,  it  is 
our  special  desire  that  you  communi- 
cate our  sentiments  (which,  God  wil- 
ling, we  are  determined  to  execute)  to 
their  sheriff  Airds,  and  to  other  lead- 
ing men  amongst  them 

When  courage  fails  against  men,  it 
betrays  cowardice  to  a  great  degree  to 
vent  the  spleen  on  helpless  women, 
and  dumb  brutes  that  cannot  resist. 
We  purpose  to  apply  for  permission 
to  enter  their  country,  with  power  to 
act  at  discretion,  and  should  we  be 
fortunate  enough  to  obtain  it,  hope  to 
show  that  we  wage  war,  not  against 
women  and  the  brute  creation,  but 
against  men.  ...  No  such  act 
was  committed  by  us  since  the  com- 
mencement of  the  war,  though  we  had 


it  in  our  power,  if  barbaroui  eDoqgb, 
to  take  advantage  of  it.     .     .    ." 

Lochiel  added  the  following  post- 
script to  the  letter : — ''  I  cannot  omit 
taking  notice  that  my  people  having 
been  the  first  that  have  felt  the  cow- 
ardly barbarity  of  my  pretended  Camp^ 
bell  friends,  I  only  wish  that  I  may 
live  to  have  an  opportunity  to  thank 
them  for  it  in  the  open  field. 

'<  Donald  Camsbon.*' 

The  crisis  of  the  adventure  now  ra- 
pidly drew  nigh,  and  Lochiel  having 
raised  the  siege  of  Fort  William,  ar- 
rived, on  the  evening  of  the  14di  of 
April,  lfc6,  at  the  camp  of  the  Cheva- 
lier, in  the  park  of  Culloden. 

The  sound  of  the  Cameron  pibroch 
was  a  joyful  one  to  that  prince  and  his 
officers,  as  they  were  never  in  so  much 
need  of  valiant  men  and  undaunted 
leaders. 

The  Duke  of  Cumberland  was  with- 
in a  few  hours'  march  of  them,  yet 
their  forces  were  not  nearly  concentra- 
ted. So  entirely  had  the  commissariat 
been  neglected,  that  they  had  not  pro- 
vbions  sufficient  for  the  men  ahready 
with  them,  even  for  a  single  day. 
Under  these  circumstances,  Lochiel, 
at  a  council  of  war  on  the  15th«  agreed 
with  the  other  principal  officers  to  a 
night  attack  on  the  enemy's  camp  at 
Nairn,  though  he  was  sensible  of  the 
risk  of  attempting  it  with  such  an  in* 
ferior  force. 

Mr.  Home,  in  his  account  of  the 
transaction,  saya — '*  Lochiel,  who  was 
not  a  man  of  many  words,  said  that 
the  army  would  be  stronger  next  day 
by  fifteen  hundred  men  at  least" 
Had  all  the  other  regiments  in  the 
small  army  marched  with  the  same 
alacrity  as  Lochiel's  during  that 
eventful  night,  the  Duke  of  Cum- 
berland's camp  would  have  been  reach- 
ed by  one  o'clock  in  the  mornings 
and  an  attack  have  been  made  with 
the  fairest  prospect  of  success.  The 
Atholmen  and  Camerons,  led  by 
Lord  George  Murray  and  Lochiel, 
had  the  van  of  the  column,  followed  by 
the  other  Highlanders,  and  bad  been 
retarded  throughout  the  night  by  re- 
peated messages  from  the  lowland  re- 
giments in  the  rear,  requesting  them 
to  march  slower,  so  that  on  reaching 
Culraik  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
they  were  still  four  Scotch  miles  from 
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the  €ii0mj'8  potitionf  which  they  could 
not  Qow  hope  to  reach  before  day- 
light. 

It  had  been  a  better  arrangement  to 
hare  marched  the  clan  regiments^ 
amounting  to  about  8,000  men^  in  a 
completely  separate  body«  and  that  the 
lowland  regiments  should  have  follow- 
ed only  as  far  as  the  wood  of  Culraik, 
and  there  in  position  have  awaited 
the  issue  of  the  attack,  and  in.  case 
of  failure  have  covered  the  retreat. 
The  Duke  of  Cumberland  knew 
from  spies  that  the  Highlanders  were 
marching  towards  his  camp,  but  he 
had  no  idea  that  they  meditated  any- 
thing more  than  taking  their  ground 
in  the  night,  and  attacking  early  the 
next  morning,  as  they  had  done  at  the 
battle  of  Prestonpans. 

If  the  attack  had  been  made  (as 
would  have  been  done)  fiercely  and 
reBolntely,  with  shouts  rendered  more 
terrific  by  darkness,  and  from  more 
points  than  one,  with  the  advantage 
derivable  in  such  a  combat  from  the 
nature  of  the  Highland  weapons,  there 
can  scarcely  be  a  doubt  that  the  issue 
must  have  been  disastrous  to  the  Duke 
of  Cumberland's  army. 

Here  again,  then,  the  fate  of  Eng- 
land trembled  on  the  beam ;  never  was 
the  House  of  Hanover,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, so  near  ruin,  as  when  saved  by  the 
bad  marching  of  a  few  inferior  regi- 
ments. The  weary  and  starved  clansmen 
had  but  little  time  to  rest  after  return- 
ing to  CuUoden,  and  altogether  con- 
trary to  the  opinion  of  Lord  George 
Murray^  Lochiel,  and  the  most  sensi- 
ble officers,  were  formed  on  the  open 
moor  to  meet  the  far  more  numerous 
army  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

The  Camerons  stood  in  the  right 
wing,  next  to  the  Atholmen,  which 
had  hitherto  been  the  position  of  the 
Macdonalds,  and  which  Lochiel  had 
himself  persuaded  the  other  chiefs  to 
yield  to  them  without  dispute,  at  the 
battle  of  Prestonpans,  and  doubtless  he 
was  governed  by  his  usual  good  sense  on 
this  occasion.  Though  Macdonald  of 
Morar,  in  bis  journal,  has  this  record, 
''our  sweet-natured  prince  was  persuad- 


ed by  Lochiel  a^d  his  faction  to  give  this 
honour  (the  right)  to  another,  which 
we  judge  they  will  be  ready  to  yield 
us  back  next  fighting-day."  This  sar- 
casm is,  however,  pointless,  for  the 
Camerons,  even  surpassing  their  usual 
bravery,  fought  on  the  right,  not 
merely  with  valour,  but  with  head- 
long desperation,  while  the  Macdo- 
nalds,  by  their  weak  and  irresolute 
conduct  on  the  left,  and  more  espe- 
cially b^  suffering  the  gallant  Keppoch* 
to  perish  alone  before  the  English 
line,  dishonoured  their  long-established 
martial  reputation. 

When  the  right  wing  and  centre, 
after  suffering  dreadfully  from  the  can- 
nonade, moved  under  the  orders  of  the 
intrepid  Lord  George  Miuray,  against 
the  hostile  line,  Lochiel  led  his  regi- 
ment right  upon  Barrell*s  (the  present 
4th  Foot),  his  former  adversaries  in 
the  field  of  Falkirk. 

Under  a  fearful  shower  of  grape- 
shot,  which  tore  their  ranks  and  levelled 
many  of  their  boldest,  and  a  close-sus- 
tained fire  of  musketry,  the  Camerons 
rushed  on,  sword  in  hand,  and,  within 
two  minutes,  entirely  pierced  and  broke 
Barren's  raiment,  killing  and  wound- 
ing more  than  a  hundred,  and  forc- 
ing the  routed  corps  to  run  towards 
their  right,  in  a  disorganised  mass. 
The  same  fate,  at  the  same  instant, 
overtook  Munro's  regiment,  on  the 
right  of  Barren's,  under  the  attack  of 
the  Macintoshes,  &c. ;  and  had  the 
singularly  gallant  onset  of  the  right 
wing  of  the  Highland  army  been  duly 
supported,  a  different  story  might  have 
been  related  of  the  field  of  Culloden. 
But  the  attack  had  no  support  from 
any  quarter,  and,  afler  the  exhibition 
of  extraordinarv  daring  and  prowess, 
and  the  loss  of  innumerable  lives,  was 
finally  defeated  by  the  fire  of  the  second 
line  of  infantry,  and  the  dragoons 
cominff  in  on  the  fiank. 

Lochiel  did  not  himself  share  in  the 
short-lived  triumph  of  his  valiant  clan. 
He  was  within  ten  paces  of  Barrell's 
line,  and  had  fired  his  pistol,  and  was 
drawing  his  sword,  when  he  fell, 
wounded  with  grape-shot  in  both  an- 


*  There  was  not  cordiality  between  this  brave  chief  and  his  clan  on  the  subject 
of  religion.  Sir  Walter  Scott  tells  us  that  he  was  a  Protestant,  while  they  were 
Roman  Catholics,  and  he  had  offended  them  by  positively  refusing  to  allow  a  Ro- 
nish  priest  to  be  with  them  in  the  expedition. 
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cles.  He  was  seen  falling  by  a  person 
in  6arrell*s  regiment^  wbo  knew  him> 
and  hence  a  report  of  his  death  was 
generally  believed ;  but  the  two  brave 
and  strong  brothers,  between  wbom> 
according  t»  Highland  usage>  he  ad- 
vanced to  the  attack,  and  whose  sole 
duty  it  was  to  g^rd  the  person  of  the 
chief,  raised  him  up,  and  bore  him 
away  out  of  the  sanguinary  tumult. 
Before  they,  arrived  at  the  rear  of 
the  Highland  army,  it  was  evident 
that  the  day  went  against  it,  so  they 
carried  the  wounded  chief  into  a  hut» 
and  proceeded  to  take  off  the  clothes 
he  wore,  appropriate  to  his  rank,  and 
to  dress  mm  in  a  common  Highland 
plud.  While  they  thus  consulted  for 
his  greater  safetv  in  retreat,  the  house 
was  surrounded  by  a  troop  of  dragoons, 
and  a  file  had  actually  dismounted  to 
enter  it, when  the  whole  party  was  called 
off  elsewhere,  by  a  peremptory  order. 
By  this  time  some  other  clansmen 
had  come  to  the  assbtance  of  their 
beloved  chief,  and  when  the  dragoons 
drew  off,  he  was  brought  out  of  the 
hut,  and  placed  upon  a  Highland  pony. 
He  was  in  a  weak  and  fainting  con- 
dition, and  could  scarcely  be  supported 
on  the  pony  by  a  man  on  either  side, 
while  it  was  led  out  of  the  field,  and 
towards  a  rough  and  inaccessible  coun- 
try, where  danger  of  pursuit  was  at  an 
end.  The  painml  and  distressing  jour- 
ney was  continued,  from  day  to  day,  un- 
til he  reached  the  covert  of  his  own 
forests,  but  he  was  frequently  on  the 
very  point  of  expiring,  from  agony  and 
exhaustion. 

He  did  not  stop  at  Achnacarrie,  but 
sought  a  concealment  near  the  head  of 
Locharkaig,  where  he  remained  until 
his  wounds  were  beginning  to  heal. 
A  dead  body  was  found,  some  weeks 
after  the  battle  of  Culloden,  which  was 
mistaken  for  hb,  and  this  second  report 
of  his  death  greatly  contributed  to  his 
escape  from  his  numerous  pursuers. 

He  had  many  hair-breaoth  escapes, 
and  was,  on  one  occasion,  surprised 
alone,  while  asleep,  by  a  soldier,  but 
who  allowed  him  to  get  off,  on  receiv- 
ing  a  guinea.  This  soldier  was,  of 
course,  ignorant  of  his  rank,  as  the 
reward  offered  for  his  apprehension 
was  very  considerable. 

I  need  not  detail  circumstances  so 
well  known  as  the  failure  of  an  at- 
tempted rally  after  the  battle  of  Cul- 


loden (which  was  to  have  been  made 
at  Achnacarrie  ;  but  Lochiel  idone, 
wounded  as  he  was,  l^ept  his  appoint- 
ment), the  devastation  of  the  <;ouBtry 
by  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  and  the 
adventures  of  Lochiel  after  he  met 
Charles  Edward  in  B^ulenoch.  He 
gave  his  distressed  clansnen  who  re* 
sorted  to  him  in  his  covM't,  all  the 
consolation  and  assistance  in  his  powert 
advising  them  to  the  best  course^  and 
sharing^  with  them  his  last  shilUng. 
He  thus  wrote  to  some  brothw 
chiefs,  who  had  appointed  with  him  a 
rendezvous : — <<  The  above  is  our  pre* 
sent  determination,  and  what  I  have 
advised  all  my  people  to  as  the  best 
and  safest  course,  and  the  interest  of 
the  public,  yet  some  of  them  have  de- 
livered up  their  arms  without  my  know- 
ledge, and  I  cannot  take  it  upon  myself 
to  direct  in  this  partieidar,  but  to  give 
my  opinion,  and  let  every  one  judge 
for  himself." 

The  embarkation  of  Lochiel,  in 
company  with  Charles  Edward,  in 
September,  1746,  is  said  to  have  been 
an  affecting  scene.  A  considerable 
number  of  Highlanders  had  assembled 
on  the  shore,  and  many  were  the  tears 
shed  on  all  sides.  The  chief  promised 
his  mourning  clansmen  that  he  would 
shortly  return  to  their  relief— a  pro- 
mise which  he  afterwards  vainlv  ex- 
erted himself  to  fulfil,  for  his  heart 
was  with  his  bleeding  country — 

*<  Lochi«l*s  ftwft  to  Fmace, 
Bnt  he'll  be  back  agftln/* 

expressed  the  vain  expectations  of  his 
sorrowing  vassals^  who  were  new  to 
see  him  more. 

In  France,  Lochtd  was  joined  by 
his  family,  whom,  at  one  time,  he  had 
little  hope  of  ever  seeing  again ;  but 
however  tbeofeelings  of  the  husband 
and  father  were  gratified,  the  heart  of 
the  chief  was  eontinually  wrung  hj 
the  melancholy  tidings  conoeming  hu 
friends  and  vassals,  whioh  he  received 
from  Scotland. 

So  far  from  pressing  his  own  infi- 
vidual  interest  on  the  notice  of  the 
Stuart  family,  for  whom  he  had  per- 
formed and  suffered  so  much,  he  con- 
tinually urged  an  expedition  for  the 
relief  of  the  Highlanders,  whose  blood, 
he  said,  cried  to  him  and  claimed  his 
help  ;  and  even  when  offered  the  com- 
mand of  a  regiment  in  the  French 
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sertkei  he  expressed  the  uppermost 
d«ire  of  his  heart  in  the  following 
noM«  ^orda  :—.*•  Others  may  desire 
to  make  a  figure  in  France,  but  my 
ambition  i«  to  serve  ray  king,  and 
»«Te  my  country,  or  perish  with  it." 
It  is  recorded,  on  excellent  autho- 
rity, that  the  Duke  of  Cumberland 
omsad  it  to  be  intimated  to  him  when 
in  Fr«nee,  that  if  he  only  sent  him  a 
messagie,  he  would  procure  for  him 
pardon  and  favour  n'om  the  British 
ffovernment,  but  that  Lochiel  shrank 
m>m  owing  obligation  to  one  whom 
he  regarded  as  the  destroyer  of  his 
country. 


Placed  in  the  command  of  the  re^ 
giment  of  Albany,  and  quartered  in 
the  fortress  of  Bergue,  near  Dunkirk^ 
on  the  frontiers  of  the  Netherlands-* 
a  most  unhealthy  situation — he  took 
his  last  illness,  and  died  in  October^ 
1748,  of  an  inflammation  in  the  head 
(as  reported  to  the  old  chevalier,  by 
his  cousin  Macgregor  Drummond,  of 
Bochaldy),  or,  perhaps,  of  one  of  the 
country  fevers.  His  death  made  « 
great  impression  at  the  time  in  his  own 
country,  and  the  following  lines^  writ- 
ten by  a  political  opponent,  appeared 
shortly  afterwards  in  the  Scots*  maga- 
zine ;— 


"  Dead  is  Lochiel,  the  terror  of  whose  arms 
So  lately  filled  this  Island  with  alarms  ! 
Be  just,  ye  Whigs,  and  though  the  Tories  mourn, 
Lament  a  Scotsman  in  a  foreign  urn, 
Who,  born  a  chieftain,  thought  the  right  of  birth 
The  source  of  all  authority  on  eartb — 
Mistaken  as  he  was,  the  man  was  just. 
Firm  to  his  word,  and  faithful  to  his  trust ; 
Humane  he  was,  protected  countries  tell. 
So  rude  a  host  was  never  ruled  so  well ; 
Not  his  the  pretty,  prudent,  modern  way. 
Bid  others  go,  himself  at  home  to  stay, 
But,  like  a  warrior,  bravelv  drew  his  sword. 
And  reared  his  target  for  his  native  lord. 
Fatal  to  him  and  to  the  cause  he  loved. 
Was  the  rash  tumult  which  his  folly  moved ; 
For  this  condemned  in  foreign  realms  to  bear. 
Midst  Gallic  bands,  a  mercenary  spear ; 
But  Heaven,  in  pity  to  his  honest  neart. 
Forbade  him  lon^  to  fill  so  mean  a  part : 
To  ease  at  once  bis  fortune  and  his  mind. 
With  exile  wretched,  and  with  error  blind 
The  awful  mandate  unto  death  was  given. 
And  good  Lochiel  is  now  a  Whig  in  heav  en  !** 


Pennant,  also  a  Whig,  thus  writes 
of  him :— <*'  Achnacarrie,  once  the  seat 
of  Cameron  of  Lochiel,  but  burnt 
in  1746.  He  was  esteemed  by  all 
paitieaptbe  honestest  and  most  sensible 
man  c^  any  that  engaged  in  the  wick- 
ed and  abtord  attempt  of  that  and  the 
preoeding  year,  and  a  melancholy  in^ 
staace  of  the  victory  of  the  prejudices 
of  education  over  a  naturally  fine  un- 
derstanding and  well-meaning  heart." 
Douglas  says  of  him,  in  his  **  Baron- 
age i" — **  He  was  a  man  of  good  parts, 
great  probity>  an  amiable  disposition, 
universally  esteemed,  and  was  at  great 
pains  to  soften  and  polish  the  manners 
of  his  clan.** 

Sir  Walter  Scott  writes  of  him— "  It 
might  have  been  our  lot  to  have  re- 
presented patriarchal  authority  in  a 


very  diflTerent  light,  as  exercised  by 
Donald  Cameron  of  Lochiel,  who,  to 
the  high  spirit,  courage,  and  loyalty  of 
a  Hihhland  chief,  added  the  manners 
of  an  accomplished  gentleman,  and  the 
morals  of  a  good  Christian." 

Campbell,  who  would  have  rendered 
his  name  famous  in  literature,  by  the 
beautiful  poem  of  "Lochiel's  Warning," 
even  if  he  had  written  nothing  eke, 
thus  speaks  of  his  character : — "  He 
was  fumed  for  the  social  virtues,  as 
much  as  his  martial  and  magnanimous, 
though  mistaken  loyalty."  It  would 
be  easy  to  multiply  similar  testimo- 
nials. 

After  LochieFs  death,  an  ingenious 
application  was  made  to  the  Court  of 
Session  to  obtain  his  forfeited  estate 
for  hb  eldest  son,  on  the  ground  of  his 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


336  A  Highland  Chief  One  Hundred  Years  Ago.  [Sept. 

being  erroneously  described  in  the  act  his  father's  attsdnder  in  1715.     The 

of  attainder  as  "  Donald  Cameron  the  application  was,  however,  refosed,  but 

younger,  of  Lochiel,"  whereas  he  was  the  estate  was  restored  by  act  of  par- 

the  real  fiar  of  the  estate,  though  his  liament  with  the  other  Highland  for- 

father  was  alive,  having  succeeded  at  feitures,  in  1784. 
once  to  his  grandfather,  on  account  of  X. 


NoTX.^In  an  article  on  the  United  Irishmen,  in  the  Universitt  Magazine,  it 
was  remarked  of  one  whose  courage  failed  in  the  last  extremity,  that  **  this  is  not 
the  stufif  traitors  should  be  made  of."  Lochiel's  brother,  Dr.  Archibald  Cameron, 
a  physician  by  profession,  but  who  took  a  forward  and  coura^^eous  part  in  1745, 
showed  the  very  material  referred  to  as  desirable  under  such  oircumstanoes,  at  his 
execution,  under  the  act  of  attainder  previously  passed  against  him,  in  1753. 

*«  When  Dr.  Cameron  came  to  the  place  of  execution,  he  looked  on  the  prepara- 
tions and  spectators  with  an  undaunted  and  composed  countenance,  and  on  being 
loosed  from  the  sledge,  he  started  up,  and  with  an  heroic  demeanour  stepped  up 
into  the  cart,  whence  looking  round  with  unconcern  on  all  the  awful  apparatus  of 
death,  he  smiled,  and  seeing  the  clergyman  who  attended  him  coming  up  the  steps, 
he  endeavoured  with  his  fettered  hands  to  help  him  up,  saying,  *  this  is  a  glorious 
day  to  me — ^it  is  my  new  birth-day ;  there  are  more  witnesses  at  this  birth  than 
were  at  my  first.'    ,    .  He  thus  addressed  the  sheriff: — *  Sir,  you  see  a  fellow- 

subject  just  about  to  pay  his  last  debt.  I  the  more  willingly  resign  my  life,  that  it 
is  taken  from  me  for  doing  my  duty  according  to  my  conscience.  I  freely  forgive 
all  my  enemies,  and  those  who  are  instrumental  in  taking  away  my  life.  I  thank 
God,  I  die  in  perfect  charity  with  all  men.  As  to  my  religion,  I  die  a  sincere 
though  unworthy  member  of  the  church  in  which  I  have  always  lived,  the  Church 
of  England,  in  whose  communion  I  hope,  through  the  merits  of  my  blessed  Saviour, 
for  forgiveness  of  my  sins,  for  which  1  am  heartily  sorry.*  ...  He  then  said, 
*  I  have  now  done  with  this  world,  and  am  ready  to  leave  it.'  He  joined  heartUy 
in  the  commendatory  prayer,  repeated  some  ejaculations  from  the  psalms,  after 
which  he  embraced  the  clergyman  and  took  leave." 

Dr.  Cameron  has,  I  think,  been  condemned  in  rather  too  sanguinary  a  manner 
by  Mr.  Brown,  in  his"  History  of  the  Highlanders,"  with  regard  to  the  abstraction  of 
a  sum  of  money  belonging  to  Charles  Edward,  which  was  concealed  in  the  High- 
lands. I  shall  only  observe  that  the  witnesses  brought  forward  against  him,  vu., 
Macdonnell,  of  Glengarry,  and  Ludo vie  Cameron,  of  Torcastle,  were  "arcades 
ambo,"  and  unworthy  of  credit  in  a  court  of  justice,  in  any  case  where  their  own 
interests  were  at  all  concerned.  *  That  Dr.  Cameron  did  remove  some  of  this 
money,  I  believe ;  but  in  1752  he  wrote  an  explanation  of  the  transaction  to  Clony 
Macpberson,  stating  that  he  was  compelled  to  do  so  by  the  extreme  destitution  of 
his  deceased  brother  Lochiel's  family.  Unless  his  own  application  of  the  circum- 
stances were  fully  had,  it  is  most  unfair  to  asperse  the  memory  of  this  courageous 
piartixan  and  humane  gentleman,  on  such  evidence. 
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A   LAWTEE's  E£HINISCENCES. 


"  Is  there  no  hope,  sir  ?"  said  an  old, 
white-headed  man,  with  a  feeble,  tre- 
mulous voice,  to  the  physician,  who 
had  just  mounted  his  horse,  and  was 
about  to  turn  down  the  avenue  to  the 
high  road. 

"  None !"  replied  the  physician, 
kindly  'looking  on  the  questioner — 
"none,  I  fear,  in  this  world." 

The  old  domestic  muttered  a  few 
words  in  a  low  voice,  raised  one  hand 
to  hb  tearful  eye,  and  turned,  with 
faltering  step,  towards  the  house. 

**  And  what  a  cheerless  faith  is 
theirs,**  said  the  physician  inwardly, 
"  who  believe  there  is  not  a  better. 
If  earth  had  aught  of  happiness,  surely 
one  might  have  hoped  to  find  it  in  such 
a  spot/* 

As  he  spoke,  his  eye  fell  mournfully 
on  the  scene  before  him.  He  checked 
his  horse  for  a  moment,  sighed,  and 
proceeded  on  his  way.  And  beauti- 
ful, in  truth,  was  the  spot  which  he 
had  just  quitted. 

A  cottage,  the  very  model  of  rustic 
elegance,  over  whose  light  trellis-work 
the  dark  foliage  of  the  fragrant  cle- 
matb  hung  in  rich  and  heavy  masses, 
relieved  by  the  countless  flowers  of  the 
creeping  rose,  crowned  the  summit  of 
a  gentle  hill.  On  the  left,  in  the 
friendly  shelter  of  a  picturesque  clump 
of  evergreens,  shadowed  by  a  few  of 
the  more  stalwart  children  of  the 
forest,  was  a  small  but  tastefully-dis- 
posed flower-garden,  and  in  front  a 
lawn  of  the  brightest  verdure  de- 
scended, with  an  easy  slope,  to  the 
broad  bosom  of  the,  river,  beyond 
which  stretched  a  rich  and  culti- 
vated plain  to  the  foot  of  the  blue  but 
clearly-defined  chwn  of  hills,  behind 
which  the  sun  was  hastening  to  his 
setting. 

The  whole  scene  was  one  of  com- 
plete repose — the  daily  toil  of  the  hus- 
bandman had  drawn  to  its  termination 
—the  spade  and  the  sickle  were  laid 
aside  until  the  morrow  ;  the  river  was 
cidm  as  a  crystal  mirror ;  the  rustle 
of  a  leaf,  the  chirp  of  a  bird,  disturbed 
not  the  silence ;  and  the  distant  low- 
mg  of  some  one  of  the  beautiful  cattle, 
chewing  the    cad   in    quiet    groups 


through  the  broad  pastures,  or  gazing 
on  the  surface  of  the  stream,  solitary 
and  motionless.  Rave  the  only  indica- 
tion of  life  abroad. 

A  like  stillness  prevailed  within  the 
cottage.  The  cheerful  room,  usually 
occupied  by  its  inmates,  was  tenant- 
less,  the  Venetian  blinds  drawn  down, 
and  the  air  of  the  apartment  itself 
seemed  clearly  to  indicate  that  for 
some  days  it  had  not  been  frequented 
by  its  accustomed  visitants.  What  it 
was,  indeed,  that  would  lead  one  to 
this  conclusion,  it  might  be  difficult  to 
say;  the  furniture  was  arranged  as 
usual;  drawing-portfolios,  music,  nooks, 
were  distributed  with  the  same  grace- 
ful negligence  as  on  ordinary  occasions. 
Yet  the  room  wore  that  lonely  aspect 
which  told  as  if,  by  some  hidden  sym- 
pathy in  our  nature,  that  the  pulse  of 
human  life  had  not  throbbed  there 
lately,  and  the  most  careless  observer 
could  perceive  that  the  fair  being,  the 
evidences  of  whose  refined  occupations 
were  on  all  sides  visible,  had  long  ne- 
glected them.  The  spell,  beneath 
whose  holy  influence,  at  other  times— 


"  Uit  chamber  nemed, 

Like  tome  dlTinely  haonted  placet 
Where  aogel  ft>rmg  had  lately  beamed, 

had  withdrawn  its   charm   from  the 
silent  walls. 

One  room  in  the  corresponding  an- 
gle of  the  building  was  not  thus  unoc- 
cupied. It  was  the  noiseless  bed- 
chamber of  an  invalid,  the  two  win- 
dows of  which  commanded  the  pro- 
spect described  at  the  beginning  of  the 
narrative.  Of  one  of  them  the  blind 
was  quite  down ;  that  of  the  other  par- 
tially raised,  and  the  casement  open, 
admitting  the  fragrance  of  the  air 
without,  while  a  flood  of  rich  crimson 
light  streamed  through  it  on  the  opposite 
wall,  on  which  hung  the  sword  of  a 
British  general  officer.  The  chamber 
had  two  occupants.  In  the  bed  lay 
one  who,  notwithstanding  his  snowy 
locks  rivalled  the  whiteness  of  the  pil- 
lows which  they  rested  on,  was  plainly 
of  no  very  advanced  age ;  he  certainly 
had  not  seen  sixty  winters,  nor  did  his 
form  seem  to  have  suffered  fVom  any 
lingering  malady ;  but  it  required  no 
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very  skilful  gknee'to  see  that  the  sand 
of  his  existence  was  nearly  ran*  The 
deadly  paleness  which  overspread  his 
iinely-mouldedfeatores^  combined  with 
a  hectic  flash  which  momentarily  dis- 
placed it,  and  die  prominence  of  the 
deep  blue  veins  that  traversed  his 
broad  marble  forehead^  told  tiufficient- 
ly  of  a  disease  beyond  the  healer's  art. 
]Beside  his  pillow  sat  a  fair  being,  in 
whose  form  the  light  gracefulness  of 
the  girl  had  already  given  place  to  the 
stately  beauty  of  maturer  womanhood. 
Her  attitude,  as  she  leaned  over  the 
pillow,  displayed  her  finely-propor- 
tioned figure  in  all  its  loveliness,  while 
her  rich  dark' hair,  drawn  plainly  back 
from  her  pure  and  lofty  forehead, 
showed  the  profile  of  a  face,  possessing 
all  the  dignity  which  could  be  combined 
with  feminine  softness,  to  which  the 
deep  blush  mantling  her  entire  coun- 
tenance, and  the  tears  that  suffused 
her  clear  blue  eyes,  lent  an  unwonted 
tenderness  of  expression. 

She  leaned  on  one  hand  over  the 
pillow,  the  other  lay  clasped  in  that  of 
the  invalid,  whose  eyes  looked  steadily 
into  hersy  as,  with  the  most  supplicat- 
ing tone  and  looks,  she  exclaimed — 

*'  Spare  me,  dear  father,  do  spare 
me  this.  God  knows  I  have  had  my 
share  of  sorrow,  and  now  that  I  am 
losing  my  last — my  only  comforter — 
you  cannot,  with  your  latest  request, 
pour  this  bitterness  into  the  cup  that 
I  have  yet  to  drink.  Think  only  what 
you  ask  of  me — ^to  drag  before  a  heart- 
less world,  subject  to  the  jest  and  jibe 
of  every  scoffer,  the  sacred  confidences 
of  a  love  like  mine — to  have  bandied 
in  a  public  court,  every  affectionate 
word,  every  endearing  epithet,  which, 
in  the  security  of  a  trusting  heart,  I 
have  lavished  on  one  who  ■"  (here 
her  eye  dilated,  and  the  throbbing 
veins  of  her  temple  swelled  almost  to 
bursting) — "  has  deserted  and  betray- 
ed me.  You  cannot,'*  she  added,  re- 
suming her  deprecatory  manner,  after 
a  moment's  pause,  and  sobbing  loudly 
— ''you cannot,  surely,  ask  me  this." 

The  old  man  trembled  violently— 
paused — compressed  his  lips,  and,  with 
a  powerful  effort,  which  all  but  rent 
the  feeble  ties  that  bound  him  yet  to 
life,  quelled  his  struggling  emotions^ 
and,  with  calm  but  emphatic  tones, 
replied — 

"Emily  St.  Aubyn,  you  are  my 
child.     You  bear  a  name  of  which  I 


am  the  first  inheritor  who  hmve  seen 
insult  fiung  upon  it,  and  not  wiped 
that  insult  off  with  his  Uood  who  dared 
to  offer  it.  There  was  a  time  when 
your  father's  sword,"  he  9Mtd,  satd  a 
tear  trembled  in  his  eyeiid»  as  his 
glance  fell  on  the  scabbard — ^"  would 
have  been  enoogfa  to  avenge  your 
quarrel — ^it  is  not  now.  But*  Emily, 
that  name  roust  not  be  sulKed  by  a 
slander,  on  which  a  stain  has  never 
fallen  from  the  act  of  one  who  bore  k. 
Your  woman's  heaal  may — nay  most, 
shrink  from  this  exposure ;  but  is  It — 
this  exhibition  of  an  artless,  innocent 
affection,  to  be  withheld  at  the  cost  of 
a  sullied  name?  No!  no,  my  dear, 
dear  child,"  said  the  old  man,  soften- 
ing as  he  proceeded — "  for  your  sake, 
for  the  sake  of  truth  and  honour,  thb 
request  I  must  make  of  you*  Urge 
me  not,  Emily,  to  lay  it  on  you  as  a 
dying  command." 

While  her  father  spoke,  a  marked 
change  came  over  Miss  St.  Aobyn's 
face ;  the  deep  crimson  which  before 
had  coloured  it  gave  place  to  a  marble 
whiteness.  As  he  ended,  she  raised 
her  head  from  the  hand  which,  till 
now,  had  supported  it,  allowing  the 
arm  to  fall  upon  the  pillow,  and,  with 
a  strange  firmness,  said — 

**  Enough,  father — ^your  request  is 
granted — ^your  name  sliall  not  be  stain- 
ed through  my  weakness,  cost  what  it 
may." 

"  Emily,"  said  her  father,  hurriedly, 
while  the  hand  which  held  her's  re- 
laxed its  gprasp,  "  God  bless  yon,  my 
child.  I  am  faint — very,  very  faint— 
this  painful  scene — bmg  me  a  giass 
of  water — call"— ^ — and,  overcome 
completely,  he  swooned  away  before 
his  daughter  could  raise  the  draught 
she  had  brought  him  to  his  lips. 

She  rang  the  bell  hurriedly,  aad, 
alarmed  by  the  violence  with  which  it 
was  pulled,  two  or  three  servants  has- 
tened to  the  room,  only  in  time,  how- 
ever, to  see  their  mistress  an  orphan. 
General  St.  Aubyn  was  no  more. 

The  scenes  ofthe  house  of  mourning 
shall  not  be  drawn  from  their  sacred 
concealment  by  my  pen  ;  nor  the  sor- 
rows of  its  lovely  and  heart-broken  in- 
mate needlessly  dilated  on.  I  willingly 
drop  a  veil  over  the  six  weary  montbls 
that  followed,  to  let  the  reader  know 
something  of  the  previous  story  of  those 
who  have  been  here  introduced  to  bis 
notice. 
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General  St.  Aol^  was  the  onlj  son 
of  aa  officer  who  had  served  with  dis. 
tinetion  in  the  campaigns  of  Marlbo- 
roQgh  and  Prioce  Eugene.  His  family, 
as  the  name  implies,  were  originally 
French,  and  had  once  ranked  amongst 
the  proudest  of  their  native  land  in 
possessions  and  in  station.  His  father, 
who  had  married  an  English  lady  of 
considerahle  fortune,  was  one  of  the 
thousands  whom  the  bursting  6f  the 
South- Sea  bubble  had  brought  from  af- 
fluence to  ruin,  and  died,  shortly  after 
he  himself,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  en- 
tered the  profession,  in  which  his  gal- 
lantry rapidly  won  for  him  both  honors 
and  renown.  At  the  age  of  thirty  he 
married  the  mother  of  Miss  St.  Au- 
byn,  who  brought  him  no  other  dowry 
.  save  (what  the  world  wisely  refrains 
from  setting  any  value  on)  beauty, 
accomplishments,  and  virtue ;  and,  af- 
ter a  few  years  of  unclouded  happiness, 
found  himself  suddenly  bereft  of  a 
treasure  which  that  world  had  nothing 
to  replace.  Proud,  shy,  and  sensitive, 
the  loss  of  bis  idolized  wife  would  have 
produced  fatal  effects  on  his  charac- 
ter»  had  she  not  left  him  a  daughter,  in 
whom  thenceforth  were  centered  the 
affS&ctioDs  which  had  clung  with  such 
fidelity  to  her.  Emily  St.  Aubyn  was 
little  more  ^um  two  years  old  when  she 
lost  her  mother,  and  not  very  long  after 
her  father  retired  from  the  service, 
rich  rather  in  honors  than  wealth,  to 
watch  the  dtf^lopment  of  the  tender 
flower  round  which,  with  the  fond  con- 
templation of  the  present,  twined  sof- 
tening remembrances  of  the  past,  and 
serene  anticipations  of  the  future.  He 
passed  a  considerable  time  in  France 
and  Italy,  and  about  four  years  before 
the  period  at  which  our  tale  has  its  be- 
ginning, became  the  owner  of  the  cot- 
tage already  described. 

The  immediate  spot  in  which  the 
General  settled,  was  attractive  rather 
from  its  natural  beauty,  than  from  the 
society  of  which  it  could  boast.  Its 
seclusion  was,  however,  far  from  un- 
pleasing  to  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  who,  with 
a  mind  stored  with  every  thing  that 
could  adorn  her  sex,  possessed  a  pride 
that  led  her  rather  to  shun  than  to 
court  attention  from  those  moths  of  so- 
ciety, who  flutter  round  the  light  of 
each  new  beauty  of  the  hour,  and  es- 
cape the  scorching  which  is  the  com- 
mon doom  of  their  insect  brothers,  only 
because  Nature  has  formed  them  of 


less  delicate  material — Miss  St.  Aubyn 
was  worthy  of  higher  homage.  It  is 
not  wronging  her  to  say,  she  felt  she 
was.  Of  admiration  unsought  and 
uncared  for,  she  had,  however,  no  un- 
envied  share.  Manv  and  deep  were 
the  libations  quaffed  to  that  beauty 
which,  least  of  her  many  charms, 
made  dire  havoc  amongst  the  gentry 
of  the  neighbourhood,  and  earned  its 
unconscious  possessor  throujp^h  the  en- 
tire round  of  female  artiuce,  from 
**  horrid  prudery*'  to  •**  impudent  flir- 
tation," with  the  mothers,  aunts,  and 
daughters,  for  a  circuit  of  full  thirty 
miles.  The  extremes,  far  from  beinff 
irreconcilable,  shewed  only  the  fearful 
extent  of  her  duplicity,  and  within  a 
very  few  months  Miss  St.  Aubyn  was 
bated  by  all  the  women,  ^and  wor- 
shipped by  all  the  men  within  the  dread 
space  alluded  to. 

Amongst  the  visitors  at  the  cottage 
during  the  first  year  of  her  residence 
in  it,  there  was,  in  truth,  but  one  in 
whom  its  mistress  felt  even  a  passing 
interest,  nor  was  the  feeling  of  grati- 
fication which  her  slight  intercourse 
with  that  one  ereated  anything  beyond. 
With  Arthur  Crawford  it  was  far 
otherwise.  Quiet  and  unpretending 
in  his  demeanour,  careless  to  a  fault  of 
applause  or  observation,  the  calmness 
of  his  exterior  hid  an  under-current  of 
feeling  as  impetuous  as  it  was  deep. 
A  mind  naturally  refined  and  compre- 
hensive, fostered  by  varied  and  exten- 
sive reading,  long  and  enthusiastic  ob- 
servation of  nature  and  of  art,  and 
still  more  by  deep  and  frequent  com- 
muning with  itself,  reached  its  full 
maturity,  while  his  heart  still  retained 
all  the  warmth  and  freshness  of  boy- 
hood. To  genius  and  passion  he  unit- 
ed a  high,  unswerving  sense  of  prin- 
ciple; ruling  equally  over  both,  and 
ready,  whenever  necessary,  to  assert 
its  own  dignity  at  the  sacrifice  of  either 
fame  or  love.  Chance  brought  him  for 
a  short  time  to  Miss  St.  Aubyn's  neigh- 
bourhood ;  their  intercourse  was,  as 
that  of  congenial  minds  must  be,  fami- 
liar and  unrestrained — it  was  of  short 
duration;  He  left  her — ^perhaps  not 
without  hope — and  left  with  her  sdl 
he  had  then  to  give,  the  silent  homage 
of  a  heart  which  would  have  made  any 
sacrifice  for  the  power  to  speak  that 
homage  with  honor.  It  could  have 
made  none  so  great  as  allowing  it  to 
remain  unspoken. 
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The  following  year  was  an  eventful 
one  to  Emily.  About  three  miles  from 
the  General's  residence  was  the  stately 
mansion  of  the  Vandeleur  family.  Its 
present  proprietor  was  old  and  child- 
less^ morose  by  nature,  and  not  the  less 
8o*that  the  softening  mfluence,  which 
the  ties  of  family  exert  over  the  worst 
dispositions^  had  never  come  to  curb 
the  harsh  and  dogged  inclinations  of 
his  youth.  The  w^thiest  resident  in 
the  district,  without  one  idea  above  his 
sordid  possessions,  the  acerbity  of  his 
temper  was  increased  by  the  thought 
that  he  should  be  succeeded  in  these 
possessions  by  one  to  whom  travel  and 
education  had,  in  all  probability,  given 
tastes  more  exalted,  and  feelings  more 
refined  than  his  own.  Henry  Vande- 
leur, his  nephew,  on  whom  the  estates 
of  the  family  were  strictly  entailed, 
was  indeed,  if  report  spoke  truly,  the 
very  opposite  in  character  and  habits 
to  his  worthless  uncle.  At  the  time 
when  the  St.  Aubyns  came  to  reside  in 
the  vicinity  of  Vandeleur  Court,  he  was 
absent  on  the  Continent,  where  he  had 
been  travelling  for  nearly  three  years, 
and  about  the  close  of  the  second  sum- 
mer of  their  residence  there,  he  return- 
ed from  abroad.  Handsome  in  person, 
easy,  polished,  and  courteous  in  ad- 
dress, fluent  in  conversation,  and  skill- 
ed in  all  the  lighter  accomplishments 
of  the  day,  from  the  hour  of  his  first 
meeting  with  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  she 
seemed  to  absorb  his  every  thought. 
Her  society  he  constantly  sought.  Pa- 
rity of  years — kindred  pursuits  and  oc- 
cupations— these,  too,  for  the  gpreater 
Eart,  unshared  in  and  unappreciated 
y  most  of  their  mutual  acquaintances 
— and  that  mystic  electricity  of  the  soul 
which,  like  the  soul  itself,  defies  inquiry 
into  its  origin — ere  long  won  him  the 
affections  of  Miss  St.  Aubyn.  Vande- 
leur saw  quickly  into  her  feelings — he 
spoke  his  own,  and  met  with  the  res- 
ponse he  sighed  for. 

To  narrate  the  detaib  of  the  period 
which  followed,  is  not  my  intention. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  income  of  Mr. 
Vandeleur  not  being  such  as  to  render 
an  immediate  marriage  prudent  or  ad- 
visable, it  was  agreed  to  defer  the 
union  for  the  long  space  of  three  years, 
at  which  time  he  would,  under  the  will 
of  his  grandfather,  be  entitled  to  pro- 
perty of  some  amount,  while  in  all  Jike- 
Uhood,  from  his  uncle's  advanced  age, 
he  could  scarcely  survive  even  so  long. 


During  this  space  of  time,  the  inter- 
course of  the  lovers  was  the  most  in- 
timate and  unrestrained.  Miss  St. 
Aubyn's  communications  with  Vande- 
leur, verbal  or  written,  were  the  simple 
exponentsof  her  feelings.  She  dreamed 
not  of  concealing  her  emotions,  for  she 
knew  of  none  that  she  should  blush  to 
reveal.  If  he  were  true,  he  had  a 
right  to  know  them ;  if  she  believed 
he  could  be  false,  she  would  have 
spumed  him,  as  a  reptile,  from  her 
feet.  No  woman,  whose  love  is  worth 
possessing,  will  bestow  it  on  a  man 
whom  she  can  doubt. 

If  the  flight  of  Time  be  swifl,  how 
rapid  must  it  be  when  he  adds  Love's 
pinions  to  hb  own.  Only  six  short 
months  remained  to  the  day  which 
was  to  make  Miss  St.  Aubyn  a  bride  * 
in  name — in  heart  and  feeling  she  had 
been  so  long.  One  morning  Vande- 
leur called  as  usual ;  there  was  some- 
thing of  embarrassment,  scarcely  no- 
ticeable however,  in  his  manner,  but 
it  did  not  elnde^Miss  St.  Aubyn's  eye. 
They  were  alone  in  the  shrubbery  to- 
gether. Emily,  for  a  time,  was  silent; 
she  seemed  to  expect  that  Vandeleur 
would  allude  to  the  cause  of  his  appa- 
rent uneasiness — she  felt  disappointed 
that  he  did  not. 

"Henry,"  said  she,  at  last,  **you 
are  labouring  under  some  annoyance : 
what  is  it?" 

He  started  slightly,  but  replied, 
looking  affectionately  in  her  face— 

"  Yes,  Emily,  I  am  indeed ;  I  meant 
to  speak  of  it  to  you,  but — I  must 
leave  you  for  a  time." 

^'  Leave  me  1"  said  she,  asudden  pale- 
ness coming  over  her  lovely  face— 
"  Not,  surely,  Henry,  for  along  time." 

"  No,  not  a  long  time,  Emily — but," 
he  paused,  and  added,  as  if  reproach- 
fully, "  I  thought  any  separation  would 
seem  long  to  you :  to  me,  I  know,  it 
will. 

The  insinuation  seemed  to  her  un- 
kind. She  raised  her  eyes  to  his ; 
whatever  she  saw  there,  instead  of  re- 
plying to  his  last  words,  she  said,  with 
some  emphasis— 

"  Henry,  the  thought  of  this  separa- 
tion is  not  the  only  cause  of  your  em- 
barrassment to-day.  The  reason  of  it 
mav  be 1  have  a  right  to  know  it.** 

Vandeleur  coloured  deeplv^  but,  with 
assumed  playfulness,  replied—. 

**  My  dear  inquisitor,  that  joa  eaa- 
not  learn  just  now.    I  most  go  to 
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London ;  my  stay  will,  I  hope,  be  only 
a  few  weeks — five  or  six  at  the  most : 
my  business  there  b  most  urgent.  Is 
not  this  enough  ?** 

"  No,**  said  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  firmly, 
«it  is  not,  Henry.  There  is  some 
mystery  about  the  cause  of  your  going 
— there  should  be  none  to  me." 

"  Indeed,**  said  Vandeleur,  with  a 
smile.  *'  Why  what  a  dreadfully  exu 
geante  wife  you  will  be.*' 

*'  Exigeante  wife  T*  did  she  hear  him 
rightly.  She  had  given  him  her  entire 
heart  and  soul ;  unlocked  for  him  the 
casket  of  all  her  thoughts  and  feelings 
— had  he  not  done  the  like  to  her  ? 
Exigeante  wife  I  what  could  there  be 
for  a  wife  to  exact  ? — for  a  husband  to 
conceal?  The  thoughts  passed,  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning,  ttirough  her 
mind — not  so  quickly  as  that  Vande- 
leur failed  to  trace  them  in  her  inge- 
nuous face.  Before  she  could  reply 
to  his  words,  he  added — 

"  But  come,  my  dear  girl,  you  have 
indeed  a  right  to  know  every  thing 
from  me,  for  to  me  you  are  every  thing ; 
yet,  I  confess,  I  would  have  kept  this 
secret  from  you,  for,  I  fear,  it  will 
give  you  pain.  Will  the  motive  excuse 
the  crime  ?" 

"It  ought  not,"  said  Emily,  pet- 
tishly, but  with  real  tenderness ;  "  but 
I  will  try  to  forgive  you*  You  should 
not  rob  me  of  my  share  in  your  annoy- 
ances." 

How  weak  a  thing  is  woman,  when 
she  loves.  The  proud,  intellectual, 
high-souled  Emily  St.  Aubyn  was 
once  agiun  the  fond,  timorous,  trusting 
girl.  Alas !  Eve  was  but.the  fir*^  of  her 
sex  that  the  serpent's  words  J>«guiled  I 

And  wherefore  repeal  his  words? 
Why  state  the  first  tt'eacherous  lan- 
guage of  a  perjui^  man  ■  the  first 
dark  falsehood  «fcmg  to  by  a  confiding 
woman?  I  «^111  not  sully  with  it  a 
page  con8<^f  Ated  to  better  memories. 

Tha*"  fliterview  was,  happily  for  her, 
the  ^)Ast  which  Miss  St.  Aubyn  had 
yfkh  Henry  Vandeleur.  Happily,  I  say, 
tor  to  have  met  him'  after  were  pro- 
fanation to  her  unsuspecting  innocence. 

Nearly  three  months  passed  away, 
and  Vandeleur  continued  in  London. 
He  wrote,  however,  frequentlv  and 
ftiUy,  nor  did  the  tone  of  his  letters 
manifest  any  decline  in  his  avowed  af- 
fection for  Emily.  On  the  contrary, 
he  seemed  to  have  the  deepest  interest 
in  all^thM  related  to  her,  •zpreiaing 


only  his  anxiety  to  escape  from  'the 
giddy  whirl  of  dissipation  in  which  he 
was  involved,  once  again  to  taste  the 
happiness  of  her  society.  The  pre- 
texts which  each  succeeding  letter  sug- 
gested for  fresh  delay,  had  all  the  ap- 
pearance of  truth,  and  Miss  St.  Aubyn 
was  too  sincere  to  doubt.  At  length 
an  event  occurred  which  would  neces- 
sarily cause  his  return.  His  uncle 
died  suddenly.  With  what  hope  did 
she  look  for  the  arrival  of  the  first 
conveyance  from  the  metropolis,  which 
could  bring  him  back  to  her.  Five 
weeks  elapsed:  she  was  sitting  with 
her  father  at  breakfast,  the  wmdows 
open,  the  fragrance  of  her  own  sweet 
flowers  stealing  in  through  them,  as  if 
to  repay  thenr  gentle  mistress  for  her 
care,  or  to  chide  her  for  withhold- 
ing her  smiles  from  them  too  long. 
A  servant  entered,  with  a  letter— .tne 
seal  was  black,  and  the  direction  in 
the  well-known  hand.  Her  heart  sank 
within  her  as  she  took  it.  She  opened 
it — not  with  the  eafferness  she  was 
wont  to  do ;  but  cdimly,  and  with  a 
strange  foreboding  of  ill :  th^e  was 
no  flutter — her  very  heart  beat  slowly, 
but  so  loud  you  might  have  heard  its 
throbbing.  The  first  glance  at  its 
contents  seemed  to  have  changed  her 
into  marble.  Every  feature  was  fixed 
and  rigid,  save  her  eyes,  which,  as  if 
mechanically,  moved  with  a  measured 
slowness  along  the  page.  They  reached 
the  end — they  returned  to  its  com- 
mencement I  once  more  the  fatal  cha- 
racters were  perused,  in  the  same 
measured  time,  and,  without  a  single 
word  or  utterance,  she  fell  back,  to 
all  appearance,  lifeless,  in  her  chair. 

On,  perfidy  of  man  to  woman  I—. 
treacherous,  coward  crime,  is  there 
no  guard  against  thee?  Yes!  the 
world  has  a  code  of  honour  which 
says,  "betray  her  at  thy  peril  when 
she  has  father,  husband,  brother  to 
avenge  her  wrong,"  and  the  world's 
"  men  of  honour"  keep  the  command- 
ment! 

Miss  St.  Aubyn  had  a  father — but 
for  the  present  let  us  return  to  her- 
self. She  was  removed  to  her  cham- 
ber— medical  aid  was  at  onoe  pro- 
cured ;  for  three  days  she  lav  in  com- 
plete unconsciousness.  When  she 
awoke  from  it,  it  was  to  a  sense  of 
entire  desolation.  The  first  dawn  of 
perception  brought  back  what  had  oc- 
curred in  all  its  cold  rtality.    Ther« 
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was  none  of  that  indistinctness,  none 
of  that  perplexing  doubt  which,  to 
some  minds,  would  have  made  the 
entire  seem  a  fearful  dream.  With  a 
character  like  hers,  the  blow  which 
could  subdue,  left  a  mark  which  was 
indelible.  The  simoom  bad  swept  over 
her  existence,  and  not  one  hope  re- 
mained which  might  blossom  in  the 
future. 

And  how  felt  she  towards  Vande- 
leur  ?  The  dream  of  Iotc  had  passed 
awaj  for  ever,  and  what  replaced  it  ? 
Not  hatred,  not  revenge — he  was  far 
beneath  Uiem — but  a  lofty,  almost  su- 
perhuman disdain.  All  the  weakness 
of  her  sex  was  gone.  Did  he  kneel 
before  her  now,  in  heartfelt,  unfeigned 
repentance — did  he  bring  a  spell  to 
efface  every  memory  of  his  deceit,  she 
would  scarcely  deign  to  spurn  him. 
Pride  triumphed  over  love :  but  Love 
too  had  his  triumph,  and  rent  the  veil 
of  the  sanctuary  which  was  his  no 
longer — Miss  St  Aubyn*s  heart  was 
broken. 

From  the  moment  when  that  fatal 
letter  was  perused  till  his  child*s  con- 
sciousness was  again  restored.  General 
St.  Aubyn  scarcely  left  her  side.  Worn 
out  by  his  anxious  and  dreary  watch- 
ing, with  his  spirit  already  crushed  by 
the  blow  which  ruined  her  happiness, 
the  recognition  which  that  conscious- 
ness brought  with  it,  fraught  with  such 
bitterness  to  both,  was  too  much  for 
his  exhausted  frame.  He  struggled 
against  his  own  weakness^  but  in  vain ; 
and  a  few  days  laid  him  on  that  couch 
from  which  he  was  never  more  to  rise. 

What  a  holy  thine  is  woman  in  the 
hour  of  sickness,  of  affliction  I — how 
deep  her  self-devotion  ;  how  unearthly 
her  fortitude ;  how  cheaply  purchased 
is  her  angel  ministry,  at  such  a  mo- 
ment, by  the  trifling  attentions,  the 
petty  cares  which  she  imposes  in  the 
day  of  prosperity  upon  man  1  Yet  his 
selfish  nature  will  refuse  to  gratify 
what  he  is  pleased  to  designate  her  ca- 
prices, because  he  knows  that,  when 
the  hour  of  sorrow  comes,  the  trea- 
sures  of  her  priceless  affection  will  be 
yielded  up  as  fidly  as^^if  he  had  studied 
to  deserve  them. 

The  love  that  smoothed  the  pillow 
of  General  St.  Aubyn  had  been  well 
earned;  but  deep  indeed  must  have 
been  the  springs  of  that  affection  which 
could  triumph  over  his  daughter's  mi- 
sery, and  niake  ber  the  soothing  at- 


tendant on  her  parent's  illness.  The 
moment,  however,  that  he  required 
her  care,  her  own  griefs  seemed  to  lose 
their  sting,  and  for  weeks  she  con- 
tinued to  minister  to  his  every  want 
with  that  kind  and  tender  solicitude 
which  woman  only  knows.  AJas  I  thst 
solicitude  was  destined  to  be  unavail- 
ing. The  day  that  was  to  have  seen 
his  daughter  a  bride^  dosed  upon  his 
dying  struggle.  We  have  ahready  wit- 
nessed the  last  sad  scene  between  the 
father  and  the  child. 

The  contents  of  Vandeleur's  letter 
Xhe  reader  is  as  yet  unacquainted  with. 
Let  us  now  turn  our  eyes  to  the  cold 
and  heartless  document  It  was 
couched  in  these  words :— ^ 

^*  My  dear  Miss  St.    Aobtn, — I 
have  just  heard  of  the  sudden  and  me- 
lancholy death  of  my  dear  and  affeo- 
tionate  uncle.  The  shock  which  it  gives 
me  is  great ;  so  great  indeed  that  it  b 
with  difficulty  I  write.     I  feel,  hew- 
ever,  that  I  owe  this  letter  to  you,  as 
circumstances  connected  with  this  sad 
event  preclude  all  possibility  of  my 
fulfilling  those  engagements  towards 
you,  which  I  have  looked  forward  to 
the  accomplishment  of  with  such  deep 
and  ardent  long^g.     The  day  before 
my  departure  from         ,  I  first  became 
aware  of  my  dear  relative's  objection 
to  our  intended  marriage.     I  dared 
not  communicate  it  to  you.     I  well 
knew  that  the  sensitiveness  of  your 
nature  would  make  you  at  once  shun 
&  union  to  which  any  member  of  mr 
family  would  manifest  a  dislike ;  an^ 
selfisbly  I  own,  I  withheld  from  you  a 
resolve  ^hich  I  knew,  if  communicated, 
would  seal  my  unhappiness.     I  felt 
at  the  same  lime  that  his  wishes,  if 
persevered  in,  i/nnmanded  my  obe- 
dience.    Alas !  I  tit|3ted  such  would 
not  be  the  case.     I  ho^  that  my  re- 
monstrances, my  prayers,  would  con- 
quer his  opposition  ;  and  to  «how  vaj 
anxiety  to  fulfil  his  wishes  eveii  when 
most  repugnant  to  my  own,  at  his  de- 
sire I  lefl  you.     Till  yesterday  I  stW 
indulged  in  mv  dream  of  happiness,  to 
be  awakened  u*om  it  with  wnat  bitter 
cruelty  1  The  same  post  which  brought 
me  intelligence  of  my  uncle*s  unex- 
pected death,  brought  me  his  solemn 
command  to  give  up  all  idea  of  this 
marriage.     I  cannot  dwell  upon  the 
subject — I  scarcely  know  what  1  write. 
To  find,  in  one  dark  instant,  the  future 
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made  a  dreary  blank — to  lose  all  hope 
of  that  which  g&ve  value  to  existence, 
is  too  oQuch  to  he  calmly  dwelt  on. 
Tou,  too,  I  feel  I  have  wronged  5  I 
should  have  heen  more  explicit — more 
frank.  Even  you  would  pardon  me  if 
you  knew  my  present  feelings.  May 
Cod  bless  you«  and  give  me  peace  1 
**  Henry  Vandeleor." 
*        i»        «        >»        >»        « 

It  was  the  third  morning  of  the 
Spring  assizes  in  the  town  of  — ». 
The  court  was  crowded  to  excess ;  and 
from  the  anxiety  manifest  on  the  coun* 
tenances  of  those  present,  especially 
the  junior  members  of  the  legal  body, 
who  were  chatting  in  noisy  groups,  it 
was  evident  that  a  trial  of  consequence 
was  expected* 

**  The  girl  herself  will  be  examined, 
of  course,"  said  a  young  gentleman  who 
had  been  called  the  previous  term, 
shewing  at  once  his  profound  acquaint- 
ance with  the  system  of  jurisprudence 
into  which  he  had  been  initiated* 

*'  No,"  replied  a  solemn- looking  bro- 
ther, his  senior  by  a  few  months,  *'  an 
action  for  breach  of  promise  is  a  simple 
oiswnpsit  in  which  the  woman  herself 
is  the  plaintiff ;  not  an  action  for  loss  of 
service,  in  which  the  father  sues.  She 
can't  give  evidence  in  her  own  case." 

*«  Tnen  we  shan't  get  a  look  at  her," 
exclaimed  the  first  speaker,  disconso- 
lately, and  little  enlightened  by  the  le- 
gal explanation. 

•*  No,  it's  not  likely,"  repeated  the 
second. 

**  Besides,"  added  a  quiet-looking 
youBg  man,  *'  the  poor  girl  is  really 
dying.  They  say  she  can  hardly  live 
another  week." 

**  Live  another  fiddlestick  I"  said  a 
fourth,  who,  being  remarkable  for  his 
attention  to  the  fair  sex,  was  of  course 
an  authority  in  such  matters.  **  What 
a  great  deal  you  know  of  women  I  It*s 
all  a  sham  to  increase  the  damages. 
The  girl  was  a  consummate  flirt." 

*«  Was  she,  though  ?"  asked  two  or 
three  voices  at  once.  **  You  knew  her, 
then?** 

«*  Knew  her  !  of  course  I  did,"  said 
the  last  speaker,  half  astonished  at  the 
question,  and  smiling  consciously. 
"  She  was  certainly  a  devilish  nice 
girl,  though ;  and,  after  all,  I  may 
judge  her  unfairly  in  considering  her 
conduct  to  myself— towards  others,  I 
must  say,  I  never  saw  her  otherwise 
than         " 


«' Silence  in  the  court— hats  off  I" 
shouted  the  crier,  interrupting  the 
self-complacent  Lothario ;  and  the 
judge  made  his  appearance  on  the 
bench. 

His  entrance  caused  a  momentary 
bustle.  The  callous  and  coxcombical 
remarks  continued,  however,  »of/o  voce^ 
varied  with  such  observations  as  the 
following,  as  the  names  of  the  jurors 
were  called  over,  and  the  oath  admi- 
nistered to  them  "  well  and  truly  to 
try  "  the  issue — 

**'Gadl  there's  old  Harding  of 
Myrtleville.  Won't  he  give  a  sweep- 
ing verdict  I  He  has  six  lovely  daugh- 
ters out,  and  is  working  heaven  and 
earth  to  get  rid  of  them*" 

**  By  Jove  I  who  is  that  in  the 
scratch-wig  ?" 

«  Oh,  faith  !  a  set  off  to  Harding. 
French  of  Powderfiask-hall ;  as  great 
a  roue  as  there's  in  the  kingdom.  I'll 
back  him  to  find  for  the  defendant,  or 
a  farthing  damages  for  the  plaintiff  if 
it  goes  very  hard  with  his  conscience." 

In  this  manner  the  scrutiny  went 
on — such  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury 
as  were  unknown  to  the  parties  being 
tested  by  the  colour  of  their  noses,  the 
length  of  their  chins,  the  spruceness  or 
negligence  of  their  attire,  and  other 
powerful  indications  of  their  respective 
dispositions ;  till  at  leneth  the  crier 
called  the  oase  of  "  St.  Aubyn  against 
Vandeleur." 

A  young  man,  about  twenty-eight 
years  of  age,  rose  rather  hurriedly  ;  he 
was  slightly  flushed,  and  his  manner 
somewhat  embarrassed.  It  was  Ar- 
thur Crawford.  He  opened  the  case. 
It  was  an  action  for  breach  of  promise 
of  marriage,  in  which  the  plaintiff  was 
Miss  Emily  St.  Aubyn,  the  defendant, 
Henry  Vandeleur,  Esq.  The  declara- 
tion contained  three  counts  ;  the  de- 
fendant pleaded  the  general  issue,  and 
a  special  plea ;  the  damages  were  laid 
at  ten  thousand  pounds.  Having  made 
this  short  statement,  he  resumed  his 

Elace,  and  bent  over  the  brief  which 
\y  open  before  him. 
Miss  St.  Aubyn's  leading  counsel 
now  rose,  and  proceeded  to  state  the 
case.  His  speech  was  powerful  and 
effective.  He  dwelt  much  on  the  pe- 
culiar circumstances  under  which  the 
action  was  brought — solely  in  fulfil- 
ment of  the  wishes  of  a  dying  father, 
to  punish  the  heartless  slanders  which 
the  defendant,  not  content  with  bring- 
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ing  that  father,  and,  as  it  was  but  too 
probable,  bis  client  likewise,  to  the 
grave,  had  circulated  in  palliation  of 
his  conduct ;  and,  at  the  end  of  three 
quarters  of  an  hour,  resumed  his  seat, 
having  concluded  an  address  which 
evidently  produced  a  strong  effect  ou 
the  minds  of  his  hearers. 

The  evidence  for  the  plaintiff  was 
now  gone  into.  It  consisted  chiefly 
of  letters  addressed  to  her  by  the  de- 
fendant, proving  beyond  all  question 
the  existence  of  a  legal  contract  be- 
tween the  parties  ;  after  the  reading 
of  which  the  medical  attendants  of 
Miss  St.  Aubyn  were  produced.  Their 
testimony  was  in  truth  painful :  they 
stated  her  to  be  reduced  by  mental 
suffering  to  a  state  of  health,  recovery 
from  which  was  altogether  hopeless  j 
and  one  of  them  declared  it  to  be  his 
conviction,  that  her  physical  exhaus- 
tion was  such  as  to  render  it  scarcely 
possible  that  she  could  survive  another 
month.  Two  or  three  questions  of 
cross-examination,  injudiciously  haz- 
arded, elicited  replies  little  calculated 
to  diminbh  the  sympathy  of  the 
hearers  with  the  unhappy  girl,  and 
the  physicians  were  allowed  to  with- 
draw. Mn  Vandeleur  was  then 
proved  to  have  landed  property  to  the 
value  of  i£3,000  a-year,  and  to  be  a 
legatee  in  his  nucleus  will  to  the 
amount  of  ^15,000,  on  condition  of 
his  obtaining  a  property  equivalent  to 
that  sum  with  any  wife  he  should 
happen  to  marry.  With  this  evi- 
dence, the  case  for  the  plaintiff  closed. 

The  defendant's  senior  counsel  now 
rose  to  reply.  He  was  a  man  of  long 
experience,  extreme  tact,  and  con- 
summate art,  disguised  under  an 
honest  blunt  exterior,  and  a  homely 
frankness  of  manner,  which  might 
lead  an  ordinary  observer  to  imagine 
that  his  entire  power  consisted  in  a 
full  conviction  of  the  fairness  of  his 
case ;  and  that  when  that  conviction 
did  not  exist,  the  ingenuousness  of  his 
nature  must  at  once  betray  his  know- 
ledge of  its  weakness.  Nothing  could 
be  more  at  variance  with  his  conduct. 

N never  looked  doubtful  except 

when  he  was  quite  sure  of  a  verdict. 
When  he  was  not,  he  could  not  afford 
to  lose  the  weight  which  his  own  ap- 
parent sense  of  the  security  of  his 
client's  case  was  certain  to  possess 
with  a  jury.  To  look  at  him  now, 
you  would  say  he  was  himself  an  in- 


jured man.  He  commenced  by  ex- 
pressing his  deep  reffret  that  a  case 
such  as  ;that  before  them  should  ever 
have  been  brought  into  a  public  court; 
a  case  painful  in  whatever  way  it  was 
viewed,  whether  with  reference  to  th« 
feelings  of  the  plaintiff  or  the  defen- 
dant, and  leading  necessarily  to  the 
disclosure  of  occurrences,  and  the 
divulging  of  facts,  which  should  have 
been  kept  saored  from  the  public  eye. 
For  his  part,  he  came  there  to  take 
an  honest,  straightforward  course, 
whatever  might  be  the  result  of  it. 
His  client,  it  was  true,  had  denied  on 
the  record  that  any  promise  had  been 
made  on  his  part  to  marry  the  plain- 
tiff, but  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury 
should  know  that  such  denial  was 
purely  formal :  there  was  no  iotentton 
of  relying  on  it ;  the  promise  which 
was  the  foundation  of  that  action  they 
acknowledged  in  the  fullest  nuuiner— 
they  had  all  along  done  so.  That 
promise  had  been  made  by  his  client 
in  the  truest  spirit  of  sincerity,  nor 
did  he  ever  dream  of  abandoning  it, 
till  the  non-fulfilment  of  it  became  a 
solemn  duty.  When  that  hour  ar- 
rived, he  instantly  made  Miss  St. 
Aubyn  acquiunted  with  the  fact.  They 
had  heard  the  letter  read  in  which  it 
was  communicated ;  they  had  heard 
comments,  too,  made  upon  that  letter, 
on  which  he  would  not  observe — he 
left  it  to  the  jury  to  say  whether  they 
were  merited.  To  him  it  appeared 
that  that  letter  should  have  at  once 
been  looked  on  as  releasing  his  client 
from  the  engagement  into  which  he 
had  entered.  Miss  St.  Aubyn  or  her 
advisers  took  a  different  view  of  it ; 
this  action  was  brought ;  the  damages 
were  laid,  as  they  had  already  heard, 
at  the  exorbitant  sum  of  £10,000. 
Mr.  Vandeleur  was  literally  thunder- 
struck ;  he  felt  that  the  marriage 
could  never  take  place ;  he  knew  that 
the  tithe  of  the  sum  would  never  be 
recovered  against  him,  but  he  resolved 
to  make  reparation  for  even  an  in- 
voluntary wrong.  He  resolved  to 
shield  Miss  St.  Aubyn  Arom  the  indis- 
cretion of  her  own  advisers,  and 
sooner  than  suffer  her  to  brin^  upon 
herself  the  odium  of  a  trial,  he  gene- 
rously offered  £3,000  to  have  the 
action  abandoned.  That  offer  was 
refused,  and  Mr.  Vandeleur  had  no 
option  but  to  defend  the  case.  There 
was,  however,  as  he  already  statedt  no 
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intentioD  of  denying  the  contract. 
The  only  eYidence  he  should  offer 
would  he  in  mitigation  of  damages ; 
and  he  felt  confident  that  when  the 
jury  came  to  consider  that  evidence^ 
they  would  see  that  the  sum  offered 
by  Ms  client  was  far  beyond  what  the 
ctrcomstanoes  of  the  cxise  called  on 
them  to  give.  A  portion  of  that  evi- 
dence was  of  a  nature  that  it  gave  him 
the  deepest  pain  to  be  under  the  neces- 
aity  of  producing ;  but  it  was  neces- 
sary to  his  client's  vindication,  and  he 
felt  compelled  to  have  recourse  to  it. 
The  evidence  to  which  he  alluded  was 
that  of  a  person  who  had  formerly 
been  a  domestic  in  General  St.  Aubyn*s 
family,  the  constant  attendant  on  the 
plaintiff  herself,  and  had  reference  to 
her  conduct  and  character  prior  to 
the  defendant's  becoming  acquainted 
with  her.  If  the  jury  believed  that 
evidence,  he  felt  satisfied  that  they 
would  consider  his  client  entitled  to 
all  the  protection  in  their  power,  and 
would  feel  with  him  that  it  was,  if  not 
a  legal,  at  least  a  moral  ground  for 
abandoning  a  promise  which  he  had 
made  under  a  completely  mistaken 
impression  of  Miss  St.  Aubyn's  dispo- 
sition and  conduct.  He  would  not 
dwell  upon  the  matter  further,  but 
would  allow  the  evidence,  when  ad- 
duced, to  speak  for  itself.  They  had 
heard  much  stress  laid  on  the  circum- 
stance, that  this  action  was  brought 
solely  in  compliance  with  the  dying 
wish  of  General  St.  Aubyn,  and  God 
forbid  that  he  should  lightly  regard 
the  request  of  a  dying  father.  But 
the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  should  con- 
sider, that  the  breach  of  his  client's 
engagement  was  in  compliance  with  a 
mandate  scarce  less  solemn — ^the  man- 
date of  the  nearest  and  dearest  rela- 
tive be  had  on  earth  ;  one  who  to  him 
had  been  all  that  a  father  could  be, 
and  who,  but  a  few  hours  after  he  had 
solemnly  prohibited  him  from  entering 
into  this  marriage,  was  suddenly 
snatched  into  eternity.  Long  and 
painful  evidence  had  likewise  been 
given  by  bis  learned  friends  at  the 
other  side,  of  the  state  of  Miss  St. 
Aubyn's  health — evidence  which  he 
believed  was  entitled  to  full  credit, 
and  which  it  grieved  him  to  the  soul 
to  hear*  But  did  it  follow  that  her 
distress  of  mind  arose  from  the  con- 
duct of  his  client.  Might  it  not  more 
naturally  be  attributed  to  the  effect 


which  being  forced  into  this  trial,  this 
public  exposure  of  her  feelings,  and 
his  conduct,  might  produce  on  a  proud 
and  sensitive  woman ;  and  to  whom 
was  attributable  this  necessity  ?  Not 
surely  to  Mr.  Vandeleur,  but  to  the 
mistfdcen  pride,  or  affection,  as  it 
might  be — perhaps  both — of  her  own 
father.  On  the  evidence  fur  the 
plaintiff  he  would  make  but  one  re- 
mark— one  which  he  felt  was  called 
for,  and  he  would  then  conclude.  In 
proving  the  amount  of  Mr.  Vande- 
leur's  property,  it  was  shown  that  in 
his  uncle's  will  he  was  bequeathed 
£15,000,  on  condition  of  getting  a 
fortune  of  that  amount  with  his  wife. 
In  the  opening  speech  of  his  learned 
friend,  no  observation  was  made  upon 
this  bequest,  but  it  was  plain  enough 
what  was  intended  by  putting  it 
in  evidence — it  was  plain  enough 
that  the  object  was  to  msinuate  that 
this  legacy  was  what  caused  Mr.  Van- 
deleur to  break  off  his  engagement 
with  Miss  St.  Aubyn,  and  that  the 
wish  of  his  uncle  was  only  a  pretext 
for  doing  so.  This  was  passed  by  at 
the  moment,  but  it  was  of  course  to 
be  relied  on  at  another  stage  of  the 
trial.  For  his  part  he  cared  not  for 
the  insinuation — the  character  of  Mr. 
Vandeleur  was  too  well  known  to 
suffer  from  it ;  the  hiffh  position 
which  he  and  his  family  had  always 
held  in  the  county,  would  shelter  him 
from  such  a  stigma,  and  for  himself 
he  would  scorn  to  defend  him  from  it. 
More  he  felt  it  unnecessary  to  say. 
He  had  had  long  experience  of  the 
intelligence  and  discrimination  of  the 
juries  of  this  county ;  he  knew  well 
the  honour  and  uprightness  of  the 
gentlemen  who  now  occupied  the  jury- 
box — many  of  them  were  his  intimate 
and  valued  personal  friends,  and  in 
their  hands  he  knew  that  he  had  nothing 
to  fear  for  the  safety  of  his  client. 

Mr.  N  —  having  concluded  his 
address,  the  letter  written  to  Vande- 
leur by  his  uncle,  requiring  him,  under 
pain  of  his  displeasure,  to  oreak  off  his 
intended  marriage  with  Miss  St. 
Aubyn,  was  put  in  evidence,  and  then 
followed  the  vilest  part  of  the  degrad- 
ing exhibition.  Madamoiselle  Louise 
Tussaud  was  called  and  sworn. 

The  witness,  a  Frenchwoman,  was  a 
fashionably  dressed  person,  of  about 
five-and-thirty,  but  evidently  had  be- 
stowed what  skill  she  could  to  keep 
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the  last  decade  modestly  concealed; 
she  was  highly  rouged,  and  endeavour- 
edy  by  a  perpetual  smile,  to  carry  off 
the  natural  expression  of  a  face  in  no 
slight  degree  sinister  and  malicious  in 
its  character.  It  wanted  not  the 
counsel's  prefatory  speech  to  indicate 
the  purpose  for  which  she  was  pro- 
duced, for  a  glance  would  have  told 
that  her  evidence  could  have  but  one 
object — to  slander  one  who  in  all  like- 
lihood would  soon  be  beyond  the  reach 
of  human  malice.  What  might  be  the 
precise  nature  of  her  evidence  was, 
however,  matter  of  deep  anxiety  to  the 
entire  audience. 

She  had  resided^  she  said,  in  Gene- 
ral St.  Aubyn's  family  for  nearly  two 
vears,  and  left  him  only  a  few  months 

before  he  settled  at .     When  she 

left  him.  Miss  St.  Aubyn  was  in  her 
nineteenth  year.  She  had  been  her 
confidential  attendant.  She  recollected 

the  Count  de  L ;  was  the  bearer 

of  letters  to  him  from  Miss  St.  Aubyn. 
General  St.  Aubyn  was  not  aware  of 
the  correspondence  between  his  daugh- 
ter and  the  count.  Miss  St.  Aubyn 
had  conversations  with  her  upon  the 
subject  of  the  count's  attentions ;  be- 
lieved from  them  that  there  existed  a 
mutual  attachment  between  him  and 
her  mistress;  knew  she  would  have 
eloped  with  him,  if  the  general  had 
not  suspected  her  intentions,  and  taken 
measures  to  prevent  it.  Other  ques- 
tions were  then  put  her  respecting 
Miss  St.  Aubyn,  involving  calumny  of 
a  deeper  dye,  and  her  direct  examina- 
tion closed. 

The  evidence  of  Miss  Tussaud  had 
been  wholly  unexpected  by  the  plain- 
tiff's cousel.  A  few  skilful  questions, 
however,  much  disconcerted  her,  and 
served  to  throw  no  little  doubt  over 
her  entire  testimony.  She  admitted 
that  she  did  not  leave  General  St. 
Aubyn's  service  at  her  own  desire,  but 
attributed  her  dismissal  to  the  fact  that 
she  had  been  discovered  by  him  to  be 
the  bearer  of  messages  between  his 

daughter  and  the  Count  de  L ; 

and  at  the  conclusion  of  her  cross- 
examination,  there  were  few  persons 
in  court  who  did  not  believe  her  story 
to  be  an  entire  fabrication. 

In  reality  it  was  not ;  but  small,  in- 
deed, was  the  truth  mixed  up  with  its 
monstrous  falsehood,  it  being  nothing 
more  more  than  that  she  had  been  dis- 
missed by  General  St.  Aubyn,  on  bis 


discovenr  from  bb  daughter  that  she 
bad  endeavoured  to  bring  her  into 
communication  with  the  person  alluded 

to,  the  Count  de  L ,  who  had  made 

various  attempts  to  win  the  favour  of 
Miss  St.  Aubvn,  but  had  never  met 
with  the  shadow  of  encouragrement. 
After  her  dismissal  from  the  generaFs^ 
Miss  Tussaud  removed  to  London, 
where  she  got  engaged  as  a  milliner^ 
and  having  become  acquainted  with 
Vandeleur's  valet  while  the  former 
was  in  London,  her  previous  know- 
ledge of  the  St.  Aubyns  became  known 
to  him.  Having  learned  of  Vandeleur's 
resolve  to  break  his  engagement  with 
her  former  mistress,  she  insinuated 
that  she  knew  facta  relating  to  her 
history  which  would  give  him  ground 
for  doing  so.  He  readily  caught  at 
the  opportunity,  and  though  he  placed 
no  reliance  on  her  story,  he  had  the 
unparalleled  baseness  to  hint  it  as 
one  of  the  reasons  for  his  conduct. 
The  scheme  foiled  itself.  The  vile 
slander  reached,  in  a  faint  and  modi- 
fied form,  the  ears  of  his  victim's  dying 
father;  it  stung  him  to  the  quick. 
He  knew  his  child  was  spotless,  and 
resolved  that  in  her  purity  she  should 
triumph  over  the  calumniator.  The 
ordeal  had  come — a  few  short  hours 
would  decide  whether  she  should  pass 
through  it  unscathed. 

With  the  evidence  of  the  dismissed 
waiting-maid  closed  the  defendant's 
case,  and  now  came  the  time  for  the 
plaintiff's  counsel  to  reply.  The  deep 
mterest  excited  by  the  trial  bad  reach- 
ed its  extreme  point,  and  every  one 
present  watched  with  breathless  anxi- 
ety for  the  rising  of  Mr.  F ,  whose 

turn  it  was  to  speak,  and  from  whose 
well-known  eloquence  an  address  of 
no  ordinary  power  was  anticipated. 
He  was  not  in  court ;  in  a  few  minutes, 
however,  he  entered,  but  instead  of 
proceeding  to  address  the  jury,  he 
whispered  some  observation  into  the 
ear  of  the  young  lawyer  who  had 
opened  the  case.  The  latter  listened 
intently,  looked  evidently  much  embar- 
rassed by  the  communication,  and 
seemed  to  remonstrate  strongly  with 
his  senior,  M'ho,  however,  appeared  to 
press  his  proposition,  whatever  it  was, 
with  much  eagerness,  and  the  young 
man  at  length  seemed  reluctantly  to 
assent  to  it.  At  this  moment  the 
judge  asked  if  it  were  Mr.  F .'s  in- 
tention to  address  the  jury. 
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"  My  lord,"  said  F ,  "  I  have 

only  JQst  concluded  an  address  of 
nearlj  four  hours  in  the  other  court, 
and  am  quite  unable  to  speak  in  this 
case.  In  addition  to  the  fatigue  I  fee], 
I  have  heard  none  of  the  defendant's 
evidence.  I  believe,  however,  mv 
learned  friend,  Mr.  Crawford,  will 
take  my  place,  and  I  feel  I  can  trust 
the  case  to  him  without  hesitation." 

I  glanced  at  Crawford;  he  was 
ghastly  pale.  I  knew  his  powers — 
what  a  splendid  field  for  them.  He 
had  already  acquired  a  high  reputation ; 
what  could  he  mean  by  hesitating  ? 

"  Will  you  then  address  the  jury, 
Mr.  Crawford  ?"  asked  his  lordship. 

**  As  my  learned  friend  presses  me 
to  undertake  it,  my  lord,  I  will  not  re- 
fuse, though  it  is  a  responsibility  I 
wouJd  gladly  be  relieved  of,"  he  re- 
plied, with  a  steadiness  of  voice  with 
which  the  embarrassment  of  his  man- 
ner strongly  contrasted.  "  In  a  mo- 
ment I  will  be  prepared." 

A  feeling  of  disappointment  at  being 
deprived  of  a  speech  they  had  calcu- 
lated on«  from  a  counsel  of  known 
eminence,  was  manifest  on  the  counte- 
nances of  those  present.  Curiosity  to 
bear  how  a  young,  and  to  most  of 
them  an  unknown  man,  would  acquit 
himself  in  so  arduous  and  interesting 
a  case,  very  naturally  succeeded,  ana 
when,  after  a  hurried  glance  over  a 
few  notes  on  the  margin  of  his  brief, 
Crawford  turned  to  commence,  the 
silence  was  absolutely  deathlike.  For 
a  moment  I  feared  for  him ;  but  his 
collected  air,  and  the  calm  firmness 
with  which  he  began,  at  once  reas- 
sured me. 

He  commenced  by  remarking  the 
wide  difference  between  the  case  be- 
fore the  jury,  and  all  ordinary  actions 
of  the  kind,  beinff,  as  he  said,  ''  the 
last  act  of  the  dvmg,  in  fulfilment  of 
the  last  wishes  of  the  dead."  He  then 
entered  into  a  lucid  and  impressive 
review  of  the  evidence  for  the  plain- 
tiff, sketching,  with  a  touching  elo- 
quence, the  story  of  her  attachment  to 
Vandeleur^  and  his  base  desertion  of 
her,  and  closing  with  the  testimony  of 
the  medical  witnesses  ;  after  a  hur- 
ried glance  at  which,  he  said — *'  Gen- 
tlemen, I  cannot  dwell  on  this.  I 
cannot  trust  myself  longer  with  this 
detail  of  suffering.  I  had  once  the 
happiness  of  a  short,  a  very  short, 
acquaintance  with  Miss  St.  Aubyn. 
VOL.XXX.— No.  177. 


I  saw  her,  not  many  months  before 
her  intimacy  with  the  defendant  be- 
gan, in  her  own  home,  the  idolized 
child,  of  a  brave  and  honoured  father. 
I  thought  that  if  worth,  and  loveliness, 
and  virtue,  could  secure  happiness  on 
earth,  grief  could   never  cross    the 
threshold  of  that  home.     GeRt1eraen» 
that  home  is  desolate ;  tht»  grey  hairs 
of  that  father  have  gone  down  in  sor- 
row to  the  grave,  and  the  child  lives 
but  to  fulfil  his  last  request,  and  follow 
him.    I  must  drop  a  veil  over  miseries 
which  I  dare  not  contemplate."    Here 
he  became  much  affected ;  but,  after 
a  few  moment's  pause,  be  went  into 
a  recapitulation  of  the  evidence  which 
had  been  relied  on  for  the  defence, 
which  he  made  the  ground  of  a  wither- 
ing invective  against  Vandeleur,  es- 
pecially the  vile  fabrications  of  the 
"immaculate  waiting -maid,"  and  con- 
cluded thus — "  I    have  charged  the 
defendant  with  duplicity,    falsehood, 
and  slander ;  and  I  now  charge  him 
with  abetting    perjurv,  to  roaSra  the 
slander  effective.     I  have  done,  gen-^ 
tlemen,  with  the  evidence,  and  I  call 
on  you  for  a    verdict.      There  are 
amongst  you  fathers — remember  that 
your  children,  too,  may  be  deceived 
and  calumniated.    My  client  has  no 
longer  a  father ;   but  her  father  on 
his  death-bed  bequeathed  to  you  the 
sacred  ofi^ce  of  protecting  the  honor 
of  his  child.     In  your  hands,  I  feel 
that  it  is  safe.     I  call  on  yon,  then, 
for  a  verdict.     I  ask  for  the  entire 
damages  claimed  by  my  client,  as  the 
only  mode  you  have  of  showing  your 
sense  of  her  wrongs,  your  horror  of 
her  betrayer.      You  cannot,   indeed, 
make  her  what  she  once  was.     You 
cannot  restore  her  what  she  has  lost. 
Can  you  remove  the  effects  of  physical 
and    mental    sufferings    of    months* 
duration  ?     Can  you  obliterate  the 
memory  of  love  repaid  by  slander-^ 
of  confidence  returned  by  deceit  ?   Can 
you  give  her  back  a  peaceful  home  ? 
Can  you  give  her  back  the  baoyanoj 
of  heart,    of   which    she   has    been 
robbed  by  her  betrayer?     No,  Gen- 
tlemen ;  it  is  idle  to  speak  of  justice ; 
it    is    idle    to    speak  of  reparation. 
You  have  them  not  in  your  hands. 
But  there  is  one  thing  which  you  can 
do.     You  can  by  your  verdict  vindi- 
cate my  client's  honor ;  and,  as  fa- 
thers,   as  brothers,    and  as  men,   I 
confide  that  honor  to  your  keeping.*' 
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With  these  remarks,  he  resumed  his 
seat. 

His  speech,  of  which  I  cannot  even 
profess  to  give  the  8abstance»  was 
powerfully  effective  ;  not  so  much,  in- 
deed,  from  his  language  as  from  his 
earnestness  of  feeling,  and  the  deep 
impressiveness  of  his  manner.  The 
moment  he  got  over  the  first  few  sen- 
tences, he  seemed  completely  carried 
away  by  his  case ;  the  outbursts  of 
pathos  or  indignation  were  evidently 
not  assumed  by  the  advocate,  but  felt 
by  the  man,  and  his  delivery  of  the 
concluding  portion  of  his  address 
Was,  beyond  description,  eloquent. 
Upon  the  conclusion  of  Crawford's 
speech,  the  jury  began  to  speak  with 
each  other,  and  the  judge  at  the  same 
moment  commenced  turning  over  his 
notes  of  the  evidence,  preparatory  to 
charging.  After  a  few  moments,  he 
commenced — 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury — The  pre- 
sent action *' 

*«  My  lord,"  interrupted  the  fore- 
man, <*  I  believe  it  will  be  unnecessary 
for  your  lordship  to  trouble  yourself 
by  going  through  the  evidence.  We 
have  agreed  on  our  verdict." 

^'  Indeed !"  said  his  lordship,  a  little 
surprised. 

Crawford  started  from  his  seat, 
breathless,  and  pale  as  a  statue.  The 
issue  paper  was  handed  down. 

"For  whom  do  you  find,  gentle- 
men ?" 

"  We  find  for  the  plaintiff— £6,000 
damages,  and  6d.  costs,"  replied  the 
foreman.  # 

Crawford's  eye  brightened — one  Hush 
of  triumph  gleamed  upon  his  features 
.—in  an  instant  that  marble  hue  re- 
placed it,  and,  with  an  air  of  utter  ex- 
baustion,  he  sank  into  his  place.  I 
drew  near  him — 

**  My  dear  fellow,"  said  I,  **you  have 
made  a  splendid  effort ;  but  you  are  fati- 
gued— you  had  better  leave  the  court." 

He  smiled  faintly. 

**  You  are  right,"  he  replied.  "  I 
am  knocked  up,  I  believe ;  it  came  on 
me  by  surprise.  V\\  take  your  ad- 
vice ;"  and  we  left  together. 

When  we  reached  the  street,  I 
found  it  was  later  than  I  thought ; 
and  having  an  engagement  to  dine  with 
a  friend  some  miles  from  town,  I  part- 
ed Crawford  in  a  few  minutes.  As  I 
was  leaving  him,  I  shook  him  warmly 
by  the  hand,  and  exclaimed — 


*'Au  revoir,  my  dear  Arthur,  you 
have  a  splendid  career  before  you.  I 
shall  yet  see  you  on  the  bench." 

**  Perhaps  so,"  said  he,  with  a  forced 
smile  ;  "  but  I  fear  you  are  a  bad  pro- 
phet." 

We  parted.  I  slept  in  the  country 
that  night,  and  next  day  arrived  in 
town  just  in  time  to  drive  to  the  court- 
house, where  a  case  in  which  I  was  en- 
gaged was  expected  to  be  called  on  early. 

I  had  just  entered.  Another  case 
was  called.  After  a  few  moments,  the 
agent  hurried  into  court,  apparently  in 
great  excitement — 

«  My  lord,"  said  he,  addressing  the 
bench,  "  I  have  to  apply  for  a  post- 
ponement of  this  trial  on  a  very  me- 
lancholy ground.  Mr.  Crawford,  who 
was  engaged  in  the  case,  has  been 
wounded — I  fear  mortally — this  morn- 
ing, in  a  duel." 

There  was  a  deep  sensation  in  the 
court ;  but  I  waited  for  no  more.  I 
rushed  to  Crawford's  lodgings.  Alas  I 
the  tale  was  but  too  true.  1  found  he 
had  but  a  few  hours  to  live.  He  had 
given  Mr,  Vandeleur  a  meeting  that 
morning,  and  in  the  first  fire  received 
the  fatal  wound. 

As  I  entered  his  room,  he  smiled. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  was  I  right  in 
doubting  your  prediction?  At  least 
it  will  be  a  satisfaction  to  you  to  know 
that  I  am  a  happier  man  than  I  should 
be,  if  it  were  true." 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  my  interview 
with  him.  Life  was  fast  ebbing  ;  but 
he  suffered  little  pain,  and  was  not 
only  resigned,  but  cheerful.  He  made 
one  request  of  me,  which  I  too  soon 
had  the  sad  satisfaction  of  execating— 
that  he  should  be  interred  in  the 
church-yard  of  E .     That  evening 

he  was  no  more. 

«  •  •  • 

It  was  a  bright,  dewy  April  morn- 
ing; the  sun  was  just  rising,  and  a 
group  of  persons  were  moving  towards 
the  gate  which  led  from  the  little 
churchyard  just  alluded  to  to  the  high- 
road. The  old  clergyman  of  the 
parish,  and  the  physician  whom  we 
have  already  seen  at  the  beginning  of 
this  story,  were  walking  silently  toge- 
ther, a  little  in  advance  of  the  rest, 
and  one  tottering,  aged  man  was  lean- 
ing both  his  hands  on  an  oaken  staff, 
and  looking  on  a  new-made  grave, 
while  the  large  tears  fiowed  slowly 
down  his  furrowed   cheeks,    aad   a 
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group  of  joang  and  tmconfctoits  obil- 
dren  were  gazing  wistfullj  in  his 
face. 

<*  It  18  a  strange  superstition,"  said 
the  physician,  rather  musinglj  than 
addressing  his  companion,  "  which 
makes  the  heavens  weep  over  the  in- 
terment of  the  beautiful  and  the  good. 
Those  who  know  this  world's  hoUow- 
ness  would  find  a  happier  omen  in 
their  smile." 

"  And  those  who  do  not,"  replied 
the  clergyman,  '*  might  learn  it  sadly 
from  the  story  of  Emily  St.  Aubyn.** 

Yes,  reader,  on  her  grave  fell  the 
first  ray  of  that  morning's  quiet  sun- 
shine. Five  days  after  the  termina- 
tion of  the  trial  above  described,  her 


bruised  and  gentle  spirit  passed  away 
to  that  world  **  where  the  wicked 
cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary 
are  at  rest." 

But  what  of  Vandeleur  ?  After  the 
fatal  duel  with  Crawford,  he  left  the 
country,  resided  in  France  .'for  five 
vears,  where  he  married  an  English 
heiress,  whose  fortune  was  far  beyond 
what  entitled  him  to  the  legacy  be- 
queathed by  his  uncle.  He  returned 
to  Ireland,  sat  in  parliament  for  his 
native  county  for  eighteen  years,  and 
died  in  the  midst  of  a  large  and  pros- 
perous family.  Is  the  reader  startled 
by  the  sorrows  of  the  good,  and  the 
prosperity  of  the  wicked?  Does  h* 
forget  that  jusTict  »  iteeval  ? 


VBMALS     FANATICISM     IN     SCOTLAND. 


MBSDAHBI  BDCHAir  AHt>  BOOVXOHOV. 


Th8  Scotch  are  not  reckoned  a  fana- 
tical people,  nor  easily  led  away  by  the 
seductions  of  empirics  and  impostors. 
In  spiritual  matters,  they  are  strongly 
prejudiced  in  favour  of  their  own 
creed,  and  their  Presbyterian  form  of 
church  government ;  and  of  this  ten^ 
dency  of  their  perfervidum  ingenium, 
they  have  given  the  world  abundant 
proofs,  in  many  a  bloody  campaign  and 
tMtttle-field.  Often  have  they  drawn 
the  sword,  and  marched  under  "  the 
blue  banner,"  in  defence  of  their  na- 
tional worship.*  To  that  they  have 
adhered  with  an  unflinching  constancy 
of  attachment — with  a  determined  re- 
sistance to  alteration,  or  infringement 
from  any  quarter — that  has  scarcely 
been  surpassed  in  any  other  country  in 
Christendom.  For  the  Covenant  and 
Confession  of  Faith,  their  ancestors 
were  content  to  suffer  torture  and  im- 
prisonment, exile  and  martyrdom.  On 
the  front  of  their  ecclesiastical  stand- 
ards, they  seem  to  have  inscribed  the 
prickly  motto  of  their  emblematic  this- 
tle, "  Nemo  me  impune  Uxcesset" — for, 
whenever  kings  and  nobles  ventured 
t6  bring  their  prerogatives  in  collision 
wiUi  the  kirk,  they  found  cause  in  the 


end,  as  the  two  Charleses  and  the  two 
Jameses  did,  to  regret  their  temerity, 
Presbyterianism  has  always  been  view- 
ed as  the  palladium  of  the  kingdom — 
the  symbol  of  the  nation's  independence 
— as  much  as  the  old  patriarchial  stone 
on  which  their  Malcolms  and  Alexan- 
ders were  crowned,  and  the  loss  of 
which  was  accompanied  with  the  most 
direful  prognostications  of  slaverv  and 
ruin.  Nothing  in  the  whole  history 
of  Scotland  is  more  obvious  than  this 
indomitable  spirit  of  adherence  to  the 
principles  of  John  Knox,  and  the  plat- 
form of  church  discipline  which  he 
erected.  And  it  survives  at  the  pre- 
sent day  ;  for  it  is  a  remarkable  fact, 
that  amidst  all  the  sectarian  eruptions 
and  secessions  that  have  taken  place 
down  to  the  exode  of  1843,  the  constant 
complaint  of  the  dissentient  parties  has 
been,  that  the  church  was  not  holding 
faithfully  by  her  original  standards, 
was  falling  away  from  her  genuine 
Presbyterian  "constitution,  and,^^there- 
fore,  that  they,  the  seceders,  and  not 
the  establishment,  were  the  true  kirk. 

But  though  we  have  ample  testimo- 
nies to  the  seal  and  veneration  with 
which  the  Scotch  have  clung  to  their 
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national  faiths  to  their  patient  endur- 
ance in  suffering  for  \t,  and  their  fiery 
controversies  in  maintaining  their  pa- 
rity, we  meet  with  rare  instances  in 
which  they  have  allowed  their  zeal  for 
religion  to  degenerate  into  fanaticism. 
Credulity,  except  in  money-making 
gpeculations,  like  the  Darien  expedition, 
or  the  South  Sea  scheme  is  not  one  of 
their  national  characteristics.  To  super- 
stition they  are  not  addicted.  Saints, 
and  holidays,  and  relics,  and  pilgrim- 
ages (unless  to  London,  in  quest  of 
situations),  and  miracles,  and  festivals, 
have  long  been  swept  from  their  calen- 
dar. Impulses,  illuminations,  visions, 
gifts  of  the  Spirit,  and  other  celestiid 
pretensions,  that  have  misled  weak 
minds,  and  kept  them  in  thraldom  to 
designing  hypocrites,  have  never  been 
able  to  maintain  a  local  habitation  and  a 
name  north  of  the  Tweed.  To  the 
yoke  of  clerical  leaders  they  have  al- 
ways shown  a  willingness  to  bend,  and 
to  an  extent  scarcely  reconcilable  with 
the  innate  stubborn  independence  of 
their  character.  But  then  it  was  es- 
sential that  these  leaders  should  hoist 
Presbyterian  colours,  and  draw  the 
sword  of  eloquence  against  some  re- 
puted heresy  or  grievance,  such  as  lay- 
gatronage,  secular  domination,  Pre- 
icy,  Antinomianism,  Bouvignonism, 
aggressions  of  the  civil  magistrate, 
&c.,  all  of  which  have,  in  turn,  been 
oast  into  the  Theological  arena,  to  the 
imminent  jeopardy  of  a  new  age  of 
conventicles,  and  a  second  Bothwel- 
brig. 

With  all  their  religious  enthusiasm, 
however,  it  is  curious  that  the  Scotch 
have  seldom  yielded  to  the  artifices  of 
impostors,  or  been  duped  by  those  im- 
pious blasphemies  and  extravagances, 
under  the  mask  of  sanctity,  that  have 
often  taken  root  and  flourished  in  the 
neighbouring  kingdoms,  and  on  the 
Continent.  Had  Naylor  and  his 
Quakers  in  Cromwell's  time,  or  the 
Fifth  Monarchy  Men,  or  the  Brethren 
and  Sisters  of  the  Free  Spirit,  or  the 
Munster  Anabaptists,  or  Jacob  Beh- 
men  the  Mystic,  or  John  Tetzel  him- 
self, with  his  wallet  of  indulgences, 
ventured  to  pitch  their  tents  by  the 
Forth  or  the  Tay,  we  question  whe- 
ther they  would  have  gathered  a  single 
congregation.  Peter  the  Hermit  would 
have  excited  no  crusade,  unless  against 
.  the  Romish  cathedrals,  or  the  king's 
authority,  and  then   he   must    have 


sworn  to  the  Covenant,  and  professed 
himself  a  disciple  of  John  Knox  and 
the  "  trewe  kirke." 

Striange  as  it  may  appear,  the  only 
fanatical  pretenders  that  have  ac- 
quired any  celebrity  in  Scotland,  were 
women ;  and,  more  surprising  still, 
their  doctrines  were  of  the  most  vi- 
sionary and  extravagant  character,  out- 
raging common  sense  and  moral  de- 
cency, surpassing  in  absurdity  any- 
thing ever  offered  to  the  plainest  un- 
derstanding. 

Of  these  two  impostors  in  petticoats, 
the  one,  Mrs.  Buchan,  was  a  native — 
a  person  of  dissolute  habits  and  hum- 
ble parentage,  almost  illiterate,  but 
naturally  clever,  artful,  and  enthusias- 
tic. The  other,  Madame  Bonvignon* 
was  a  foreigner,  a  Fleming  by  birtb> 
who  claimed  to  be  divinely  inspired, 
set  apart  by  the  special  interposition  of 
Heaven  to  revive  the  true  spirit  of 
Christianity,  which  had  been  extin- 
guished amidst  the  theological  wrang- 
lings  and  animosities  of  the  age.  Her 
opinions,  however,  were  imported  into 
Scotland,  and  spread  particularly  in 
the  shires  of  Perth,  Aberdeen,  Banff, 
Ross,  and  other  parts  of  the  High- 
lands, so  as  to  caU  down  the  ana&e- 
mas  of  the  Church  and  the  General 
Assembly,  which  passed  various  acts, 
between  1700  and  1710,  for  suppress- 
ing her  writings,  which  were  denounced 
as  containing  **  a  mass  of  dangerous, 
impious,  blasphemous,  and  damnable 
errors." 

Nothing  could  be  more  unlike  than 
the  personal  character  of  these  two 
fanatics,  although  in  religious  pret^Q- 
sions  they  bore  a  strong  resemblance 
to  each  other.  The  Scotchwoman 
was  gross,  conceited,  and  carnal.  Her 
followers  consisting,  with  one  or  two 
exceptions,  of  ignorant  people,  chiefly 
of  the  working  classes.  Antonia 
Bouvignon,  was  lively,  learned,  and 
insinuating,  possessing  great  order  of 
mind  and  fluency  of  speech,  so  that  she 
recommended  her  pernicious  heresies 
not  only  to  the  imaginations  of  the  im- 
lettered  multitude,  but  to  the  accept- 
ance of  educated  and  ingenious  men, 
who  were  persuaded  of  their  truth, 
and  laboured  to  [diffuse  far  and  wide 
the  contagion  of  her  fanaticism.  Some 
of  her  works  were  translated  and  ex- 
tensively circulated  in  the  North  of 
Scotland,  and  a  clergyman  in  Aber- 
deen was  deposed  from  the  ofllceof 
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the  ministry,  for  adopting  and  defend- 
ing her  errors.  It  is  this  circumstance 
of  her  •*  damnable  doctrines"  having 
been  implanted  in  the  spiritual  soil  of 
the  country,  and  still  required  to  be 
solemnly  abjured  by  every  clerical  can- 
didate for  the  kirk,  that  gives  this 
&mous  impostor  a  title  to  take  her. 
place  in  the  same  niche  with  Mrs. 
Buchan^  of  whose  romantic  history, 
lately  published  in  Edinburgh,  we  now 
propose  to  offer  a  short  account ;  and 
when  we  inform  the  reader,  that  this 
illiterate,  sensual  fanatic  ''gave  her- 
self  out  to  be  the  third  person  in  the 
God-head,  and  pretended  to  confer  im- 
mortality on  whomsoever  she  breathed, 
and  promised  eventually  to  translate 
direct  to  heaven  in  a  body,  without 
tasting  of  death,  all  who  put  unlimited 
faith  in  her  divine  mission ;"  that  she 
also  personified  the  woman  described 
in  the  Revelations,  as  being  clothed 
with  the  sun  and  the  moon  ;  and  pre- 
tended to  have  brought  forth  the  man- 
child  who  was  to  rule  all  nations  with 
a  rod  of  iron,  in  the  person  of  one  of 
her  converts,  a  Rev.  Hugh  White, 
who  had  been  a  dissenting  minister  at 
Irvine ;  and  when  we  further  state, 
that  these  celestial  claims  and  preten- 
sions were  mixed  up  with  the  most 
degrading  and  criminal  practices,  sen- 
suality, prostitution,  infanticide,  our  as- 
tonishment increases,  that  blasphemies 
so  palpable,  and  vices  so  revolting, 
instead  of  being  visited  by  the  penalties 
of  the  law,  should  have  found  adhe- 
rents and  proselytes  among  the  sober, 
pious  descendants  of  the  Scottish  Co- 
venanters.    Yet  such  is  the  fact. 

The  delusions  of  this  female  hypo- 
crite drew  ailer  her  a  number  of  indi- 
viduals (altogether  about  sixty)  who 
preferred  her  society  to  the  ties  of  do- 
mestic life,  and  quitted  their  homes 
and  their  relations  to  follow  her,  in 
the  vain  expectation  of  passing  from 
thb  world  to  immortality,  without 
being  subject  to  the  common  lot  of 
human  nature.  These  ridiculous  fana- 
tics adopted  the  title  of  Buchanites, 
after  the  name  of  their  founder,  who 
was  variously  styled  by  her  devo- 
tees, "  Our  Lady,"  "  Friend  Mother," 
"  Lnckie  Buchan.*'  They  held  her  in 
great  veneration,  and  such  was  her 
ghostly  authority  over  them,  that  it 
was  ascribed  to  the  influence  of  demo- 
niacal agency,  or  a  familiarity  with  the 
hhck  art.     In  this  latter  science,  her 


proficiency  was  supposed  to  be  such, 
that  "  she  could  cause  any  person  on 
whom  she  laid  her  hand  instantly  to 
forget  all  earthly  concerns,  and  foUow 
her,  though  it  were  to  the  utmost 
limits  of  the  earth,  with  the  most  im- 
plicit devotion. "  This  belief,  no  doubt, 
was  fostered  by  her  arrogant  presump- 
tion, and  her  extreme  volubility  of 
tongue,  for  she  affected  the  air  of  an 
apostle,  and  spoke  and  wrote  with  a 
facility  quite  extraordinary  in  one  who 
eould  scarcely  have  received  more  than 
the  first  elements  of  education. 

But  even  when  her  personal  influ- 
ence declined,  when  her  mission  proved 
a  ludicrous  failure,  and  when  this  im- 
pious dispenser  of  immortality  could 
not  exempt  herself  from  the  stroke  of 
death,  her  disciples  clung  to  the  delu- 
sive hopes  with  which  she  had  indoc- 
trinated them.  They  were  firmly  per- 
suaded of  her  divimty ;  kept  the  cof- 
fined body  for  years  unburied,  and 
gave  out  that  she  had  privately  ascend- 
ed to  heaven  as  the  precursor  of  their 
translation. 

A  sect  professing  such  extravagant 
tenets  could  not  be  expected  to  gain 
many  proselytes,  and  it  is  but  justice 
to  the  people  of  Scotland,  to  allow 
that  Buchanism  found  no  countenance 
among  them.  The  odious  rites  were 
perpetrated  within  the  walls  of  its 
own  humble  convent,  and  never  ven- 
tured to  show  themselves  in  open  day. 
Society  received  no  taint  from  its  con- 
tagion, and  gave  little  heed  to  its 
visionary  pretensions.  With  the  bu- 
siness of  life  its  doctrines  never  ven- 
tured to  mingle,  but  remained  isolated, 
shunned  and  detested  in  every  neigh- 
bourhood where  it  pitched  its  taber- 
nacles. Nor  was  it  formed  or  design- 
ed for  perpetuity.  By  its  rules  there 
was  neither  marrying  nor  giving  in 
marriage ;  the  limit  of  its  duration  was 
the  lives  of  its  members,  and  accord- 
ingly, after  an  existence  of  a  few  years, 
it  dwindled  away  to  a  solitary  octo- 
genarian couple,  the  last  survivor 
having  died  in  January,  1846. 

The  author,  to  whom  we  are  in- 
debted for  the  memoir  of  Mrs.  Buchan 
and  her  infatuated  group  of  enthu- 
siasts, is  Mr.  Joseph  Train,  a  name 
not  unknown  in  Scottish  literature, 
and  worthy  of  a  passing  notice.  Sir 
Walter  Scott  found  in  him  one  of  his 
most  valuable  coadjutors,  and  makes 
frequent  mention,  in  his  works,  of  the 
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•ftittanoe  he  derived  from  his  inde- 
fatigable researches  and  contributions. 
Mr.  Train  belongs  originally  to  the 
Land  of  Burns,  being  a  native  of  Ayr- 
shire— of  humble  parentage,  and  in- 
debted chiefly  to  his  own  diligence  for 
his  education,  and  his  futiure  success 
in  life.  He  was  early  intended  for 
some  mechanical  employment;  but  the 
drudgery  of  manusd  labour  did  not 
accord  with  his  lively  imagination  and 
his  taste  for  letters.  The  ardour  of 
his  love  for  the  muses  was  such,  that 
when  a  voung  man  of  twenty,  and 
quartered*  in  1800,  with  the  Ayrshire 
militia  at  Inverness,  he  accumulated  a 
guinea  and  a-half  in  sixpences,  saved 
from  his  pay,  to  purchase  a  copy  of 
Currie's  edition  of  the  works  of 
Burns,  published  at  Liverpool.  The 
peace  or  Amiens,  having  closed  Mr. 
Train's  services  as  a  militia-man,  his 
patron,  the  colonel  of  the  regiment. 
Sir  David  Hunter  Blair,  obtained  for 
him  an  appointment  in  the  excise ; 
and  this  has  continued  to  be  his  occu- 
pation, since  1810,  in  various  districts 
of  Scotland,  Largs,  Newtonstewart, 
Perth,  Fife,  Kirkintilloch,  Queenferry, 
Falkirk,  Wigton,  and  Castledouglas, 
where  he  still  resides,  as  a  retired 
supervisor,  cultivating  his  favourite 
antiquarian  studies,  and  paying  occa« 
sional  court  to  the  muse.  His  poetical 
effusions  are  numerous,  and  far  above 
mediocrity.  Like  his  illustrious  coun- 
tryman, Burns,  who  wrote  many  of 
his  best  lyrics  while  following  the  un- 
congenial profession  of  a  ganger ,  Mr. 
Train  was  doomed  to  regale  his  poetic 
fimcy  from  the  odorous  fbmes  of 
whiskey  casksj  malting  vats,  and  illicit 
distilleries. 

The  bent  of  bis  genius,  however, 
and  the  opportunities  he  enjoyed  of  an 
acquaintance  with  many  of  the  inter- 
esting and  picturesque  localities  in 
Scotland,  inclined  him  to  the  prose- 
cution of  traditional  and  antiquarian 
researches  ;  and  it  was  in  this  capacity 
that  he  rendered  himself  so  useful  an 
auxiliary  to  Sir  Walter  Scott.  Mr. 
Train  was  necessarily  one  of  the  twenty 
who  was  in  the  secret  of  the  author- 
ship of  the  «  Waverly  Novels ;"  and, 
in  several  instances,  premature  revela- 
tions were  in  danger  of  coming  to  light, 
in  consequence  of  his  communications 
bearing  a  suspicious  resemblance  to 
characters  and  events  described  in  the 
fictions  of  the  Great  Unknown. 


His  first  introduction  to  Sir  Walttr 
was  the  result  of  one  of  his  earliest 
productions,  <*  Strains  of  the  Moun- 
tain Muse/*  published  in  1814,  con- 
sisting chiefly  of  metrical  tales,  illus- 
trative of  traditions  in  Galloway  and 
Ayrshire,  accompanied  with  topogra- 
phical and  legendary  notes.  Sir  Wal- 
ter at  once  procured  a  dozen  copies 
and  the  address  of  the  author,  became 
his  patron  and  friend,  encouraged  his 
antiquarian  pursuits,  and  commenced 
a  correspondence  with  him,  which  was 
only  terminated  by  the  death  of  the 
Mighty  Minstrel.  Mr.  Train's  con- 
tributions to  the  Waverley  Novels,  it 
would  be  out  of  our  province  here 
to  enumerate :  they  are  duly  acknow- 
ledged by  Sir  Walter  in  his  prefaces, 
and  afterwards  by  Lockhart,  in  the 
third,  fourth,  fifth,  and  seventh  vols, 
of  the  **  Life."  When  composing 
the  «  Lord  of  the  Isles,"  the  distin- 
guished poet  received  from  his  new 
ally  his  description  of  Queensbury 
Castle,  the  landing  of  Bruce  from 
Arran,  and  the  hospital  founded  by 
the  royal  fugitive  at  Kingscase,  near 
Presterrick. 

It  was  upon  this  occasion  that  he 
transmitted  to  Sir  Walter  one  of  the 
magtis,  or  drinking-horns,  provided  by 
Bruce  for  the  use  of  the  lepers.  This 
interesting  relic  was  among  the  first 
of  the  many  valuable  antiquarian  re- 
mains afterwards  presented  to  him; 
the  extensive  collection  of  which  now 
forms  one  of  the  chief  attractions*  at 
Abbotsford.  A  Roman  battle-axe, 
found  in  the  Moss  of  Cree ;  a  razor 
of  the  fifteenth  century  ;  the  spleudum 
of  the  famous  freebooter,  Rob  Roj ;  a 
fragment  of  the  oaken  bedstead  that 
belonged  to  the  Black  DougUs ;  a 
curious  brass  visor,  with  moveable 
projecting  horns,  where  the  eye-holes 
should  have  been;  an  Andrea  Fer- 
rara,  said  to  have  been  worn  by  the 
notorious  persecutor,  the  Laird  of 
Lagg  ;  the  stock-bow  of  Sir  John  the 
Graeme,  who  was  killed  at  the  battle 
of  Falkirk  in  1298  ;  a  drinking  ^lUi^A, 
made  from  Wallace's  tree  in  the  Tor- 
wood  ;  the  ladle  of  the  last  resident 
hangman  in  Drumfries,  with  an  ac- 
count of  the  manner  of  using  it,  as 
described  in  the  ISth  volume  of  the 
Waverley  Novels.  These,  with  a  va- 
riety of  other  rare  and  time-honoured 
curiosities,  were  furnished  by  the 
obliging  exoisaman   during  his  iati- 
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macy  with  Sir  Walter.  "  And,"  as 
Mr.  IfOohart  tajs  in  his  Life  (chap.  x.)ff 
"  if  ever  a  catalogue  of  the  museum 
at  Abbotsford  shaU  appear,  no  single 
contributor,  most  assuredly,  will  fill 
to  large  a  space  in  it  as  Mr.  Train.** 

But  valuable  as  his  antiquarian  pur- 
suits were,  the  amount  and  value  of 
his  literary  services  were  still  greater. 
To  most  of  the  novels  he  made  some 
contribution  or  other.  When  alluding 
to  his  first  interview  with  the  then 
Great  Unknown,  Mr.  Lockhart  ob- 
serves (vol.  iii.,  c.  1)  : — 

**  To  this  intercourse  with  Mr. Train, 
we  owe  the  whole  machinery  of  the 
'  Tales  of  my  Landlord/  as  well  as  the 
adoption  of  CIaverhouse*s  period,  for 
the  scene  of  some  of  its  first  pictures." 

The  very  name  of  Cleishbotham 
was  borrowed  from  the  professional 
soubriquet  of  a  Galloway  school-mas- 
ter. The  account  of  the  wandering 
Astrologer,  which  formed  the  ground- 
work for  Guy  Mannering — the  cu- 
rious history  of  Old  Mortality,  and 
the  hint  to  make  Viscount  Dundee  the 
hero  of  the  tale — the  sketch  of 
"  Faithless  Fanny,**  the  prototype  of 
Madge  Wildfire — the  traditions  on 
which  the  dramas  of  M'Daffs  Cross 
and  the  Doom  ofDevorgoil  are  found- 
ed— the  first  notice  of  the  motley 
Morrice  Dancers,  so  graphically  por- 
trayed in  the  Fair  Maid  of  Perth — 
sketches  of  Skipper  Hawkins,  the 
original  of  Dick  Hatterick — of  Flora 
Marshall,  the  supposed  Meg  Merrilies 
— of  Andrew  Gummell  (a  native  of 
old  Kumnock,  in  Ayrshire),  the  Edie 
Ochiltree  of  the  Antiquary — of  Wan- 
dering Willie  in  Red  Gauntlet — of 
the  ravages  perpetrated  by  the  Earl  of 
Derby  in  Kirkcudbrightshire,  as  des- 
cribed in  Peveril  of  the  Peak — of 
the  story  of  the  Fifeshire  Surgeon's 
Daughter,  forming  the  nucleus  of  the 
admired  tale  bearing  that  name  in  the 
Chronicles  of  the  CoTiongate — all  these, 
and  sundry  other  anecdotes  of  curious 
manners  and  customs,  family  legends, 
superstitions,  &c.,  embodied  in  the 
Waverley  series,  owe  their  paternity 
to  the  unwearied  diligence  of  the  de- 
voted supervisor  of  excise.  The 
death  of  Sir  Walter  in  some  degree 
removed  the  main  stimulus  that  had 
m^ged  Mr.  Train  on  in  his  antiqua- 
tim  and  traditional  inquiries.     But 


he  has  not  been  idle  for  the  last  doien 
years  <*in  his  cottage  pleasantly  si- 
tuated on  the  banks  of  the  Carling- 
worth  Lake,  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Castle  Douglas.*'  A  short  time  ago, 
he  published  a  "  History  of  the  Isle 
pf  Man  ;*'  and  more  recently  appear- 
ed "  The  Buchanites  from  first  to 
last,"  giving  a  detailed  account  of 
the  founder  and  the  fanatical  extra- 
vagances of  that  miserably-deluded 
sect  to  whose  history  we  now  return. 
Mrs.  Buchan,  as  her  historian  in» 
forms  us,  was  the  daughter  of  John 
Simpson,  the  keeper  of  a  small  bedg« 
ale-bouse,  or  dram-shop,  on  the  old  road 
between  Banff  and  Portsay,  at  a  place 
called  Fatmacken,  where  she  was  bora 
about  the  year  1738,  and  received  the 
name  of  Elspeth.  Before  she  had 
completed  her  third  year,  her  mother 
died,  and  the  father  having  married 
again  soon  after,  she  was  put  under 
the  charge  of  strangers.  The  wretch* 
ed  circumstances  of  her  foster  parents 
is  described  as  such,  that  "  her  bed- 
ding consisted  of  a  bag  stuffed  with 
straw  laid  down  on  the  ground  be- 
side the  fire  at  night,  with  an  empty 
sack  for  a  coverlet,  which  were  re*, 
moved  in  the  morning,  and  stowed 
away  till  required  again  in  the  even- 
ing." Her  earliest  occupation  was  to 
herd  her  master's  cows  ;  but  accord- 
ing to  her  own  account,  she  was  not 
particularly  trustworthy,  for  she  con- 
fesses, «  I  had  no  pleasure  in  working, 
and  ever  forgot  the  directions  given 
me."  Her  next  employment  was  in 
the  family  of  a  distant  relation  of  her 
mother's,  bv  whom  she  was  taught 
to  sew  and  read.  The  husband  of 
this  woman  was  a  Banffshireman,  and 
a  West  India  planter,  and  as  they 
were  about  to  proceed  to  Jamaica* 
young  Elspeth  was  taken  along  with 
them  to  Greenock.  It  was  here  that 
her  future  prospects  and  the  entire 
current  of  her  life  underwent  a  la- 
mentable change.  While  waiting  for 
the  ship  that  was  to  convey  them 
across  the  Atlantic,  '*  she  left  her 
friends,  to  associate  with  idle  company, 
and  appears  then  to  have  contracted 
these  depraved  habits  which  she  after- 
wards mculcated  respecting  matri- 
mony.'* The  streets  of  Greenock  and 
the  company  of  sailors,  and  other  low 
vagabonds,  were  not  certainly  the  most 
respectable  nursery  for  the  gifts  and 
graces  of  a  saint,  and  one,  too,  who 
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aspired  to  such  intimate  relationship 
with,  the  Deity.  No  doubt,  some  of 
her  doctrines — perhaps  the  most  po- 
pular— were  learned  in  this  school; 
and  the  most  remarkable  feature  in 
her  subsequent  career  is,  that  she  con- 
trivedy  after  this  discreditable  novi- 
ciate, to  get  a  single  dupe  to  believe  in 
her  divine  mission. 

How  lon^  she  followed  her  Green- 
ock profession  does  not  appear  on 
the  record.  Her  next  movement  was 
one  contrary  to  the  principles  she 
afterwards  inculcated ;  for  it  is  stated 
that  **  she  trepanned,  at  Ayr,  a  work- 
ing potter,  named  Robert  Buchan,  to 
be  her  husband !"  This  union,  how- 
ever, does  not  appear  to  have  been  le- 
gally solemnized,  as  no  voucher  or  en- 
trance of  it  can  be  discovered  in  the 
parish  registers.  It  soon  proved  to  be 
not  a  happy  one ;  for  her  licentious 
conduct  at  Ayr  obliged  the  husband  to 
remove  with  her  to  Banff,  where  he 
commenced  a  manufactory  of  earthen- 
ware on  his  own  account.  Not  being 
successful  in  this  speculation,  he  re- 
paired to  Glasgow  in  search  of  em- 
ployment, leaving  his  wife  with  three 
children  at  Banff,  "to  provide  for 
themselves  as  they  best  could,"  by 
teaching  children  to  sew.  Her  family, 
at  this  time  a  son  and  two  daughters, 
were  grown  up,  and  having  imbibed 
their  mother's  virtues,  they  afterwards 
joined  the  Buchanite  Society.  Hum- 
ble as  her  occupation  was,  she  might 
have  earned  a  comfortable  livelihood 
by  it,  had  not  her  Greenock  propensi- 
ties interfered  with  the  sedate  car- 
riage expected  from  an  instructress  of 
youth. 

It  was  at  this  period,  in  her  thirty, 
sixth  year,  that  her  irregularities  took 
a  new  direction,  and  assumed  a  reli- 
gious  form.  Her  family  and  her  school 
were  neglected.  Her  whole  attention 
was  absorbed  with  devotional  exercises, 
disputing  about  theological  subjects, 
and  frequenting  '*  fellowship  meet- 
ines,"  at  which  she  is  said  to  have  ex- 
celled as  an  orator,  and  an  ingenious 
expounder  of  Scripture.  Her  views 
were  not  reckoned  orthodox,  never- 
theless she  made  several  converts ; 
amongst  others,  the  wife  of  a  Captain 
Cook,  of  the  revenue  cutter  on  that 
station.  Their  chief  occupation  was  to 
^nd  many  hours  together,  **  mourn- 
ing for  their  own  sins  and  the  sins  of 
Others  ;**  bat  the  captain  not  relishing 


this  employment  of  his  wife,  and  thmk- 
ing  her  "  mad  with  religion,"  kept  iier 
shut  up  in  a  dark  room  for  three 
weeks,  and  was  reported  to  have 
threatened  Mrs.  Buchan's  life.  The 
clergy  also  took  the  alarm,  being  of- 
fended both  with  her  doctrines  and  her 
loose  conduct,  and  became  chiefly  in- 
strumental in  raising  the  populace 
against  her.  But  the  more  she  was 
opposed,  the  more  resolute  she  was 
"  to  carry  out  the  details  of  a  divine 
apocdypse,  charging  her  with  a  hea- 
venly mission.*'  Her  pretext,  like 
Cromweirs,  when  he  wanted  a  reason 
to  sanction  his  own  earthly  purposes^ 
was,  that  she  was  "  seeking  the  word 
of  the  Lord ;"  and  so  earnest  was  she 
in  her  inquiries  that,  she  writes, "  had 
a  gallows  been  erected  at  every  door, 
I  would  not  have  stayed  from  going 
there."  According  to  her  own  ac- 
count, she  went  through  a  sort  of  re- 
fining process,  before  enterii^  upon 
her  apocalyptic  duties,  for  she  says— 
"  In  the  year  1774,  the  power  of  God 
wrought  such  a  wonderful  change  on 
my  senses,  that  I  overcame  the  flesh,  so 
as  not  to  make  use  of  earthly  food  for 
some  weeks ;  which  made  all  that  saw 
me  conclude  I  was  going  to  depart  this 
life."  This  victory  over  the  flesh 
must  be  understood  as  referring  solely 
to  the  stomach ;  for  in  no  other  sense 
was  it  admitted  as  an  article  in  Mrs. 
Buchan's  creed. 

The  hostility  of  the  clergy,  the  de- 
sertion of  her  school,  and  the  immi* 
nent  danger  of  her  life,  induced  **  our 
lady"  to  remove  with  her  family  to 
Glasgow,  where  she  arrived  in  March, 
1781,  and  was  cordially  received  by 
her  husband,  then  employed  in  a  pot- 
tery in  that  city — the  delf-work  at  the 
Broomielaw.  Here  she  kept  up  a 
correspondence  with  her  associates  in 
the  north — the  members  of  the  Banff- 
shire Fellowship  Societies ;  but  her 
early  propensities  seem  not  to  have 
been  eradicated,  for  **  an  unfavourable 
report  regarding  her  mode  of  life 
reached  her  native  place,"  and  drew 
from  some  of  her  friends  there  an  ad- 
vice "to  mend  her  manners."  To 
these  insinuations  she  replied  in  a 
spirit  of  Christian  forbearance;  re- 
gretting the  trouble  her  advisers  took 
about  her  concerns,  and  promising  ^  to 
plead  for  them  night  and  day  at  the 
throne  of  grace." 

During  her  residence  in  Glasgow  at 
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this  time  (1782),  she  formed  an  ac- 
qnaintance  with  two  persons,  the  Rev. 
Hugh  White,  and  Mr.  Andrew  Innes, 
afterwards  the  two  most  zealous  and 
most  celebrated  of  her  disciples.  Mr. 
White  was  then  minister  of  the  Relief 
Congregation  at  Irvine,  near  Ayr.  He 
had  the  reputation  of  being  a  popular 
preacher,*and  was  certainly  a  man  of 
talents,  and  a  scholar.  His  native 
place  was  St.  Niaians,  near  Stirling ; 
but  he  had  been  professor  of  logic  in 
an  American  college,  and  was  reckoned 
a  profound  theologian.  His  besetting 
foible  was  vanity  and  self>conceit ;  and 
be  must  have  been  unsteady  in  bis 
opinions,  as  he  changed  from  the  esta- 
blished church  to  the  secession.  His 
weakness  in  these  respects  rendered 
him  an  easy  captive  to  the  spiritual 
flatteries  of  Luokie  Buehan.  She  bad 
an  opportunity  of  hearing  him  preach 
at  a  sacrament  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Glasgow,  in  December,  1782,  and 
being  t&en  with  his  oratory,  she  in- 
formed him  by  letter  of  the  conquest 
he  had  made,  and  of  his  being  "  the 
first  minister  who  had  spoken  effec- 
tually to  her  heart."  The  epistle  is  a 
curious  specimen  of  artful  compliment 
and  blasphemous  assumption.  She 
tells  him  that  before  seeing  him  with 
the  bodily  eye,  she  had  often  viewed 
him  by  the  eye  of  faith  ;  that  he  was 
"  a  promised  seed,  actually  born  from 
above,"  the  apocalyptic  child,  ''that 
has  lain  in  the  womb  of  the  everlasting 
decree  from  all  eternity.*' 

This  communication  was  received  at 
first  as  an  effusion  of  g^uine  piety  ; 
and  as  such  Mr.  White  showed  it  to 
several  of  his  congregation,  who  were 
so  pleased  with  Mrs.  Buchan's  reli- 
gious views,  that  they  wished  her  per- 
sonal acquaintance.  Accordingly,  Mr. 
White  invited  her  to  Irvine,  where 
she  became  his  lodger,  and  met  with 
a  welcome  reception  from  the  whole 
sect,  who  seem  to  have  paid  her  the 
utmost  reverence. 

''From  her  heavenly  conversation 
and  extraordinary  gifts  (says  the  .nar- 
rative) they  soon  began  to  consider  her 
a  valuable  acquisition  to  their  partj. 
Religion  was  her  constant  topic,  m 
every  company  and  on  all  occasions 
she  introduced  it  Her  time  was 
wholly  employed  in  visiting  from  house 
to  house ;  in  praying  and  solving  doubts, 
answering  questions,  and  in  expound- 
ng  the  Scriptures." .   It  is  not  easy  for 


Satan  long  to  pass  as  an  angel  of  light. 
Some  of  the  congregation '  began  to 
question  the  orthodoxy  of  her  princi- 

Sles;  they  accused  their  minister  of 
aving  imbibed  them,  and  requested 
him  to  dismiss  her  as  a  dangerous 
person.  With  this  peremptory  de- 
mand he  was  obliged  to  comply.  In 
a  few  weeks  Mrs.  Buehan  quitted  Ir- 
vine, and  repaired  to  Glasgow,  where 
she  continued  to  correspond  with  her 
reverend  neophy  te,for  th  e  purpose  of  en- 
couraging his  "  young  faith,"  assuring 
him  that  her  birth  pains  of  heavenly 
love  towards  him  far  surpassed  the 
love  of  woman  ;  and  rejoicing  that  her 
lot  and  his  had  had  been  cast  in  the 
same  land!  Her  correspondents  at 
this  early  stage  of  her  mission,  amongst 
whom  was  the  Rev.  Francis  0*Rely, 
of  Northampton,  were  numerous,  for 
one  of  her  disciples  says,  "when  Friend 
Mother  came  to  Irvine,  she  brought 
with  her  a  little  hair-trunk  filled  with 
letters  from  various  ministers  and  re- 
ligious societies  in  the  North  of  Eng- 
land." 

Another  of  her  converts  at  this  time 
was  Andrew  Innes,  the  last  survivor 
of  the  sect,  who  may  also  claim  the 
honour  of  being  its  historiographer,  as 
it  was  chiefly  from  materials  fHirnished 
by  him  that  Mr.  Train  drew  up  his 
narrative.  This  attached  devotee, 
second  only  in  Luckie's  affections 
to  the  Great  Man  Child  himself,  was 
fVom  Muthill  in  Perthshire.  His 
parents  were  humble  cotters,  and  he 
was  bred  to  the  business  of  a  carpen- 
ter ;  but  hearing  of  Mrs  Buchan's 
fame  in  the  West,  and  the  excitement 
caused  by  Mr.  White's  heresies,  An- 
drew resolved  "to  cast  in  his  lot  with 
them,  although  most  violently  opposed 
by  his  mother  and  many  of  his  friends." 
It  was  in  1787  that  he  first  met  our 
lady,  to  whose  person  and  pretensions 
he  afterwards  adhered  with  romantic 
devotion.  His  exertions  contributed 
much  to  the  forming  of  the  Buchanite 
society,  of  which  he  remained  an  ef- 
fective member  to  the  last,  and  in 
right  of  survivorship  he  became  pos- 
sessed of  all  the  property  belonging  to 
that  oommunitv. 

The  trial  of  Mr.  White  for  heresy 
before  the  Relief  Presbytery  at  Glas- 
gow, was  the  occasion  for  a  general 
rendezvous  of  his  fV-iends  at  Mrs.  Bu- 
chan's lodgings  there.  Although  the 
reverend  gentlemen  bad  not  openly  de- 
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dared  his  ghostly  idol  to  be  actually 
the  woman  prophesied  in  the  Revela- 
tion, yet  he  boldly  affirmed  her  to  be 
a  saint  of  no  ordinary  character,  and 
the  harbinger  of  a  light  that  would 
expel  the  darkness  of  Antichrist  which 
had  so  long  overshadowed  the  earth. 
His  congregation,  however,  oflTended 
at  the  delusions  and  blasphemous  opi- 
nions he  had  imbibed,  threatened  him 
with  deposition  for  propagating  tenets 
contrary  to  the  Confession  of  Faith. 
A  paper  being  drawn  up  by  his  oppo- 
nents, containing  what  was  supposed 
to  be  the  new  doctrines,  he  acknow- 
ledged them  as  his  principles  and  sub- 
scribed them  as  such ;  and  with  regard 
to  his  quitting  Mrs.  Buchan,  "  he  was 
so  enamoured  of  her  mystic  views,  that 
he  declared  he  would  sooner  cut  off 
his  right  arm."  In  short,  Mr.  White's 
vanity  led  him  to  believe  that  he  was 
destined  to  be  a  second  John  Knox, 
the  founder  of  a  new  church  ;  and  in 
this  delirium  his  spiritual  mother  en- 
couraged him.  **  Believe  me  (she 
wrote),  my  dear  love,  there  is  nothing 
in  glory,  grace,  or  providence  but 
what  is  on  your  side.  Although  hell 
and  earth,  men  and  devils,  be  raging 
against  us,  they  can  only  rage  in  their 
own  ground,  and  cannot  harm  us.  * 
•  *  •  *  You  are  on  the  Lord's 
side,  therefore  the  enemies  of  the 
Lord  are  up  in  arms  against  you ;  but 
go  you  forward,  fear  not,  for  the 
breaker  is  come  up  before  them.  The 
great  I  AM  will  keep  you  like  the 
apple  of  his  eye." 

Mr.  White's  friends  regretted  his 
infatuation,  and  judged  of  his  pros- 
pects in  a  different  light  from  the 
frenzied  view  of  it  taken  by  Mrs.  Bu- 
chan.  He  had  a  young  wife,  and  two 
children  still  in  infancy.  But  all  ex- 
postulation was  in  vain.  His  opinions 
and  his  whole  deportment  had  under- 
gone a  change  so  marvellous,  that  peo- 
ple attributed  the  influence  of  Luckie 
over  him  to  her  skill  in  the  black  art. 
He  would  listen  neither  to  the  voice  of 
reason  nor  the  sympathies  of  domes- 
tic affection.  His  trial  proceeded,  and 
the  Presbytery  were  obliged  to  eject 
him  from  the  ministry.  This  was 
in  August,  1783,  the  decision  of  the 
court  being  unanimous,  finding  him 
guilty  "of  entertaining  a  number  of 
sentiments  contrary  to  Scripture.' 
While  his  relations  pitied  and  lamented 
his  delusion*  the  result  was  hailed  aa  a 


triumph  over  Satan  and  the  malice  oi 
the  world,  by  the  orafty  woman  by 
whom  he  was  so  unaccountably  misled. 
She  wrote  both  to  him  and  Mrs.  White, 
exhorting  them  not  to  fear  their  ene- 
mies : — 

**  Poor  short-sighted  creatures,  they 
see  nothing  on  the  other  side  of  death. 
They  think  that  I  have  done  all  this ; 
and  many  are  praying  that  you  had  ne- 
ver seen  me ;  out  I  am  sure,  if  they 
knew  how  happy  I  would  be  to  spena 
my  last  breath,  and  the  last  drop  of  my 
blood,  for  Hugh  White,  they  would  not 
give  themselves  so  much  trouble.  I  am 
glad  to  think  you  are  so  well  prrepared 
for  this  stroke ;  but  it  vnll  do  you  no 
harm,  for  although  the  whole  course  of 
nature  were  set  on  fire,  it  would  not 
singe  one  hair  of  your  head  !'* 

The  deposition  of  Mr.  White  excit- 
ed no  small  sensation  in  the  Wesl^ 
especially  in  Glasgow,  where  Mrs.  Bu« 
ohan  then  resided,  in  her  old  lod^ag 
in  the  Salt  Market,  receiving  visits 
from  crowds  of  Irvine  people,  and  dis- 
puting with  her  enemies  on  religions 
matters.  A  small  remnant  of  Mr. 
White's  congregation  embraced  the 
new  doctrines,  and  resolved  to  adhere 
to  him.  These  formed  the  nucleus  of 
the  sect ;  the  most  zealous  and  influ- 
ential of  whom,  at  this  time,  says  the 
narrative  *'  were  Mr.  Peter  Hunter, 
writer  and  town-clerk  in  Irvine,  and 
John  Gibson,  builder  there.  Many 
individuals  of  both  sexes  followed  in 
their  wake.  Mrs.  Buchan  had  in- 
formed them  of  the  apocalypse  that 
had  induced  her  to  travel  from  sea  to 
sea  for  the  fulfilment  of  that  holy  re- 
velation; but  though  thus  employed 
for  nearly  ten  years,  she  confessed  she 
had  been  only  a  gazing<stock  to  the 
people,  and  the  butt  of  the  devil's 
wrath.  No  person  was  so  impressed 
with  the  belief  of  her  divine  call  as  to 
follow  her  from  Banflfehire  ;  nor  after  / 
her  departure  from  her  native  place* 
did  the  whimsies  advanced  by  her  dis- 
turb, in  the  slightest  degree,  the  order 
of  any  community.  In  Glasgow,  the 
only  convert  she  appears  to  have  made 
was  Andrew  Innes  1 1  Andrew's  first 
interview  with  Luckie  happened  the 
preceding  year,  as  we  have  mention- 
ed. Having  travelled  from  Muthill  to 
Glasgow,  to  attend  the  Relief  Sacra- 
ment,  he  accidentally  met  her  in  bii 
landlady's  kitchen,  and  aooompaaiea 
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her  to  chapel.      The  ooiwequenoes  he 
mtiit  relate  himself  i^— 


**  After  serrice,  she  inyited  me  to  her 
lodgings,  which  were  then  in  the  upper 
flat  of  an  old  wooden  house  in  the  Salt- 
Market,  and  was  but  poorly  furnished. 
As  soon  as  I  went  in,  she  rose  and  con- 
ducted me  to  Glasgow-green,  where  she 
laid  open  to  my  view  how  the  kings  and 
hosts  of  Israel  became  a  curse  to  the 
people,  and  how  David,  by  his  adultery 
with  Bethsheba,  occasioned  the  death 
of  so  many  people ;  with  other  parts  of 
Scripture,  which  I  knew  to  be  truth  so 
simple  and  easy  to  be  comprehended, 
that  I  wondered  I  had  never  seen  them 
before  in  the  same  light.  We  parted  in 
the  evening,  and  I  called  by  appoint- 
ment again  at  her  house  on  Monday,  for 
the  purpose  of  seeing  her  letters  of  cor- 
respondence, which  were  chiefly  with 
ministers  of  various  sects  in  Banff  and 
Aberdeenshire." 

The  doors  of  the  church  being 
dosed  against  Mr.  White*  he  preached 
in  his  own  garden,  bat  bis  hearers 
being  often  disturbed  by  persons  throw* 
ing  stones  and  brick-bats  among  them, 
he  was  forced  to  retire  into  his  own 
house,  where  their  meetings  at  night 
continued  for  some  time,  Mrs.  Bu- 
ehan always  taking  a  leading  part.  The 
nature  and  results  of  these  nocturnal 
eonyentions  are  thus  described : — 

"  The  room  was  always  crowded  to 
excess  ;  and  the  enemies  sometimes  re- 
mained after  the  public  service  was 
over,  to  contend  about  disputed  points 
of  doctrine,  from  which  no  good  resulted 
to  either  party.  The  friends  and  rela- 
tions of  those  who  had  become  members 
of  the  society,  were  determined  to  throw 
every  possible  interruption  in  their  way. 
Customers  deserted  merchants  who  were 
members;  tradesmen,  labourers,  &c., 
were  thrown  out  of  employment ;  pa- 
rents were  set  against  their  children, 
servants  against  their  masters,  and 
drunken  sailors  were  encouraged  to 
watch  and  molest  every  person  about  to 
enter  Mr.  White's  house  m  the  evenings. 
And  these  practices  not  being  discou- 
raged by  the  magistrates,  they  grew  the 
longer,  the  more  presumptuous,  till  at 
last  they  attacked  the  doors  and  win- 
dows with  sticks  and  stones  ;  and  when 
he  applied  to  the  magistrates  for  pro- 
tection, he  was  only  told  to  send  away 
that  offensive  woman,  and  the  people 
would  be  quiet  as  formerly. 

"For  greater  privacy,  they  after- 
vrards  met  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Hun- 
ter;  but  their    meetings  there  being 


discovered  also,  and  the  indignation  of 
the  populace  being  roused  by  the  re- 
ports circulated  of  their  doctrines  and 
manner  of  worship,  the  doors  and  win- 
dows were  demolished;  and  Mrs.  Bu- 
ehan, while  endeavouring  to  escape  the 
fury  of  the  mob  by  a  back  way,  was 
intercepted.  She  was  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Gibson,  a  very  strong  man,  who, 
when  one  of  the  rabble  was  about  to  lay 
violent  hands  on  her,  grasped  her  round 
the  waist  with  his  arms,  and  would  not 
part  with  her  till  a  drunken  fellow  cut 
one  of  his  hands  with  AJocleUg  (clasp- 
knife),  whereupon  a  general  shout  of 
joy  was  raised  for  the  capture  of  the 
witch-wife^  who  had  cast  her  **  gla^ 
moury"  over  the  minister.  After  drag- 
ging  her  through  all  the  streets  of  the 
town,  nearly  in  a  state  of  nudity,  many 
were  for  ducking  her  in  the  river,  but 
the  majority  was  for  parading  her  home 
to  her  husband  to  the  sound  of  an  old 
tin-kettle;  and  they  actually  trailed 
her  to  Stewarton,  a  village  about 
eight  miles  from  Irvine,  on  the  Glasgow 
road.  Andrew  Innes  says  : — Mr.  White 
and  I,  concealed  by  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  followed  at  a  short  distance  all 
the  way.  We  heard  them  once  insult 
her  about  her  feigpied  attachment  to 
Christ.  They  would  raise  her  up  as 
high  as  they  could,  calling  aloud  for  her 
to  fly  now  to  heaven,  like  Enoch  or 
Elijah,  at  the  same  time  letting  her 
drop  to  the  ground,  exclaiming  '  She 
cannot  fly  yet ;  we  must  take  her  on  a 
little  farther,  and  try  her  again.'  When 
they  came  to  a  bridge  at  Stewarton, 
they  took  her  to  the  ledge,  for  the  pur- 
of *  throwing  her  into  the  river,  and 
would  have  done  so,  had  not  one  of  the 
party  opposed  them,  saying,  *  She  has 
done  us  no  personal  harm,  therefore  we 
will  not  kill  her  outright — let  her  hus- 
band do  that  if  he  pleases,  when  he  gets 
her  home.'  This  timely  interruption 
seemed  to  divert  them  from  their  inten- 
tion of  drowning  her.  As  they  dragged 
her  .into  Stewarton,  the  noise  they 
made  in  the  streets,  caused  the  people 
to  come  running  out  many  with  candles 
in  their  hands.  The  crowd  soon  became 
very  great,  and  the  night  being  very 
dark,  they  lost  sight  of  her  suddenly, 
nor  could  they  find  her  again." 

This  was  rough  handling  for  a  pro- 
phetess»  who  claimed  to  have  a  hea- 
yenly  commission— and,  had  her  per- 
secutors been  amenable  to  the  ordinary 
feelings  of  superstition,  the  circum- 
stance of  her  mysterious  disappear- 
ance might  have  shaken  their  incredu- 
lity of  her  being  an  impostor.  But, 
the  mystery  was  soon  revealed*     Lu<^ 
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kie  showed  that  her  nimbleness  of  heel 
was  not  inferior  to  the  volubility  of 
her  tongue.  She  had  taken  advan- 
tage of  the  **  sleety  night"  to  retrace 
her  steps — and  when  her  scattered 
followers  were  assembled  in  Mr. 
White's  parlour,  mourning  for  her 
loss,  (says  Andrew  Innes,)  and  the 
opinion  gaining  ground  that  she  had 
actually  ascended  to  heaven — 

'*  In  she  stepped,  in  the  grey  of  the 
morning,  in  a  most  pitiable  plight; 
she  was  bare-headed,  barefooted,  with 
scarcely  a  rag  to  cover  her  nakedness, 
and  all  her  person  over  with  blood ;  yet 
she  was  cheerful,  and  said,  *  I  suffer  all 
this  freely  for  the  sake  of  those  I  love.' 
On  escapmg  from  the  hands  of  her  ene- 
mies at  Stewarton,  she  made  her  way 
back  to  Irvine,  by  climbing  over  dykes, 
and  squeezing  through  hedges,  not  dar- 
ing to  keep  the  public  road,  lest  they 
might  be  in  pursuit  of  her.  Mr.  Gibson 
washed  and  dressed  her  wounds,  and 
when  she  was  put  to  bed,  we  each  re- 
tired to  our  respective  places  of  abode.'' 

Her  presence  in  Irvine,  and  the 
congregating  of  her  friends  again,  was 
the  signal  for  another  attack.  Crowds 
assepabled,  the  house  was  beset,  the 
doors  and  windows  battered  with 
stones,  and  the  lives  of  the  inmates 
put  in  jeopardy.  The  magistrates 
were  obliged  to  interfere,  and  imme- 
diately ordered  her  removal.  In  this 
extremity,  Mr.  Hunter  engaged  a  man 
with  a  horse  and  cart,  to  take  her  to 
Glasgow — Mr.  Gibson  volunteering 
to  attend  her  as  sick-nurse,  and  An- 
drew Innes  as  an  escort,  to  report  her 
safe  arrival.  Her  finances  were  so 
low  at  this  time,  that,  on  leaving  Ir- 
vine, she  did  not  possess  even  the 
smallest  silver  coin,  and  Andrew  gave 
her  his  watch,  which  he  understood 
she  pawned  for  a  few  shillings,  to 
relieve  her  immediate  wants ;  but 
when  she  received  a  farther  supply 
from  her  more  wealthy  adherents,  she 
redeemed  the  pledge,  and  returned  it 
to  its  proper  owner.  In  Glasgow  her 
dupes  continued  to  frequent  her  house, 
so  that  her  family  affkdrs  were  ut- 
terly neglected,  and  her  husband  re- 
duced to  abject  poverty,  by  the  exten- 
sion of  her  hospitality  to  swarms  of 
visitors,  to  whom  he  was  an  entire 
stranger.  The  conseouence  was,  he 
was  obliged  to  have  a  legal  divorce,  a 
step  rendered  all  the  more  necessary 
from  her  revolting  doctrines  on  the 


subject  of  ^carnal  marriages."  It  is 
remarkable  that  she  never  adopted  her 
husband's  name  in  her  early  letters, 
which  are  all  signed  <'  Elspeth  Simp- 
son ;"  and  which  make  no  disclosures 
on  the  gprand  point  of  her  intention 
to  carry  her  disciples  to  heaven  in  the 
body,  without  tasting  of  death.  Her 
correspondence,  at  thb  period,  is  filled 
with  rhapsodies  about  the  overBowings 
of  her  love  for  her  spiritual  children, 
"  amidst  a  generation  of  vipers/  and 
the  destroyers  of  this  world  "all  com- 
ing against  us  like  bulls  of  Bashan, 
with  their  mouths  wide  open  to  de- 
vour."  She  warned  them  that  "  Satan 
was  trying  to  sift  them,"  but  that  they 
were  to  rejoice  in  tribulatiouj  for  their 
past  sufferings  would  now  be  "no 
more  than  a  dream,  or  a  tale  that  is 
told." 

A  change  of  locality  was  now  deem- 
ed advisable,  and  as  Andrew  Innes's 
mother  had  come  to  Gla^ow  in  quest 
of  her  strayed  son,  Luckie  Buchan  was 
persuaded  to  accompany  them  to  Mut- 
hill,  "a  pious  wheelwright'*  of  that 
place,  Duncan  Robertson,  having  been 
dispatched  with  a  riding-horse  to  meet 
her  at  Kilsyth,  and  assist  her  in  her 
journey.  She  professed  great  reluc- 
tance at  parting  with  her  "loving 
friends  and  sweet  babes"  in  the  west ; 
but  she  was  reconciled  to  her  new 
abode  by  finding  she  was  kindly  re- 
ceived, and  might  get  another  "little 
vineyard"  to  bear  fruit,  as  at  Irvine. 
Her  only  desideratum  here  seems  to 
have  been  Mr.  Hugh  White,  who  was, 
of  course,  strongly  urged  to  take  up 
his  residence  wim  her  immediately. 

"  There  being  great  desire  and  need 
of  you  (she  vrrites) ;  they  are  thirsthig 
for  the  water  of  life,  and  receive  it 
greedily.  There  are  not  a  few  young 
creatures  here  that  have  some  breath- 
ings of  love,  but  they  are  like  to  be 
choked  with  ignorance.  I  trust  you 
will  make  no  delay  in  coming  here  while 
the  edge  is  on  the  people's  minds.  As 
to  removing  your  family,  you  need  say 
little  about  that  till  you  come  yourself. 
My  body  is  loaded  with  a  great  cold, 
but  my  senses  are  like  pipes  of  new 
wine,  all  running  from  a  free  fountain." 

With  this  warm  intention  Mr. 
White  complied,  and  travelled  on  foot 
in  the  latter  end  of  November,  from 
Irvine  to  Muthill,adistance  of  seventy- 
six  miles,  in  two  days.  His  compa- 
nions were  Andrew  Innes,  James  Ste- 
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wart,  and  Agnes  Wylie.  At  this  time 
two  of  Mrs.  Bucnan's  daughters, 
Peggy  and  Anne,  resided  in  Irvine, 
the  elder  heing  a  servant  with  Mr. 
White.  These  are  the  jonng  women 
whom  she  afterirards  gave  out  to  be, 
"one  an  incarnation  of  Christ,  the 
other  of  the  Holy  Ghost  I" 

Mr.  White's  reception  at  Muthill  was 
not  so  kindly  as  that  of  his  female  fore- 
runner had  been.  He  discovered  no 
symptoms  of  reli^ous'^  thirst*' anywhere 
exceptinFriend  Mother.  The  people  had 
too  deep  a  reverence  for  the  Established 
Church  and  the  Confession  of  Faith,  to 
listen  to  *'  the  abominations  taught  by 
Mrs.  Bnchan,  and  confirmed  by  Hugh 
White,"  of  which  they  were  faithfully 
warned  by  the  clergy.  They  refused 
to  admit  him  into  their  houses,  or  to 
take  him  by  the  hand,  or  to  touch  him, 
as  it  was  confidently  believed  Luckie 
had  bewitched  him;  and  when  he 
preached,  **many  of  the  men  who  had 
assembled  to  hear  him,  rose  to  their 
feet,  and  waved  their  staves  before 
him  in  a  very  threatening  manner.*' 
Discouraged  by  this  opposition,  the 
two  fanatics  and  their  disciples  re- 
solved to  venture  back  to  Irvine,  where 
some  of  Mr.  White's  former  congre- 
gation seemed  to  think  that  poverty 
would  make  him  recant,  and  that 
the  Bachanites  would  thereby  be  scat- 
tered. In  this  they  were  mistaken, 
"and  when  they  saw  cart  after  cart 
arrive  from  Muthill,  laden  with  people, 
goods,  and  chattels,  their  rage  became 
ungovernable."  Mr.  White's  house 
was  again  attacked,  and  the  windows 
demolished.  The  inhabitants  petition- 
ed the  magbtrates  to  have  the  lady 
apprehended  and  punished  legally  as  a 
uasphemer,  and  her  reverend  para- 
mour also,  as  a  disseminator  of  her 
dogmas.  A  sentence  of  banishment 
was  issued  (May,  1784),  order mg  her 
to  leaye  the  royalty  within  two  hours. 
The  summary  decision  was  instantly 
obeyed;  *'and  such  was  the  hurry, 
that  some  had  scarcely  time  to  pack 
up  a  band-bundle,  put  out  the  fire,  and 
lock  the  door."  One  left  a  washing 
on  the  green — another  left  a  cow  bel- 
lowing at  the  crib.  Although  the 
act  applied  only  to  Mrs.  Buchan,  her 
followers  resolved  to  share  her  exile. 

"  With  this  intention  (says  Andrew 
limes),  we  had  rallied  round  her  in  Mr. 
White's  parlour,  each  man  with  a  staff 


in  one  hand,  and  a  small  bundle  in  the 
other ;  each  woman  with  her  coats  kilted, 
and  a  small  bundle  in  a  handkerchief,  tied 
round  her  waist.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  White 
seemed  rather  downcast,  but  Friend 
Mother  was  more  cheerful  than  ordi- 
nary. She  spoke  to  us  individually,  and 
quoted  passages  of  Scripture  with  sur- 
passing aptitude,  to  fortify  our  minds  in 
that  trying  hour.  She  often  repeated 
the  twenty-eighth  versf  of  the  sixteenth 
chapter  ot  Matthew  with  great  compo- 
sure and  dignity — "  Verily,  I  say  unto 
you,  there  bo  some  standing  here  which 
shall  not  taste  of  death  till  they  shall  see 
the  Son  of  Man  coming  in  his  kingdom." 
When  the  magistrates  and  constables 
appeared  at  the  door,  she  proceeded 
with  them,  Mr.  White  accompanying  her 
on  one  side,  and  Mr.  Gibson  on  the  other. 
The  women  and  children  followed,  the 
men  bringing  up  the  rear,  The  streets 
through  which  we  passed  were  crowded 
to  such  excess,  that  the  constables  could 
scarcely  open  a  passage.  All  those  that 
came  from  Muthill  were  very  ill  used  ; 
the  people  made  sport  of  pushing  their 
staves  between  our  legs  so  as  to  make 
us  fall,  and  then  pushed  others  over  us  ; 
chiding  us  at  the  same  time  for  ruining 
ourselves  by  following  an  old  witch- wife, 
who  bad  evidently  cast  her  cantrips  over 
us.  Just  as  the  magistrates  were  about 
to  return,  a  drunken  sailor  tore  off  the 
cap  of  our  Friend  Mother,  and  pulled 
her  to  the  ground ;  and  then  ran  past 
the  magistrates,  exclaiming,  *  I  have  got 
a  right  handful  of  her  hair,'  and  joined 
his  companions  without  being  molested 
by  the  authorities." 

About  this  period  tnese  fanatics  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  the  poet  Burns, 
then  residing  at  his  farm  of  Mossgiel. 
In  a  letter  to  a  friend  in  Montrose,  he 
alludes  to  their  society,  and  describes 
theur  tenets  as  '^  a  strange  jumble  of 
enthusiastic  jargon."  Of  their  liber- 
tine principles  he  also  speaks  freely, 
but  without  exaggeration : — 

'*  Old  Buchan  (he  adds)  pretends  to 
give  them  the  Holy  Ghost,  by  breathing 
on  them,  which  she  does  with  postures 
and  practices  scandalously  indecent. 
They  oold  a  community  of  goods,  and 
live  nearly  an  idle  life,  carrying  on  a 
great  farce  of  devotion  in  barns  and 
woods,  where  they  lie  and  lodge  alto- 
gether ;  and  hold  likewise  a  community 
of  women,  as  it  is  another  of  their 
tenets  that  they  can  conmiit  no  moral 
sin.  I  am  personally  acquainted  with 
most  of  them,  and  can  assure  you  the 
above  mentiouMl  are  facts." 

The  ejected  emigrants,  on  quitting 
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Irvine,  which  they  denounced  as  an- 
other Sodom,  to  he  orertaken  with 
some  signal  judgment  for  the  wicked* 
ness  of  the  people,  bent  their  steps 
towards  the  south.  The  cause  of  their 
moving  in  that  direction,  Mr.  Innes 
explains : — **  After  consulting  on  the 
road  a  short  time,  we  agreed  to  keep 
our  faces  as  steadily  as  possible  to- 
wards that  part*of  the  heavens  where 
we  supposed  the  Saviour  of  the  world 
would  appear  at  his  second  coming 
(Matthew  chapter  26th),  and  moved 
off  very  slowly,"  &c. 

Their  society  consisted  of  forty-six, 
but  was  afterwards  re-inforced  to  sixty, 
chiefly  by  converts  from  England.  The 
style  of  their  travelling  was  picturesque. 
Mrs.  Buchan,  attired  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 
the  discarded  minister,  and  one  or  two 
of  her  higher  dupes,  were  seated  in  a 
cart,  while  the  remainder  followed  on 
foot.  Allan  Cunningham  states  that 
Luckie  sometimes  rode  in  front  on  a 
white  pony,  **  and  often  halted  to  lec- 
ture them  on  the  loveliness  of  the  land, 
and  to  cheer  them  with  food  from 
what  she  called  the  gardens  of  mercy, 
and  with  drink  from  a  large  cup,  called 
the  comforter."  Her  company  '*  were 
for  the  most  part  clever  chiels,  and 
bonny,  spanking,  rosy-cheeked  lasses, 
many  of  them  in  their  teens.  Over 
their  dark  petticoats  they  wore  short 
gowns,  reaching  from  the  chin  half- 
way down  the  thigh,  and  fitted  close 
to  the  bosom.  They  were  bare  headed, 
and  their  locks  of  unusual  length  were 
restrained  from  falling  in  a  fleece 
over  their  back  and  breast  by  small 
buckling-combs." 

They  had  difficulty  in  procuring 
food,  as  the  country  shunned  them. 
Oat  cake,  when  they  could  purchase 
it  at  the  farm-houses,  and  cold  water, 
was  their  common  fare.  When  they 
came  to  a  stream  they  sat  down  on  the 
bank.  Friend  Mother  dividing  to  each 
a  bit  of  cake,  and  a  tankard  of  water 
was  handed  round,  brought  from  the 
rivulet  by  one  of  the  women.  All 
shared  alike ;  the  only  distinction  in 
the  way  of  luxury  being  tiiat  our  lady 
"  after  she  had  divided  the  bread, 
lighted  her  pipe  and  took  a  smoke  of 
tobacco."  In  the  article  of  lodgings 
they  were  miserably  provided  for,  as 
few  public  houses  could  accommodate 
them,  and  farmers  declined  to  harbour 
them.  Near  Dundonald  they  were 
permitted  to  occupy  a  cart-shed  and  a 


killogie  for  the  night.  At  New  Cum- 
nock they  were  granted  the  use  of  a 
hay-loft ;  but  at  Slunkford  the  farmer 
would  not  give  them  his  bam,  nor 
even  allow  them  the  shelter  of  his  hay- 
stack. Mr.  White  preached  to  them 
and  cheered  them  on  their  journey,  by 
drawing  comparisons  between  their 
difficulties  and  those  of  Christ  and  his 
apostles.  During  their  march  they 
chaunted,  like  the  Seekers  of  the  New 
Jerusalem,  hymns,  as  a  kind  of  rude 
psaimody,which  attracted  general  atten* 
tion  wherever  they  passed.  «*  They  made 
the  hills  and  woodlands  ring  with 
rhymes  of  their  own  composing,  sung 
in  full  chorus  to  what  is  called  profane 
music,"  one  of  their  favourite  airs 
beuig  The  Beds  of  Sweet  Roses,  then 
a  popular  song  in  the  West. 

The  first  resting  place  they  procured 
was  at  New  Comple,  a  farm-house  in 
Nithsdale,  near  Thomhill,  thirteen 
miles  above  Dumfries.  There  the 
wandering  Buchanites  were  induced 
to  halt,  in  consequence  of  one  of  the 
wealthiest  of  their  members,  Mr.  Hun- 
ter, being  apprehended  and  carried 
back  to  Irvine,  on  the  charge  of  hav- 
ing deserted  his  business  and  pro- 
perty, but  in  reality  to  detach  him 
from  the  idle  company  he  had  joined. 
The  tenant  of  the  farm,  Mr.  David- 
son, at  first  gave  them  only  the  tern* 
porary  use  of  a  barn ;  but  finding  they 
consumed  and  paid  ready  money  for  a 
considerable  amount  of  his  farm  pro- 
duce, and  assisted  him  in  his  field  la- 
bours, he  allowed  them  to  remain  ht 
some  time,  and  afterwards  gave  them 
ground  to  erect  a  house  for  themselves, 
called  Buchan* s  Ha\  a  name  whidi  it 
still  retains.  *'  It  was  here,**  says  An- 
drew Innes,  **  like  the  disciples  of 
Christ  after  Pentecost  our  apostolical 
life  commenced,  all  that  believed  were 
together,  and  had  all  things  common." 
Their  money  was  put  into  a  joint- 
stock  purse,  and  placed  at  the  disposal 
of  John  Gibson,  who  was  both  treasu- 
rer and  purveyor  of  the  kitchen. 
Janet  Grant,  wno  had  kept  a  cloth- 
shop  in  Irvine,  was  mistress  of  the 
robes,  and  had  charge  of  all  the  unoc- 
cupied clothes,  to  keep  them  clean  and 
whole,  and  give  them  out  when  any 
person  wanted  a  change.  The  other 
women  assisted  in  washing,  knitting, 
and  darning  stockings,  and  they  haid 
tailors  and  cobblers  u»r  mending  their 
shoes  and  outer  garments.     Th^  oe- 
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casionally  wroaght  at  haj  or  harvest 
for  their  neighooursy  but  never  ac- 
cepted wages,  and  dways  took  their 
meals  apart  by  themselves,  concluding 
it  with  singing  one  of  their  own 
rhymes. 

Their  food  was  mean  and  scanty, 
consisting  of  potatoes  and  salt,  or  her- 
rings, or  "  a  drop  of  milk,  when  that 
was  attainable."  It  was  cooked  in  the 
farmer*s  kitchen,  and  served  on  a  small 
table,  round  which  they  sat;  and  if 
any  religions  discussion  was  going  on 
in  the  barn,  they  would  run,  with  a 
potato,  en  chemise,  in  their  hand,  to 
hear  the  controversy.  Having  neither 
hay  nor  straw  to  sleep  on,  they  were 
obliged  to  pull  heather  from  the  moors, 
which  they  bound  in  bundles  of  about 
six  feet  long  and  four  broad,  **  thereby 
forming  a  bed  for  two  persons."  Those 
bandies  were  placed  in  a  double  row 
on  the  barn  floor,  closely  pressed  toge- 
ther, with  the  tops  uppermost  for  soft- 
ness, the  space  between  being  scarcely 
more  than  sufficient  for  a  single  person 
to  pass ;  their  only  covering  was  one 
blanket  to  each  bed,  and  for  pillows  they 
used  their  body-clothes.  By  degrees, 
and  after  they  had  erected  their  house, 
which  they  built  entirely  themselves, 
their  condition  improved — each  had 
two  blankets,  and  for  bedsteads  they 
nailed  four  rough  boards  together, 
which  were  filled  with  straw  for  mat- 
trasses  as  soon  as  it  could  be  procured. 
Their  cabin  was  only  one  story  high« 
thirty-six  feet  long,  and  sixteen  broad, 
covered  with  heather.  It  was  provid- 
ed with  a  loft,  supported  by  poles,  and 
this  primitive  attic  was  the  general 
sleeping  apartment.  To  this  bed-room 
they  ascended  by  a  trap-ladder  in  the 
middle  of  the  house,  there  being  only 
two  beds  below  in  a  small  closet. 

"  Our  furniture  (says  Andrew  Innes) 
consisted  of  two  long  tables,  or  deals, 
inrrounded  by  links  or  cutty  stools. 
In  the  kitchen  was  a  dresser,  a  meal- 
chest,  and  a  few  stools.  In  Mr.  White's 
elosct  was  a  table,  and  a  few  chairs,  in- 
tended for  strangers." 

In  this  miserable  hovel,  and  in  beds 
of  heather  or  straw,  so  closely  jammed 
together  that  a  person  could  scarcely 
move  between  them,  were  immured 
about  sixty  individuals  of  both  sexes, 
who  embraced  some  of  the  worst  dog- 
mas of  the  aneient  Essenes,  and  of  the 
modern  Socialista.    Among  them  the 


marriage  relation  was  entirely  disre- 
garded. Children  did  not  know  their 
parents ;  the  title  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
was  abolished,  and  new  names  substi- 
tuted for  the  old  ;  thus,  Mr.  Hunter, 
who  had  returned,  was  called  Peter — 
Mr.  White,  Isold  Whitehead— and 
so  of  the  rest,  except  the  Man- Child, 
who  wished  to  be  named  Friend  White. 
For  these  changes.  Scripture  reasons 
were  assigned  ;  but  the  general  belief 
was,  Ihey  adopted  this  device  for  the 
purpose  of  committing  and  concealing 
crimes  of  a  flagitious  character. 

The  fixture  of  these  abominable  en- 
thusiasts in  the  Vale  of  Nith,  where 
many  persons  alive  still  remember 
them,  created  a  strong  sensation, 
which  was  soon  inflamed  into  violence 
by  Mr.  White's  preaching,  and  an- 
nouncing Friend  Mother  as  the  **  mys- 
terious woman  predicted  in  the  Reve- 
lations, in  whom  the  light  of  God  was 
restored  to  the  world."  Disgusted 
with  these  blasphemous  ravings,  the 
people  attacked  their  house,  smashed 
doors  and  windows,  ransacked  the  beds 
and  chests,  and  even  the  farmer's 
draw-well,  for  "  Luckie,"  who  might 
have  been  torn  to  pieces,  had  she  not 
escaped  privately  to  Closeburn  Castle, 
the  seat  of  Mr.  (now  Sir  Charles)  Mon- 
teith,  being  warned  on  the  previous 
evening  of  what  was  to  take  place ; 
for  guns  were  fired  and  lights  kindled 
on  the  hills,  as  signals  to  collect  for 
the  attack.  Forty-two  of  the  rioters 
were  tried  for  the  assault,  and  up- 
wards of  twenty  of  them  were  fined  at 
Dumfries  by  the  sheriff  of  the  county. 
The  clergy  of  the  local  Presbytery 
also  interfered,  and  attempted  to  have 
'<  Mrs.  Buchan  and  the  man-child. 
White,"  libelled  before  the  church 
court  for  teaching  blasphemous  doc- 
trines ;  but  they  did  not  succeed,  and 
the  proceeding  was  abandoned.  Luckie's 
correspondence  must  have  been  vo- 
luminous ;  for  she  sometimes  wrote 
all  night,  and  complained  grievously 
of  the  expense  of  postages.  She  paid 
a  visit,  accompanied  by  her  *'  high 
priest,"  to  a  very  old  acquaintance, 
near  Moffat,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Nicholson, 
of  Wamphray,  in  the  hope  of  convert- 
ing him.  She  boldly  maintained,  "  She 
was  actually  the  spirit  of  God,  which 
all  unbelievers  would  soon  know  to 
their  cost."  But  when  the  neighbours 
learned  that  the  manse  was  polluted 
by  such  unholy  visitants,  th^  threat- 
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ened  to  mob  them»  and  call  the  minis- 
ter to  account. 

Much  of  Mr.  White's  time,  while 
at  Closeburn,  seems  to  have  been  oc- 
cupied in  writing  hymns  for  the  use 
of  the  society,  and  in  composing  the 
Divine  Dictionary,  or  summary  of 
their  doctrines  ;  for  as  they  professed 
having  Scripture  to  support  all  their 
opinions,  they  deemed  it  necessary 
that  they  should  publish  to  the  world 
such  an  exposition  of  their  Faith  and 
Practice  as  would  tend  in  future  to 
silence  their  enemies  I  The  work  is 
described  as  a  complete  jumble  of  fa- 
natical nonsense,  and  denunciations 
against  those  who  dared  to  disbelieve 
the  divine  mission  of  the  mysterious 
woman.  "  It  showed  them,"  says  the 
historian  of  the  Relief  Church,  Mr. 
Struthers,  *'  to  be  illiterate,  errone- 
ous, visionary,  and  rhapsodical.  So 
little  reason  was  mixed  up  with  their 
madness,  that  it  is  often  impossible  to 
comprehend  their  ravingfi,  and  to  say 
exactly  what,  on  various  topics,  was 
their  belief."  It  treated  of  the  propa- 
gation of  mankind — the  human  soul — 
the  decrees  of  God — the  nature  of 
true  devotion — the  meeting  Christ  in 
the  clouds — and  pretended  to  give  "  a 
divine  receipt,  instructing  how  all  may 
live  for  ever."  The  principal  object 
of  the  work,  however,  was  to  proclaim 
to  the  world  that  they  (the  Buchan- 
ites)  "are  actually  waiting  for  the  se- 
cond coming  of  Christ,  and  believe 
that  they  alone  shall  be  translated  into 
the  clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the 
air."  This  leading  article  of  their 
creed  was  engrossed  in  the  title-page 
of  the  work :  and  the  publication  blas- 
phemously concludes  by  declaring  that 
"  the  truths  contained  in  it  were  re- 
ceived from  Divine  inspiration,  by  a 
babe  in  the  love  of  God,  Hugh 
White,  revised  and  approved  by  Els- 
FETH  Simpson  !"  Repeated  warnings 
are  given  in  it  "  to  this  poor  deluded 
world  "  not  to  despise  their  admoni- 
tions, but  to  repair  forthwith  to  New 
Comple,  if  they  would  be  saved  from 
sin  and  death,  for  there  alone  was  the 
light  of  God  restored  back  to  this  earth. 
^'  Never  mind  the  style  but  attend  to 
the  sentiment,**  was  the  laconic  advice 
they  gave  to  all  readers  of  the  Divine 
Dictionary. 

If  their  ambition  was,  as  stated,  to 
spread  their  fame  by  this  publication, 
they    were    grievously    disappointed. 


Their  worst  enemies  oovld  not  bftvo 
advised  them  to  do  anything  more  in- 
jurious to  their  expectations  of  suc- 
cess. It  was  scarcely  known  beyond 
their  own  locality,  and  no  clergyman 
deemed  it  worth  while  to  lift  a  pen  to 
refute  it.  Even  the  printing  of  such 
infamous  doctrines  oonld  not  be  tole- 
rated in  Dumfries  ;  and  such  was  the 
popular  odium  against  Mr.  Jaokson* 
who  threw  off  the  first  sbeeU,  that  the 
remainder  was  transferred  to  £din- 
but^h,  in  Mr.  Innes^s  pocket. 

Their  only  other  writings  appear  ta 
have  been  hymns ;  but  judging  from  m 
single  specimen,  the  inspiration  of 
their  muse  could  not  have  proceeded 
from  a  very  sublime  fountain.  The 
following  stanzas  commence  a  kind  <^ 
psalm,  or  song  of  deliverance  from 
their  ill-treatment,  by  the  «*  People  of 
Closeburn  :"— 

**  The  people  in  Closeburn  parish  re- 
siding, 
Came  often  our  sermons  to  hear ; 
And  rudely  they  questioned  our  words, 
though  most  pure — 
Our  persons  they  threatened  to  tear. 

*<  They  often,  with  batons  and  cw^els 

combined. 

With  billets  of  wood,  and  with  stonei; 

But  He  who  has  power  all  men  to  oob« 

troul. 

Prevented  them  breaking  our  bones."* 

Mrs«  Buchan  herself,  in  one  of  her 
letters  to  the  Rev.  Gabriel  Russell,  of 
Dundee,  celebrates  her  troubles  and 
her  triumphs,  at  New  Comple,  in  a 
similar  strain : — 

"  I  have  been,  these  ten  years  past, 
the  very  butt  of  the  great  red  dragon's 
wrath,  and  a  gazing-stock  to  a  worth- 
less, blinded  world,  who  are  conthiually 
spewing  out  floods  of  falsehood,  cmd 
mockings,  and  murdering  plots  against 
us,  either  to  scatter  or  kill  us ;  bat  oh, 
praise !  praise !  eternal  praise  and  thanks- 
giving to  Divine  wisdom  and  Almighty 
Eower,  the  worst  of  their  intentions 
ave  hitherto  turned  out  for  our  eood, 
for  none  of  our  society  has  yet  fallen 
before  the  enemy." 

Instead  of  diminishing,  the  society 
increased,  having  about  this  time 
gained  an  accession  of  more  than 
twenty  persons,  the  greater  part  being 
from  the  North  of  England.  George 
Hill,  a  well-educated  young  man«  a 
native  of  Edinburgh,  and  at  that  t&oe 
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derk  to  the  Closebiuni  lime-worlu,  was 
the  first  to  join  them ;  and  he,  with 
Mr.  Hnnter^  the  ex-town-olerk  of 
Irwiney  proted  useful  assistants,  as 
amanaensei,  to  Mr.  White.  The  fame 
of  the  seety  and  of  the  <'  Lady  of 
Ligfat,"  or  **  Great  Luminary,"  as 
Mn.  Bttoban  was  now  called,  was 
carried  to  England  by  James  Brown, 
a  merchant  tailor  from  Sunderland, 
who  had  aoeidentally  visited  New 
Comple,  and  was  captivated  with  their 
expectations  of  passing  into  glory 
without  tasting  of  death.  A  more 
important  acquisition  was  Mr.  Thos. 
Bradley,  from  Hartlepool,  in  Durham 
covnty,  who  disposed  of  his  property 
in  Yorkshire,  and  his  farming-stock 
at  Stranton,ajMi  joined  the  Buchanites. 
Hk  ftieods  attempted  to  prevent  this 
fbolish  expedition ;  but  he  absconded 
before  dav-light,  with  clothing  and 
victuals,  K)r  the  journey,  wife,  chil- 
dren, and  chattels,  in  a  large  wagon 
drawn  by  two  horses,  and  was  re- 
ceived joyfblly  at  New  Comple — his 
wealth  being  of  material  advantage  to 
the  socieQr. 

It  was  to  be  expected  that  doctrines 
so  palatable  to  human  nature,  both 
spiritually  and  carnally,  would  attract 
proaelytei  of  somewhat  equivocal  cha- 
racter. One  applicant  of  this  kind 
that  impeared,  was  a  young  naval  offi- 
cer, Mr.  C.  £.  Conyers,  lieutenant  of 
marines,  who  consented  to  **  leave  all 
the  vain-glory  of  his  former  life,"  and 
east  in  his  lot  with  **  those  blessed  ex- 
pectants of  immortality."  But  as  it 
was  a  rule  of  the  society  that  no  mem- 
ber could  retain  any  earthly  drag  or 
entanglement,  wherebv  his  ascension 
to  the  next  world  might  be  retarded, 
'Mr.  Conyers  was  obliged  to  resign  his 
hiJf-pay,  which  he  did  In  a  letter  to 
the  Secretary  of  the  Admiralty,  inti- 
matiDg  his  determination  to  hold  no 
longwr  any  commission  under  an  earth- 
ly crown.  On  first  appearing  in  his 
new  service,  he  was  bare-headed,  which 
our  lady  took  as  a  mark  of  profound 
respect  and  superior  breeding,  to 
which  she  was  not  always  accustomed. 
It  soon  transpired,  however,  that  he 
had  been  reding  himself  the  night 
before  at  a  neighbouring  wayside  inn 
(Brownlull),  and  having  no  money  to 
pay  his  biU,  the  landlord  kept  posses- 
sion of  the  hat.  This  explained  the 
mystery  of  the  obeisance ;  but  the  old 
hat  was  redeemed,  and  the  next  time 
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the  owner  appeared  bare-headed  was 
on  the  scaffold  at  Tyburn.  The  so- 
ciety had  early  discovered  that,  n6t- 
withstandiDg  his  seeming  zeal,  **he 
was  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,'*  and 
bad  sought  their  community  for  other 
reasons  than  the  hope  of  an  immediate 
translation  to  heaven.  He  had  de- 
frauded a  life  assurance  company  in 
London^  and  probably  expected  to  be 
carried  into  the  clouds  before  his  vil- 
lany  was  detected.  He  was  mistaken. 
The  officers  of  justice  traced  him  to 
his  lurking-place,  and  handed  him  over 
to  the  fate  he  deserved.  Other  *'  mo- 
neyless rakes"  sought  admission,  but 
in  vain ;  none  being  accepted  in  future 
without  being  subject  to  examination 
and  investigation  by  Mrs.  Buchan,  in 
which  she  was  the  chief  actor,  but  of 
which  delicacy  forbids  a  more  particu- 
lar description. 

Various  circumstances  now  made  it 
necessary  that  Friend  Mother  should 
ffive  some  evidence  of  the  truth  of  her 
doctrine.  Their  creed  had  been  pub- 
lished to  the  world.  Expectation  was 
excited.  The  English  converts  had 
been  summoned  to  *'  make  haste  and 
join  their  loving  brothers  the  saints  in 
glorv.'*  The  faith  and  hope  of  the 
whole  community  were  wound  to  the 
highest  pitch,  "  longing  for  the  time 
of  the  bride's  translation."  Scripture 
confirmed  these  devout  warnings.  The 
1260  days  which  the  woman  in  the 
Revelations  was  to  tarry  in  the  wil- 
derness, after  givine  birth  to  the  man 
child  who  was  to  riue  all  nations  with 
a  rod  of  iron,  had  nearly  expired, 
reckoning  from  Mr.  White's  conver- 
sion at  Irvine.  This  coincidence  of 
dates  and  hopes  led  the  sanguine  enthu- 
siasts to  believe  that  the  great  event  so 
ardently  desired  was  at  hand.  An  ac- 
cident, the  burning  of  a  neighbouring 
farmer's  premises,  ''  one  of  their  most 
violent  enemies,"  brought  on  a  prema- 
ture crisis.  Imagining  the  nocturnal 
conflagration  to  be  the  commencement 
of  the  general  judgment  that  was  to 
destroy  all  unbelievers,  a  panic  seized 
the  whole  inmates  of  Buchan  Ha',  from 
the  oldest  to  the  youngest.  Andrew 
Innes,  who  was  an  eye-witness  to  this 
Midnight  Manifesfatton,  as  he  calls  it, 
says : — 

'*  All  the  members  below  instantly 
started  to  their  feet,  and  those  in  the 
garret  harried  down  as  fast  as  they  pos- 
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•ibly  coold  throuffh  the  trap-door.  But 
it  being  about  midnight,  and  there  being 
no  light  in  the  house,  Mr.  Hunter,  in  the 
agitation  of  the  moment,  tumbled  head- 
long down  the  trap-ladder.  In  an  in- 
stant, however^  he  bounded  from  the 
ground,  and  with  a  Toice  as  loud  as  a 
trumpet,  joined  in  the  general  chorus, 
whien  every  one  in  the  house  sung  most 
Tehemently — 

**  *  Oh  I  hMten  tnuubition,  uid  come  retmrectlon  I 
Oh  I  hMtea  the  coming  of  Christ  in  the  air.* 

**  The  bodily  agitation  became  so  great, 
with  the  clapping  of  hands  and  singing, 
that  it  is  out  oi^my  power  to  convey  a 
Just  idea  of  the  scene.  Every  one 
thought  the  blessed  moment  was  ar* 
rived ;  and  every  one  sinslng,  and  leap- 
ing, and  dapping  their  nands,  passed 
forward  to  the  kitchen,  where  Friend 
Mother  sat  with  great  composure,  while 
her  face  shone  so  white  with  the  glory  of 
God  as  to  dazzle  those  who  beheld  it, 
and  her  raiment  was  as  white  as  snow." 

The  eztraordioary  noise  and  ta- 
molt  collected  a  crowd  of  neighboars, 
irho  dispersed  when  the  agitation  sub- 
sided. Here  a  carious  scene  is  described 
by  old  Andrew : — 

"  I  remember,  when  daylight  appear- 
ed, of  having  seen  the  floor  strewed 
with  watches,  gold  rings,  and  a  great 
number  of  trinkets,  which  had  been,  in 
the  moment  of  expected  translation, 
thrown  away  by  the  possessors,  as  use- 
less in  our  expected  country.  We  did 
so,  because  JBlijah  threw  away  his 
mantle  when  he  was,  in  like  manner, 
about  to  ascend  to  heaven.  My  own 
watch  was  of  the  number  ;  I  never  saw 
it  more,  but  I  afterwards  learned  that 
John  Gibson,  our  treasurer,  had  collect- 
ed all  the  watches  and  jewellery,  and 
•old  them  in  Dumfries." 

This  sadden  explosion  of  fanaticism 
did  not  in  the  least  disconcert  Mrs 
Baoban^  who  quietly  caUed  for  a  to- 
baccO'pipe  and  took  a  anoke ;  '<  telling 
her  people  she  now  saw  they  were  not 
sufficiently  prepared  for  the  mighty 
change  she  intended  them  to  undergo. 
Theiailure  on  this  occasion  she  ascribed 
wholly  to  the  want  of  faith  in  her  fol- 
lowersy  and  therefore  another  ordeal 
was  prescribed  for  them.  As  Moses 
and  Elijah  fasted  forty  days  and  nights, 
as  Christ  remained  the  same  time  in 
the  wilderness  without  food,  and  finally, 
as  Peter,  James,  and  John  needed  no 
terrestrial  support  on  the  Mount  of 


Transfiguration,  so  Friend  Mothtr,  in 
order  to  bring  her  dtipes  into  the  spi- 
ritual state  necessary  to  their  traosut- 
tion  without  tasting  death,  enjoined  a 
total  abstinence  from  all  earthly 
nourishment  for  forty  days.  This  she 
declared  to  be  an  indispensable  preli- 
minary, and  assured  them  at  the  same 
time,  that  as  the  blood  reoeded  from 
their  veins,  the  Holy  Spirit  would  oc- 
cupy its  place,  and  that  they  would 
consequently  become  spiritual  bodies, 
like  the  g^at  founder  of  their  society. 
Severe  as  this  test  of  orthodoxy 
was,  it  was  cheerfully  and  unanimooa- 
ly  complied  with.  The  enthusiasts 
shut  themselves  up  from  all  inter- 
course with  strangers,  doors  bolted, 
windows  nailed  down  and  screened-* 
their  only  exercise  being  reading,  and 
singing  hymns  composed  for  the  oc- 
casion, one  of  which  began  tbos  i--^ 

*  On  words  of  God  his  children  feed. 
For  little  by  this  mouth  tiiey  aeed,"lBa. 

In  this  imprisonment  they  ccnttnuad 
like  so  many  Jonahs  in  the  fish's  bellT* 
The  narrative  thus  describes  tbeir 
condition  :•— 

**  We  never  went  to  bed ;  some 
stretched  themselves  on  coverlets  by 
turns  on  the  floor.  The  infirm  gene- 
rallv  lav  couchant  on  the  beds  in  the 
cock-loft,  and  being  about  the  middle 
of  June,  we  scarcely  knew  night  from 
day.  When  the  fast  commenccKl,  we  bad 
eight  gallons  of  molasses,  a  little  manna, 
and  a  few  stones  of  oatmeal ;  but  dur- 
ing the  whole  six  weeks  of  the  fast* 
there  was  no  such  thinff  as  cooking 
victuals,  and  no  complamt  was  made 
for  want  of  food,  even  by  the  children. 
There  was,  indeed,  sometimes  a  desire 
for  a  little  drink,  and  as  Friend  Mother 
was  alwavs  stepping  about  among  us,  she 
ke[)t  a  little  treacle  mixed  with  hot  water, 
which  she  gave  to  any  person  that  was 
thirsty;  but  it  was  very  seldom  rc- 
quured." 

The  only  recipient  of  this  liquid  was 
'<an  old  blind  and  deaf  woman, 
who  lay  in  bed  most  of  the  time.'* 
Whether  this  insane  attempt  to  lire 
without  food  amounted  to  total  absta* 
miousness,  it  is  impossible  to  know. 
Certainly,  the  fasting  was  not  imaffi- 
nary,  as  the  personal  appearance  of  &e 
whole  fraternity  showed,  for  tliey  were 
reduced  to  skeletons,  Mrs.  Uonter, 
feariog  that  her  husband  and  d^dren 
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might  be  starred  to  deaths  socoeeded 
in  haying  them  coiiTeyed  home,  by 
Tirtae  of  a  warrant*  charging    him 
with  **  folly  and  ill-bebayiour,  in  hav- 
ing left  a  good  property  and  an  excel- 
lent business  for  the  purpose  of  fol- 
lowing a  filthy,  lascivious  witch,  to 
tiie   altioiate    ruin    of   his    family." 
For  this  act  of  defection,  the  Lady  of 
Light  opened  her  spiritual  artillery  in 
ftiU  wrath  against  the  offending  fe* 
male*  denouncing  her  as  an  imp  of 
Satan,  <<  with  all  the  cunning  of  a  ser- 
pent and  the  deceit  of  a  devil."     To 
prevent  desertion  in  future,  any  one 
lospeoted  of  an  intention  to  leave  the 
society  was  locked  up,  and  every  day 
ducked  in  cold  water/     But  before 
this  rule  had  passed,  Mrs.  Innes  had 
contrived  to  carry  off  her  two  daugh- 
ters, also  residing  '*  under  the  wings 
of  mercy  at  Buchan  Ha."' 
H'  It  would  appear  that  before  the  ex- 
piry  of  the  forty   days,  Luckie  re- 
solved to  give  her  adherents  confirma- 
tion of  the  fulfilment  of  her  promises. 
They  were  assembled  first  on  a  small 
green    hillock    btjhind    their     cabin, 
where  they  remained  till  midnight 
''singing  with  such  united  strength 
that  the  deeply-mixed  melody  of  their 
voices  was  frequently  heard  at  Close- 
bum  Castle,  a  mile  distant."    They 
then  moved  slowly  off  towards  Temp- 
land  Hill,  which  they  ascended  before 
day-break,  to  hold  a  ''love  meeting" 
preparatory  to  the  gprand  translation. 
Platforms  were  erected  for  them  to 
wait   patiently  until  the    wonderful 
boor  arrived.    The  hair  of  each  head 
was  cut  short,  except  a  tuft  on  the 
crown   "for  the  angels  to  catch  by 
when  drawing  them  up."     Mr.  White 
was  so  confident,  or  appeared  so,  of 
being  carried  aloft,  "  that  he  dressed 
himself  in  his  canonicals,  put  on  his 
gloves*  and  walked  about  scanning  the 
heavens."     Luckie  Buchan  was  her- 
self  the    most    conspicuous    figure. 
"She  was  raised  nearly  her    whole 
length  above  the  crowd  by  whom  she 
was  svrrounded,  who  stood  with  their 
hoo9  towards  the  rising  sun,  and  their 
arms  extended  upwards,  as  if  aboujk 
to  elasp  the  great  luminary  as  he  rose 
above  the  horizon."     Her  platform 
(an  empty  cask  turned  upside  down, 
according  to  some  accounts)  was  ex- 
alted above  the  rest 

The  utmost  Mixietypreviuled  among 
the  q>ectator8  who  witnessed  this  ex- 


traordinary scene,  "expecting  every 
minute  that  the  sound  of  the  archan- 
gel's trumpet  would  break  upon  their 
ears."  The  finale  was  ridiculous 
enough.  The  momentous  hour  ar- 
rived ;  "  a  gust  of  wind  came,  but 
instead  of  wafting  them  upwards  to 
the  land  of  bliss,  it  capsised  Mrs. 
Buchan,  platform  and  all!"  After 
this  "  unexpected  downcome,"  Luckie 
and  the  whole  band  made  their  way 
back  to  New  Comple.  An  eye-witness 
who  had  been  on  the  hill  says— « 

**  We  all  hastened  to  see  them  re- 
trace their  steps  to  their  wonted  abode, 
and  such  a  company  of  balf-fkmished 
creatures  I  never  saw  before.  They 
were  all  deadly  pale,  and  emaciated  to 
the  last  degree ;  they  seemed  like  living 
skeletons  just  escaped  from  the  grave, 
or  newly  imported  from  Ezekiel's  valley 
of  dry  bones,  with  the  exception  of 
Luckie  herself.  She  was  like  one  of 
those  beauties  who  crowd  the  canvass 
of  painters  with  hillocks  of  rosy  flesh. 
Her  hair  was  unbound,  and  hung  pro- 
fusely over  her  back  and  <boulders. 
She  was  downcast  and  melancholy,  as 
were  all  her  followers,  evidently  from 
the  exposure  of  their  reckless  folly." 

It  is  plain  that  Friend  Mother  had 
not  abstained  firom  terrestrial  nutri- 
ment,  and  her  credulous  dupes  believed 
her  when  she  told  them  that  "  being  a 
partaker  of  the  Divine  Nature,  she 
partook  of  earthly  sustenance  during 
the  fast,  merely  to  prevent  her  taber- 
nacle from  becoming  too  transparent 
for  human  eyes  to  behold  I"^ 

Two  of  the  Englishmen,  the  Sun- 
derland tailor  and  the  Durham  farmer, 
broke  down  in  the  middle  of  the  fast, 
not  liking  that  species  of  training; 
they  waited  the  result  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, and  had  their  faith  considerably 
shaken.  One  of  Mr.  Bradley's  chil- 
dren was  obliged  to  be  removed  nearly 
lifeless;  and  after  tasting  food  she 
became  quite  delirious,  and  at  last  died 
insane.  Andrew  Innes  was  also  com- 
pelled to  depart  privately  for  Muthill, 
before  the  termination  of  the  fast,  in 
consequence  of  Catherine  Gardiner 
who,  had  left  thesociety  pregnant,  being 
advised  to  enforce  her  claims  upon  him 
by  law.  Being  completely  exhausted, 
with  hunger,  he  was  conveyed  away 
"  by  cock-crow,  on  the  landlord's  old 
mare,"  so  weak,  that  he  required  to  be 
lifted  on  horseback,  and  his  tattered 
habiliments  hurriedly  put  on  by  mis- 
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takei  a  world  too  wide  for  bis  shrunk* 
en  person,  he  afterwards  married 
Catherine,  who  returned  with  him  to 
New  Comple,  and  treated  her  with  the 
i^ection  of  a  wife,  although  the  old 
heartless  vagabond  confessed  that  he 
submitted  to  the  ceremony,  knowing 
that  the  most  legal  union  that  mar- 
riage could  form,  would  be  done  away 
on  entering  the  society.  She  lived 
with  him  fifty-eight  years,  having  died 
in  November,  1845. 

The  failure  of  the  attempt  to  scale 
the  skies  was  a  sore  disappointment, 
and  may  be  said  to  have  exposed  the 
absurdity  of  this  **  most  romantic  en- 
thusiasm."  The  lady  of  light  sank  in 
the  estimation  of  her  followers,  who 
began  to  doubt  the  reality  of  her  pre- 
tensions. The  English  people,  all  of 
them  Methodists,  and  many  of  whom 
had  placed  their  whole  worldly  means 
at  the  disposal  of  the  society,  were  re- 
duced to  beggary,  and  returned  home 
loudly  inveighing  against  the  darker 
shades  of  Luckie  Buchan's  character^ 
and  the  miseries  she  had  entailed  upon 
them  by  **her  irreligious  fooleries." 
The  Sunderland  tailor  was  the  most 
violent,  as  he  had  additional  cause  for 
unbelief,  having  witnessed  the  failure 
of  a  pretended  miracle  in  a  time  of 
severity,  whereby  Friend  Mother  pro- 
mised to  draw  a  supply  of  cash  from 
heaven.  They  went  to  the  summit  of 
a  neighbouring  hill,  with  a  sheet  held 
by  the  four  corners,  to  receive  the 
money;  but  the  man  tired  before  the 
golden  shower  fell,  leaving  Madam 
alone,  who  upbraided  him,  when  she 
came  home  with  £5,  for  his  want  of 
fdth.  Mr.  White,  too,  became  arro- 
gant and  disrespectful,  accused  his 
spiritual  mother  of  being  a  deceiver, 
debarred  her  from  quitting  the  house, 
or  receiving  visitors,  and,  in  a  short 
time,  was  the  means  of  breaking  up 
the  society.  Quarrels  ensued  i£out 
the  distribution  of  the  funds,  the  trea- 
surer's honesty  was  questioned,  and 
on  his  claim  for  £85  being  refused,  he 
obtained  Afugcs  warrant  against  Mr. 
White  and  Mr.  Buchan,  who  were 
apprehended  and  laid  in  Dumfries  jail. 
From  this  unpleasant  situation  they 
were  liberated  by  the  spontaneous  ge- 
nerosity of  Thomas  Bradley,  who 
lodged  the  sum  claimed  by  Gibson,  by 
wajr  of  bail,  until  the  matter  should  be 
decided  in  due  course  of  law.  The 
decision  of  the  sheriff  went  against 


the  treasurer,  as  it  appeared  he  hid 
put  his  money  volnntarUyiinto  the  gene* 
ral  funds  of  the  society.  Failing  in  this 
issue,  Gibson  impeached  the  lucklesi 
couple  before  the  kirk  sessions  of 
Closeburn,  for  having  carried  on  an 
improper  intercourse.  Several  of  the 
disaffected  members  were  summoiied 
as  witnesses  to  establish  the  chaiige^ 
but  not  appearing  in  court,  the  case 
was  dismissed,  although  An^w  ImM 
afterwards  admitted  that  <<the£ietof 
Mr.  White  and  Mrs.  Buchan  sleepiiig 
together  was  never  intended  to  be  kept 
a  secret  in  the  sodety."  lUtimateij^ 
Gibson  returned  to  Irvine,  to  resume 
his  occupation  as  a  builder ;  his  wife» 
however,  refused  to  accompany  him, 
because,  **  like  Judas,  he  bad  betrayed 
his  mistress." 

The  county  magistrates  now  became 
apprehensive  least,\in  the  dilapidated 
condition  of  the  sod^y,  its  remaming 
members  might  ML  a  burden  on  the 
parish  for  support.  To  avert  this 
danger,  an  order  was  issued  that  tlwy 
should  leave  Dnmfrieshire ;  and  accor- 
dingly, on  the  10th  March,  l787>they 
moved  off  in  a  body  from  New  Om- 
ple;  their  landlord,  Mr.  Davidson^ 
supplying  horses  and  carts  for  remoT. 
ing  their  bedding  and  furniture.  They 
were  under  great  alarm  of  a  second  at* 
tack,  as  crowds  had  assembled  from 
various  parts  to  witness,  as  they  ex- 
pected, the  final  dispersion  of  the  so« 
ciety,  and  endeavour  to  recover  their 
infatuated  friends.  But  tiiey  were 
idlowed  to  depart  without  much  in- 
jury, though  not  quite  unmolrated,  as 
we  learn  ttom  Mr.  White's  poem  on 
the  occasion:-. 

*'  The  tenth  day  of  Miuroh,  being  docely  Impending, 
L!ke  Yoracloos  hawks  which  the  dorei  doth  pomw, 
Or  wolree,  which  the  aheep  and  the  laoha  doth 

derour  «tiU, 
Came  Closeburn'fl  people  Qod*B  oonne  toQndo,**&c 

The  emigrants  took  up  thehrn^ 
residence  at  Tarbreach,  and  after- 
wards at  Aucheiyibbert,  a  small  farm 
on  the  borders  of  Galloway,  in  Kirk- 
patrick  Deeham  parish,  the  lease  be- 
mg  in  Mr.  White's  name.  There 
they  had  literally  to  begin  the  world 
anew ;  and  as  they  had  never  wrought 
for  wages,  a  shower  of  money  would 
have  been  of  real  service  to  them— 
their  whole  stock  consisted  of  only 
one  cow,  a  calf,  two  stir^  purdiased 
on  credit,  and  a  pair  of  old  horses, 
gifted  to  them  by  Bradlejr  and  their 
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former  landlord — ^they  had  to  ereot 
the  entire  farm-steadingsy  which  they 
tccoraplished  tbemselyesy  there  beiog 
bBilders,  carpenters,   and  tin-smiths, 
as  well  as  spinners  and  knitters  in  the 
society.    These  expenses  obliged  them 
to  tike  hire  for  their  labonr ;    the 
women  spun  yarn,  at  3d.  the  hank — 
and  the  men  went  to  harvest,  at  8d. 
a  day,  with  victuals.     Luokie  ocoa^ 
sienally  superintended  ''her  bairns*' 
personally  in  the  fields ;  the  deference 
tiiey  paid  her  was  quite  extravagant— 
they  threw  down  their  sickles,    em-* 
braced  each  other,  moved  towards  her 
with  their  heads  uncovered,  singing 
at  the  pitch  of  their  voices,  the  hymn 
*•  O  hasten  translation'*  to  their  fa- 
vourite tune,  **  Beds  of  sweet  roses ;" 
and  forming  a  circle,  kneeling  round 
her,  she  laid  her  right  palm   on  the 
forehead  of  each,  when  they  started 
up   in   succession,     like     automaton 
figures,  raised  by  the  pressure  of  in- 
ternal springs.      But  it  was  in  the 
kitchen  that  her  maternal  cares  dis- 
played themselves  most  usefully.     Her 
prowess    in    cookery,    according    to 
Innes,  must  have  been  miraculous,  as 
she  could  turn  simple  fare  into  the 
most  delicious  dishes,  make  a  few  po- 
tatoes, carrots,  or  cabbages,   with  a 
handfal  of  oat,  or  barley  meal,  feed 
upwards  of  forty  persons  daily — and 
produce    "  more   palatable  and  sub- 
stantial broth  from  a  single  spoonful 
of  butter,  than  an^  other*  person  could 
do  with  a  whole  joint  of  mutton  and 
plenty  of  vegetables  of  the  best  de- 
seription." 

The  sapernatural  gifts,  however, 
that  nearly  rivals  the  miracle  of 
the  loaves  and  fishes,  could  not  pro- 
long the  author's  life  beyong  the  natu- 
ral time.  The  disobcKlience  of  her 
children,  and  especially  the  violent  and 
uncourteous  conduct  of  Mr.  White, 
bad  broken  her  peace  of  mind,  and 
emshed  her  spirit.  She  rebuked  their 
ingratitude  and  unbelief  in  bitter  re- 
proaches:— ''Since  I  cannot  prevent 
some  of  you  going  hell-ward,  I  will 
east  my  body  down  in  your  way,  and 
those  who  wish  to  do  so  may  go  over 
it."  Her  declining  health  left  no 
doubt  of  the  result,  however  reluctant 
her  followers  might  be  to  credit  the 
possibility  of  her  death ;  and  after  a 
severe  illness,  she  expired  on  the  morn- 
vag  of  the  29th  March,  1791,  in  the 
•ef enth  y  ear  of  the  Buchanite  iZiE^a,  or 


flight  from  Irvine.  Her  last  breath 
was  received  by  the  group  of  devotees 
who  stood  in  consternation  around  her 
bed,  "  all  being  ^eatly  a^tated,  with 
the  exception  of  Mr.  White ;  nothing 
was  then  to  be  seen  but  the  deepest 
emotions  of  distress — nothing  heard 
but  the  unsubdued  wailirrs  of  heart* 
felt  sorrow.'*  Before  becuiaiog  speech* 
less,  she  had  exhorted  them  to  con- 
tinue steadfast  and  unanimous  in  their 
adherence  to  her  doctrines. 

^ "  She  said  they  had  received  a  con- 
vinciDQ^  proof  that  she  was  the  Spirit 
of  God— that  Christ  was  her  elder  bro- 
ther, and  that  she  was,  consequently, 
the  third  person  in  the  Godhead,  or  the 
Holy  Ghost,  and,  therefore,  she  could 
not  die ;  and  though  she  would  appear 
to  do  so,  thev  needed  not  be  discouraffed^ 
for  she  would  only  sleep ;  and  if  their 
faith  was  pure  and  without  alloy,  she 
would  return  for  them  at  the  end  of  six 
days.  But  if  theystill  remained  faithless, 
she  would  not  come  back  to  take  them 
to  heaven  till  the  end  of  ten  years ;  and 
if  they  still  continued  unprepared,  fifty 
years  would  elapse  before  she  would  re- 
appear on  the  earth ;  but  then,  at  idl 
events  she  would  descend  to  convince 
the  faithless  world  of  its  error  in  sup- 
posing her  to  be  only  one  of  Uie  false 
prophets  mentioned  in  the  18th  chapter 
of  Deuteronomy." 

To  this  graduated  scale  of  faith  most 
of  her  disciples  clung  to  to  the  last.  A 
rude  coffin  of  boards,  without  being 
planed  or  blackened,  was  prepared,  into 
which  the  body  was  Ida,  wrapped  in 
a  simple  shroud ;  "  and  what  was  most 
singular  (says  her  devoted  chronicler, 
Innes),  our  hands,  after  touching  her 
emitted  an  odoriferous  perfume,  which 
spread  over  the  room,  as  if  we  had 
been  handling  myrrh,  or  some  other 
aromatic  herb.*'  The  greatest  pains 
were  taken  to  conceal  the  death,  and 
strict  orders  g^ven  that  no  lamentation 
should  be  made,  nor  any  appearance 
of  funeral  rites.  That  no  obstacle 
might  interpose  to  obstruct  the  ascen- 
sion, the  lid  of  the  coffin  was  not  nailed 
down ;  and  instead  of  being  carried 
to  the  grave,  it  was  secretly  removed 
at  night  to  the  barn.  In  his  zeal  to 
maintain  his  mistress's  immortality, 
Andrew  contrived  to  abstract  the 
corpse  the  first  night,  and  hid  it  "  in 
a  mow  of  corn,"  to  prevent  its  being 
buried.  But  fearine  the  rats  might  set 
upon  it,  and  the  trick  being  discovered. 
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**h»  plunlj  told  where  he  had  oonceal' 
ed  her."  A  pktfonn  wm  then  erected 
in  the  centre  of  theharn^on  which  the 
•offin  WM  placed;  and  as  the  sixth 
day  approacbedy  the  return  of  Friend 
Mother  was  waited  for  with  breathless 
expectation.  A  second  strataeem  was 
now  attempted  to  prove  the  fact  of  a 
veritable  resurrection.  The  body  being 
clandestinely  removed  by  those  who 
watched  it,  and  a  hole  cut  in  the  roof» 
exactly  dose  where  the  corpse  lay, 
**  they  next  day  told  the  rest  of  Luc- 
kie*s  deluded  followers,  that  an  angel 
had  come  and  carried  her  away  before 
their  eyes;  in  proof  of  wliich  they 
showed  the  aperture  in  the  roof 
through  which  they  had  ascended." 

The  two  daughters  of  Mrs.  Buchan 
had  quitted  the  Society  two  years  bo- 
fore  her  death,  in  consequence  of  her 
rude  treatment  by  Mr.  White.  An« 
noyed  by  the  reports  in  circulation, 
some  alleging  the  body  was  thrown 
into  Auchergibbert  loco,  others  that 
it  was  buried  in  the  house  under  the 
hearth-stone,  they  applied  to  the  she- 
riff to  cause  Mr.  White  to  surrender 
the  remains  of  their  deceased  parent. 
But  the  public  agitation  being  greats 
it  was  deemed  more  advisable  to  have 
the  corpse  regularly  buried  ;  and  ao« 
eordingfy,  at  me  dead  of  night  it  was 
interr^  under  the  coffin  of  another, 
in  the  church-yard  of  the  neighbouring 
parish,  Rirkguzlon ;  the  only  indivi- 
duals present  or  cognizant  of  the  fact 
being  Mr.  White,  Mr.  Hill,  and  the 
Stewart  depute.  Sir  Alexander  Gor- 
don, by  whom  the  secret  was  disclosed 
thurty  years  afterwards. 

The  body,  however,  which  had  been 
carefully  packed  in  feathers,  was  not 
allowed  to  remain  long  in  its  resting- 
place.  White,  Robertson,  and  Hill 
carried  it  away,  and  deposited  it  be- 
neath the  hearthstone,  in  the  kitchen 
of  Auchergibbert.  Thence  it  was  re- 
moved, with  all  possible  privacy,  to 
their  next  abode,  at  Longhill,  where 
It  was  enclosed  in  a  large  chest,  pre- 
yiously  used  for  holding  the  spare  blan- 
kets of  the  society.  Finally  it  was 
conveyed,  like  the  bones  of  Joseph,  to 
the  last  residence  of  theBuchanites,  at 
Crocketford,  near  Castle  Douglas, 
where  it  was  kept  many  years,  in  a 
little  abutment,  or  charnel-house,  at- 
tached to  the  dwelling,  and  immedi- 
ately behind  the  bed-room  fire-place 
of  Ancbrew  Innes,  who  displayed  a 


singular  enthusiasm  in  the  preaerT»- 
tion  of  this  sacred  treasure.  Twice 
every  day  in  the  year  he  regularly 
warmed  the  skeleton  with  a  heated 
flannel-doth,  which  he  pu^ed  through 
a  hole,  made  on  purpose,  at  the  back  of 
the  grate  directly  above  the  coffin,  into 
which  it  fell,  and  was  carefully  spread 
over  the  remains  by  this  superstitious 
devotee,  who  had  private  access  ta 
them  by  a  lock-door  in  his  sleeping 
i^Murtment  Daily  did  the  old  maa 
pay  his  respects  to  this  venerated 
mummy,  with  its  dark  brown  skin  oe* 
mented  like  parchment  to  the  bones } 
and  when  he  expired  his  last  directions 
were,  that  the  coffin,  or  packing-boxy 
with  its  precious  contents,  should  be 
interred  with  his  own  in  the  kailyard* 
<<  on  the  left  flank  of  the  line  of  the 
ffraves  of  his  former  assodatea."  Time 
had  not  dulled  the  edge  of  his  fanati- 
cism, and  to  the  end  he  cherished  hit 
darling  hope  of  translation  without 
death,  consoling  himself  with  the  pleas- 
ing reverie  that  <<  every  night  he  slept 
in  Friend  Mother's  house,  and  break- 
fasted every  morning  with  her  family.** 
The  sequel  of  this  strange  record  of 
human  vice  and  folly  is  soon  told. 
The  death  of  the  founder  dispersed, 
but  did  not  annihilate  the  sect.  White* 
whose  zeal  gradually  subsided  after 
the  failure  of  the  Templand  Hiil 
demonstration,  and  whose  contempt 
for  Mrs.  Buchan  increased  so  far  as 
to  lead  him  to  assume  that  the  apos- 
tleshio  of  the  society  himself  was 
the  first  to  break  up  the  oonoero. 
Farming  added  to  his  weidth  and  to 
his  worldly-mindedness ;  and  as  Luckie 
waxed  old  his  affection  for  her  waned, 
and  reverted  to  his  wife  and  family. 
The  disingenuous  part  he  acted  in  first 
pretending  that  the  dead  impostor  was 
only  in  a  trance ;  and,  when  the  delu- 
sion would  no  longer  avail,  having  her 
clandestinely  buried,  that  her  votaries 
might  believe  that  she  had  ascended  to 
heaven,  was  the  natural  prelude  to 
his  recanting  her  doctrines  altogether. 
Having  disgusted  his  associates  with 
his  arrogance  and  hypocrisy,  and  pro- 
viding for  his  worldly  comforts  as  far 
as  he  could,  he  emigrated  to  America, 
in  June,  1792,  taking  with  him  suoh 
members  a»  could  pay  their  passage,  or 
be  persuaded  of  his  power  to  promote 
their  interests  in  that  country.  Hia 
abortive  attempt  to  become  the  leader 
of  a  new  sect  in  Scotland,  appears  to 
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hAY«  det«rr«d  him  from  Mtting  ap  in 
IhAt  OApaoity  to  propagate  his  dreamy 
mjstleisms  in  the  new  world.  He 
adopted  the  profession  of  teaching; 
and  when  last  heard  of,  he  was  school- 
master in  a  small  Tillage  in  Virginiay 
occasionally  preaching  to  a  few  Uni- 
Tersaltsts.  His  fellow-emigrants  were 
all  nnfortnnate,  with  one  exception, 
Joseph  Innes,  Andrew*8  brother,  who 
realised  property  to  the  amount  of 
£6,000.  George  Hill,  who  had  mar- 
ried Jean  Gardner  (Catherine's  sister, 
and  one  of  Robert  Burns'  many  "  dar- 
hBg  Jeans),  became  a  bookseller  in 
Baltimore,  but  was  reduced  to  abject 
poverty  by  the  failure  of  a  shipping 
company.  Mrs.  Buohan's  son  had 
been  long  removed  from  the  society  ; 
be  entered  the  British  naval  service 
about  the  beginning  of  the  French  re- 
volution, and  was  killed  at  the  battle 
of  Trafalgar. 

The  secession  of  Mr.  White  left  a 
remnant  of  fourteen,  who  immediately 
removed  to  the  neighbouring  farm  of 
LarghilU  a  waste  moor  of  four  hun- 
dred acres,  which  they  had  leased  at 
a  rent  of  twenty  guineas  a-year. 
There  they  were  again  obliged  to  erect 
a  house,  and  support  themselves  by  ma- 
nual labour,  the  women  spinning,  and 
Duncan  Robertson  exercising  his  trade 
of  wheel-making  ;  no  distinction  in 
regard  to  the  sabbath  being  observed 
in  carrying  on  their  in-door  work. 
The  costume  of  the  society,  male  as 
well  as  female,  was  cloth  of  their  own 
manufacture,  and  all  of  a  light  green 
colour.  Being  of  small  stature,  this  pe- 
culiar dress  gave  them  in  their  lonely 
moor  more  the  appearance  of  a  race 
of  elves  than  human  being.  All  their 
farm  utensils,  barn  and  stable  doors, 
carts,  com  sacks,  &c.,  were  marked  in 
larffe  characters. "  Mercy* s Property,*' 
a  device  fallen  upon  to  preserve  the 
commnnity  of  goods  and  chattels,  in 
case  of  any  one  assuming,  like  Mr. 
White,  authority  over  the  rest. 

When  the  farm  (which  once  be- 
longed to  the  famous  persecutor,'  the 
Laird  of  Lag),  was  improved,  the  pro- 
prietor took  it  under  his  own  manage- 
ment, which  obliged  the  faithful  rem- 
nant again  to  shift  their  quarters. 
Having  purchased  five  acres  of  build- 
iiw  ground,  at  Crocketford,  at  a  cost 
of  £900,  they  removed,  in  1808,  to 
tbsirnew  premises,  which  were  des- 
ttoed  to  be  the  final  resting-place  of 


the  remaining  members  of  tho  looiety. 
Many  of  them  had  paid  the  debt  of 
nature,  and  were  always  buried  in  the 
haiUyordf  ostensibly  to  prevent  tho 
graves  being  trodden  by  strangers,  but 
more  probablv  because  no  other  burial 
ground  woula  receive  them.  It  wai 
their  nde  to  show  no  symptoina,  of 
g^ief,  nor  wear  any  of  the  usuid  badges 
of  mourning. 

Of  the  fourteen  residuaries,  two 
were  interred  at  Larghill,  the  oUier 
twelve  sleep  under  the  green  sward  at 
Crocketford  ;  Andrew  and  his  partus 
(he  refused  her  the  name  of  wife)^ 
being  the  last  survivors.  Old  Katie't 
shrivelled  form  must  have  been  of 
grotesque  appearance.  Originally  di- 
minutive, tile  pressure  of  fourscore 
years  had  bent  her  down  to  the  pigmy 
size  of  fifty  inches.  Her  head,  natu- 
rally large,  was  augmented  by  an  in* 
credible  accumulation  of  caps  and  ban- 
dages, so  as  nearly  to  conceal  her  littlo 
hatchet  face ;  the  most  conspicuous 
feature  of  which  was  a  pair  of  black 
horn-mounted  spectacles,  with  coloured 
yam  wrapped  round  the  bridge,  to 
save  the  skin  of  her  nose.  Her  at- 
tachment to  Andrew  was  inalienable ; 
her  great  anxiety  being  lest  the  timber 
soles  of  his  clogs,  as  he  sat  with  his 
feet  on  the  ribs  of  the  grate,  might 
take  fire  and  roast  his  legs  before  he 
could,  shift  his  chair.  The  old  man 
survived  her  little  more  than  a  year ; 
and  with  him  the  name,  and  race,  and 
doctrines  of  the  Buchanites  became 
extinct.  He  was  certainly  the  most 
devoted  of  all  the  adherents  to  this 
delusion.  In  defiance  of  all  evidence, 
his  belief  remained  unshaken  in  the  an- 
ticipated resurrection  of  Friend  Mo- 
ther, and  the  reality  of  his  own  trans- 
lation. The  first  decade  came,  and 
the  fifty  years  elapsed  without  shaking 
his  convictions;  and  when  his  end 
came,  he  met  it  with  the  firmness  of  a 
stoic,  the  hope  of  a  martyr,  and  the 
credulity  of  a  fool. 

The  details  of  the  history  of  this 
sect  furnish  one  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary instances  of  fanaticism,  supersti- 
tion, and  profligacy,  that  modern  times 
have  to  record.  Its  tenets  were  not 
calculated  to  win  converts ;  it  made 
not  a  single  proselyte  in  Galloway,  and 
was  merely  tolerated  because  its  pro- 
fessors were  civil  and  obliging  neigh- 
bours. 

It  were  easy  to  trace  a  striking  re- 
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semblance  between  the  mystioal  and 
l>la8phemons  rereries  of  Mrs.  Buchan 
and  those  of  Ann  Lee,  Johanna  South* 
Dote,  Jane  Leadlej,  John  Peterson^ 
the  Gorlitz  tailor,  Behmen,  the  Heren- 
huttersy  Muggletonians,  and  scores  of 
btber  semi-bedlamite  reformers.  There 
was  no  doubt,  however,  that  the  real 
prototype  of  Elspeth  Simpson  was  An- 
'  toinette  Bouvignon,whose  heresies  were, 
fli^ant  in  Banffshire^  a  few  years  be- 
fore Mrs.  Buchan  was  born.  This 
celebrated  fanatic  excited  no  small  dis- 
turbance with  her  religious  pretensions 
in  Flanderst  Holland,  Germany,  and 
Denmark,  being  driven 'from  city  to 
eity,  in  consequence  of  her  visioary 
and  indelicate  doctrines,  until  she  at 
length  died,  in  1680,  at  Francker,  in 
the  province  of  Frieseland.  She  was 
a  great  pretender  to  divine  effusions, 
sacred  elucidations,  &c.,  and  had  her 
spiritual  children,  of  whom  she  tra- 
vailed in  birth— her  dear  proselytes^ 


M.  de  Cort,  and  Peter  Poiret,  a  great 
teaster  of  the  Cartesian  philosophy. 
She  carried  a  printing-press  with  her 
in  all  her  wanderings,  and  published  a 
vast  number  of  books,  stuffed  with 
very  singular  doctrines ;  but  the  work 
by  which  she  is  best  known  in  Scot- 
land is,  "  The  Light  of  the  World;' 
which  was  translated  into  English, 
with  an  apology,  of  which  Dr.  George 
Gordon,  of  Aberdeen,  was  alleged  to 
be  the  author. ,  It  would  be  needless 
here  to  attempt  any  analysis  of  her  Wild 
incoherent  doctrines ;  they  spread  ^- 
tensively  at  the  time,  and  required  the 
utmost  vigilance  of  the  General  Assenv 
bly  to  extirpate.  They  are  now,  bow- 
ever,  become  obsolete,  or  only  known 
as  matter  of  record  in  the  laws  and 
proceeds  of  the  church  courts.  Bu- 
chanism  and  Bouvignonism  are  alike 
exthict,  destined  to  pass  away  like  hun- 
dreds of  other  memorials  of  humaa 
f>lly  and  misguided  religious  feeling. 
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THE   COSnC  ALPENSTOCK.* 

BY  OVIDO  XOVNTJOT. 

CHAPTER  I. 

•  Pwinrinnt  MOKTBB—progreditiur  bidicdlvs  moi.**— Hohacb. 


This  b  a  laughing  age,  and  it  is  not 
the  less  wise  upon  that  account.  The 
greatest  fools  to  be  met  with  are  by 
no  means  the  gayest  and  pleasantest 
fellows.  Quite  the  contrary.  Look 
at  Punch  I  Who  would  not  rather 
travel  in  Punch's  company  than  in 
Plato's?  The  world  was  long  enough 
on  its  centre  of  gravity ;  it  is  on  its 
centre  of  levity  just  now,  and,  if  we 
mistake  not^  it  is  just  as  steady  as  at 
any  former  period.  Levity  and  folly 
are  not  necessarily  synonymous  terms ; 
but  the  charlatan  always  wears  a  grey 
beard,  and  "  gravity,"  as  Lord  Shaf- 
tesbury observes,  **i8  of  the  very 
essence  of  imposture." 

Everybody  can  cry,  but  few  know 
how  to  laugh,  and  still  fewer  know 
where  to  find  food  for  laughter,  or 
have  any  idea  how  widely  the  mate- 
rials for  mirth  are  diffused  throughout 
the  universe.  There  is  not  more 
sorely  a  truth  and  a  moral,  than  there 
is  a  laugh,  or  at  least  a  smile,  in 
everything.  As  the  dark  cold  flint 
cames  the  bright  spark  within  it, 
waiting  to  be  ebcited  by  the  steel,  so 
is  the  most  seemingly  serious  subject 
pregnant  with  mirthful  matter,  if  you 
only  know  how  to  get  at  it,  and  have 
the  ^1  to  tickle  it  out,  as  the  angler 
tickles  a  trout  out  of  a  stream.  I  am 
one  who  believes  that  there  do  exist 


sunbeams  in  cucumbers.  If  the  La- 
putan  alchemist  laboured  in  vain  to 
extract  them,  it  was  not  the  fault  of 
the  cucumber,  but  his  own  want  of 
power  to  reach  the  hidden  laugh  of 
thin^. 

** Laugh  when  you  must"  says 
Pope  ;  " laugh  when  you  caUt**  I  sav ; 
and.  If  you  take  me  for  your  guide, 
you  wiU  laugh,  too,  when  you  canter, 
I  derive  the  word  ride  from  ridere,  to 
laugh  5 1  so,  if  vou  are  for  a  jolly 
party  to  Switzerland,  and  disposed  to 
M^arity,  in  the  name  of  Momus  let 
us  go  this  ihoment,  demand  our  pass- 
ports, and  take  a  good  lilig  laugh 
through  the  Alps. 

"  How,  sir,  do  vou  propose  to 
travel?" 

''Laughing — is  it  not  better  than 
cryi^  or  yawning  ?" 

**  But,  I  mean,  in  what?" 

*'  In  good  humour,  the  lightest  and 
easiest  travelling  carriage." 

**Well,  and  what  shall  we  take 
with  us  ?" 

"Smrits." 

*«  What  kind  of  spirits  ?" 

**  High  spirits,  as  we  are  going  to 
the  mountams ;  keep  your  low  spirits 
for  your  tour  in  the  Pays  Bas,  but 
don't  expect  to  have  the  company  of 
Guido  Mountioy  on  that  excursion." 

"Nothing  but  spirits?" 


*  "  The  Alpenstock"  is  the  title  Latrobe  gave  his  serious  ^uide  to  Switzerland  ; 
bnt  it  will  serve  for  a  comic  one  equally  well.  The  AJpenstock  is  the  staff,  or  pole, 
QMd  bj  those  Alpine  tourists,  whose  ambition  ia  of  the  vaulting  kind,  and  who  pique 
t^e— elves  upon  climbmg  the  peaks  of  mountains.  Murrav  tells  us  it  is  **  an  indis- 
peiuable  companion,"  and  compares  it  to  '*  a  third  leg,"  which  would  certainly  be  a 
valiable  acquisition  to  a  comic  tourist. 

fOitrran  was  evidently  of  the  same  opinion,  as  appears  by  his  motto  suggested 
toahteiiestrian  tobacconist,  *'  Quid  rides.''  Digitized  by  CjOOQIC 
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"  Health." 

**  Health  and  spirits  ; — anything 
more  ?*' 

**  A  strong  pair  of  shoes.'* 

"Anything^  else?" 

"  The  *  Comic  Alpenstock/  of 
course." 

**  Shall  we  take  Mr.  Murray  ?" 

**  Take  the  three  M's — Murray, 
Mackintosh  (not  Sir  James,  but  your 
Indian  Rubber),  and  Money.*' 

Money  is  absolutely  indispensable. 
You  can't  see  even  the  Swiss  cottage 
at  the  Coliseum  for  nothing,  so  do  not 
expect  to  see  Switzerland  itself  on 
better  terms.  The  best  Alpenstock 
(next  to  the  Comic)  is  a  stock  of  it. 
The  French  have  an  old  proverb — 
** point  d' argent  i  point  de  Suisse^'*  which 
may  be  translated,  '<no  money,  no 
Switzerland."  If  you  are  out  of  money 
or  out  of  elbows,  take  Guido's  advice, 
and  don't  venture  out  of  England; 
you  will  find  it  hard  enough  to  make 
yourself  comfortable  in  it.  If,  how- 
ever, you  doubt  the  soundness  of  this 
doctrine,  just  try  an  experimental  trip 
to  Wales  or  the  Lakes  of  Cumberland 
with  empty  pockets.  If  ever  you 
reach  Snowdon  or  see  Windermere,  I 
don't  despair  of  your  accomplishing  an 
Alpine  tour. 

Whatever  money  you  take,  let  it  be 
your  own.  Take  tnat  of  any  body 
else,  and  it  will  probably  delay  your 
journey  for  seven  years.  To  be  sure, 
m  that  time  you  will  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  making  yourself  acquamted 
with  Australia,  and  if  you  miss  the 
chamois,  you  will  have  the  pleasure, 
en  revanche^  of  making  the  acquaint- 
ance of  the  kangaroo. 

But  if  you  can  coax  the  Vargent  out 
of  an  uncle  or  a  grandmother,  do  so 
by  all  means;  there  is  no  objection 
that  I  can  see  to  raising  the  money  in 
that  way;  only  remember  to  write 
your  uncle,  from  Zurich  or  Berne,  a 
prolix  account  of  the  Swiss  constitu- 
tion, and  to  present  the  old  lady,  on 
your  return,  with  your  blouse,  your 
pole,  or  your  flask  of  Kirschwasser. 
It  will  demonstrate  your  gi*atitude, 
and  may  possibly  lead  to  another  grant 
in  the  following  summer  for  a  tour  in 
the  Tyrol,  or  a  ramble  in  the  Pyre- 
nees. 

As  to  the  derivation  of  the  word 
Alps,  doctors,  as  usual,  disagree. 
Granunarians  arc  the  most  quarrel- 
some people  in  the  world,  with  all 
their  talk  about  concords,  Alps,  or 
Alpes,  quoth  one,  is  qu£i8i  Albas  Mon- 


tes  (the  white  or  snowy  mountains). 
The  transmutation  of  o  into  p  is  no- 
thing to  an  etymologist  of  any  spirit ; 
but  to  detect  the  word  numtes,  with 
no  other  clue  to  it  but  the  final  *,  that 
was  worthy  a  Cruquius  or  a  Bentley. 

Another  authority  assures  us  tint 
Alp  comes  from  scafp.  No  change  can 
be  simpler,  only  knocking  off  the  two 
initial  letters — ^merely  the  process  of 
scalping. 

But  both  are  outdone  by  the  third, 
who  traces  the  word  to  the  Latin 
voiles,  Alpes,  valpes,  vallesi  As 
pretty  a  grammatical  pedigree  as  that 
of  pickled  cucumber  from  King  Jere- 
miah —  Jeremiah  King,  Jer  King, 
Gherkin,  pickled  cucumber.  The  great 
beauty  of  the  etymology  in  question 
is,  that,  according  to  it,  the  Alps  are 
not  mountains  at  all,  but  the  very  re- 
verse. To  ascend  the  Alps  is  an  Irish 
bull;  which  accounts  for  (roldsmith 
(an  Hibernian  poet)  employing  that 
phrase  in  "  the  Traveller" — 

♦*  Where  Alpine  •olitodes  <ucenif, 

I  sit  me  down, »  pentire  hour  to  ipend" — 

where  **  descend"  would  serve  for  the 
rhyme  just  as  well. 

Tourist **  None  of  your  etymolo- 
gies satisfy  me,  though  the  last  is  the 
best,  at  least  the  most  ingenious  of  the 
three.  It  is  a  most  important  ques- 
tion, but  the  nut  is  yet  to  be  cracked." 

Very  well,  you  can  proceed  to  Ge- 
neva, confer  with  the  savans  of  that 
place,  and  remain  there  until  it  is 
cracked  to  your  fancy.  We  who  are 
not  grammarians  will  continue  our 
journey.     **  En  route,  mes  amis,*' 

But  first  let  us  secure  our 

PASSPORTS. 

**A  traveller,"  says  Mr.  Murray, 
''cannot  reach  Switzerland  without  a 
passport  from  a  minister  of  some  one 
or  other  of  the  states  of  Europe."  By 
minister,  do  not  understand  a  clergy- 
man. Mr.  Fumbally  (the  FumbaUys 
of  Fumbally  Hall)  made  that  mistake ; 
he  applied  for  a  passport  to  the  Ber. 
Mr.  Wagstaff,  the  parson  of  his  p«- 
rish ;  Mr.  Wagstaff  gave  him  a  writ- 
ten license  to  travel  all  over  Europe, 
and  Mr.  Fumbally  proceeded  with  it 
to  the  continent ;  but  he  did  not  make 
a  tour  of  any  great  length — he  merely 
went  to  Ostend  and  back  again. 

People  abuse  the  p^port  system 
very  unreasonably.  When  Uiey  «re 
required  to  produce  their  passports  at 
every  stage,  they  growl  excmtMiy, 
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and  say  a  variety  of  unhandsome  things 
of  the  continental  governments.  On 
the  other  hand,  when  they  are  in  a 
state  which  is  so  polite  as  hardly  ever 
to  call  for  the  production  of  a  pass- 
port, they  are  sure  to  exclaim — **  Was 
there  ever  such  a  preposterous  regu- 
lation? Here  are  we  all  provided 
with  passports,  quite  regular,  duly 
vis^'d^  signed  and  countersigned,  fees 
paid,  &c.,  and  nobody  seems  to  care 
whether  we  have  them  or  not." 

There  are  many  things  as  well  as 
passports  which  it  is  very  proper  and 
very  convenient  to  possess,  although 
we  are  not  called  on  to  produce  them 
on  all  occasions.  However,  there  is 
nothing  to  prevent  your  presenting 
your  passport  to  every  gendarme  or 
public  officer  you  meet  in  the  whole 
course  of  your  voyage.  When  old 
Mrs.  Fazakerly  went  abroad,  nobody 
could  look  at  her  but  she  pulled  out 
her  passport  and  brandished  it  in  his 
lace.  You  know  old  Mrs.  Faza- 
kerly ? 

For  my  part,  without  passports, 
custom-house  regulations,  and  railway 
tickets,  affording  as  they  do  such  un- 
limited scope  for  blunders  and  cross 
purposes,  I  do  not  know  in  what  the 
amusement  of  travelling  would  consist. 
I  am  thankful  for  every  thing  that 
promotes  anarchy  and  confusion,  and 
their  legitimate  issue — fun  and  frolic. 
The  grand  diversion  on  the  Belgian 
and  German  railroads  consists  in  the 
guards  continually  asking  for  the  pas- 
sengers' tickets.  I  am  satisfied  it  is 
done  for  mere  pastime,  and  a  most 
agreeable  and  exciting  one  it  certainly 
is.  The  directors  deserve  all  praise 
for  inventing  it — 

*•  Votre  billet,  monsieur  1" 

The  following  scene  took  place  in 
my  presence  last  year  on  one  of  the 
Belgian  lines : — 

••  Votre  billet,  monsieur  I*' 

The  guard  was  addressing  the  cock- 
ney father  of  a  family,  who  knew  little 
more  French  than  I  do  of  Japanese. 
He  thought  the  officer  alluded  to  one 
of  his  diildren,  whose  familiar  appella- 
tion happened  to  be  Biilv,  and  he 
poahed  the  boy  towards  the  window 
to  answer  for  hunself. 

'•  Votre  billet."  repeated  the  guard, 
laughing ;  the  Belgians  are  the  best- 
humoui^  people  in  the  world. 

'*Thisismon  Billy." 

"Non,  non,"  said  the  good-hu- 
moured guard. 

"I  say,  yes,  yes,"  said  the  father, 


and  his  wife  corroborated  the  state- 
ment, putting  her  hand  on  Master 
Billy's  shoulder,  shaking  her  head, 
and  repeating — "  Notre  Billy — Notre 
Billy — ^half-price  —  demi-prix — notre 
Billy — under  ten — dix  annees," — ^pro- 
nouncing  the  dix  honestly,  every  letter 
of  it. 

It  was  excellent  fun,  and  all  owing 
to  the  ticket-system  on  the  Belgian 
railways.  I  fell  in  with  the  same  wor- 
thy family  frequently  afterwards,  and 
used  to  call  the  father  Cockneius  Mag- 
nus, for  he  was  certainly  the  finest  bim 
of  his  species  that  ''famous  London 
town"  ever  produced. 


THE  SWISS  CUBRENCT. 

Currency  is  from  curroy  to  run  ;  and 
money  runs  away  quicker  in  Switzer- 
land than  in  any  other  part  of  Europe. 
No  matter  how  bad  the  road,  the  mo- 
ney goes  fast  enough ;  it  sometimes 
outstrips  the  traveller,  who  gets  to  the 
end  of  his  purse  before  he  arrives  to 
the  end  of  his  journey.  This  is  incon- 
venient, and  leads  to  stoppages.  No 
ways  without  means.  A  financial  em- 
barrassment is  as  bad  for  a  tourist  as  a 
c'or/i.question,  and  he  is  sometimes 
driven  to  relieve  himself  from  both  dif- 
ficulties by  the  same  method,  that  is  to 
say,  by — cutting. 

As  if  money  had  not  a  sufficiently 
fugacious  tendency,  in  any  shape,  it  is 
generally  made  round,  so  as  to  enable 
It  to  roll  away  from  the  owner  as  fast 
as  possible.  Then,  not  content  with 
making  wheels  of  silver  and  gold  for  it, 
we  sometimes  provide  it  with  paper 
wings  also ;  nay,  in  the  case  of  Coutts* 
circular  noteSy  the  two  principles  are 
ingeniously  combined,  and  we  are  fur- 
nished with  a  species  of  money  admira- 
bly adapted  for  rolling  down  Alpine 
steeps,  or  being  wafted  from  us  on  Al- 
pine breezes. 

The  Swiss  have  got  the  most  comical 
coinage  in  Europe.  Almost  every  can- 
ton has  a  monetary  joke  of  its  own ; 
and  the  joke  that  is  current  in  one 
canton  (say  for  a  franc),  will  not  pass 
in  another  for  one  farthing.  Facetious, 
however,  q&  the  currency  is,  it  is  no 
joke  to  the  traveller;  he  is  sure  to 
find  the  Swiss  exchanges  always  against 
him,  and  his  best  course  is  to  lose  his 
money,  without  losing  his  temper  also. 

Some  take  the  trouble  of  teaming 
the  value  of  a  few  Swiss  coins ;  and  it 
is  not  a  bad  plan,  if  yon  wish  to  avoid 
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bein^  cheated. 
Butter,*  that 


But  if  you  agree  with 


**  The  pleuure  if  as  great 
Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat,** 

you  will  give  yourself  no  more  trouble 
about  the  coins  of  the  cantons  than 
you  will  about  their  quarrels.  Indeed, 
if  yon  are  wise,  you  will,  before  start- 
ing for  Switzerland,  cultivate  a  taste 
for  the  pleasure  of  "being  cheated." 
It  will  contribute  enormously  to  your 
ease  and  enjoyment ;  and — ^mark  what 
I  now  tell  you— if  you  have  any  of  it 
left,  after  your  tour  is  over,  you  will 
not  want  opportunities  for  indulging 
it  in  dear  old  England. 

The  very  names  of  the  Swiss  coins 
are  enough  to  make  Heraclitus  laugh. 
Imagine  kreutzers  and  zwansigers, 
batzen  and  rapps ! 

A  funny  fellow  the  Swiss  Master  of 
the  Mint  must  be  1  The  mere  coining 
of  the  word  zwanziger  argues  an  ac- 
complished wag. 

B^EADEB — **  How  much  is  a  zwanzi- 
ger ?" 

«  Six  batzen." 

**  And  how  much  is  a  batz  ?" 

**  Ten  rapps,  or  rappen." 

**  But  what  is  a  rapp  ?" 

**  The  sixtiethpart  of  a  zwanziger." 

Readeb — *'  Thank  you.  Now  I 
know  as  much  about  the  coins  of 
Switzerland  as  I  do  about  those  of 
the  new  planet  Iris." 

That  will  do ;  so  let  me  proceed  to 
acquaint  you,  tiiat  in  1834,  twelve  of 
the  cantons  agreed  to  appoint  a  com- 
mission to  reform  the  currency ;  of 
course,  to  make  it  more  amusing. 
The  commissioners  have  not  yet  re- 
ported. It  must  be  hard  to  produce 
a  more  comical  system,  or  it  would 
have  been  done  by  twelve  reformers 
in  less  than  thirteen  years.  They  are 
still  sitting,  we  believe,  at  (xnhden- 
wald. 

LUQGAGE. 

The  grave  guides,  such  as  Murray, 
Ebel,  &c.,  will  tell  you  to  take  as 
little  as  possible,  and  reduce  it  to  the 
smallest  possible  compass.  Never 
mind  them ;  do  just  the  reverse.  We 
are  comic  tourists,  and  half  the  co- 
medy of  travelling  consists  in  the 
perils  of  portmanteaus,  the  adventures 
of  valises,  in  blunders  about  bags  and 
boxes,  and  the  haps  and  mishaps  of 
macintoshes.  The  more,  therefore, 
the  merrier.  Six  articles  to  each 
member  of  a  party  is  an  extremely 
moderate  allowance.      You  can't  do 


with  less,  and  be  joleascmt — in  other 
words,  give  yourself  a  fair  chance  of 
always  havizig  a  hunt  after  something: ; 
a  most  exciting  pastime  when  a  dili- 
gence is  iust  starting,  or  the  bell  of  a 
steamer  has  rung  for  the  third  time. 

Moreover,  bandying  charges  of  neg- 
ligence with  one's  wiie,  is  a  chanmng 
occupation  in  itself— a  kind  of  travel- 
ling battledore  and  shuttlecock. 

Some  men,  following  tlie  ineffably 
stupid  direction,  to  travel  with  as  little 
baggage  as  possible,  are  in  the  habit 
of  leaving  their  wives  and  daughters 
behind  uiem.  There  cannot  be  a 
greater  mistake.  Women  (and  the 
same  may  be  said  of  lap-do^,  parrots, 
and  mackaws)  enormously  mcrease  the 
embarrassments  and  perplexities  pro- 
duced by  the  rest  of  the  luggage,  and, 
in  the  same  proportion,  heighten  the 
farce  of  a  journey. 

"  But  surely,  sir,  it  is  pleasant,  on 
other  grounds,  to  travel  m  company 
with  the  fair  sex  ?" 

Perhaps  so ;  but  at  present  I  am 
only  talking  of  women  as  a  species  of 
the  genus  luggage ;  and,  in  that  point 
of  view,  I  rate  them  very  high  indeed. 

**  How  high?" 

A  lady  as  high  as  two  trunks,  and 
three  bandboxes;  a  lady's  maid,  at 
three  trunks,  four  bandboxes,  and  a 
parasol.  If  you  are  a  nttithematiciai), 
you  may  state  the  proposition  alge- 
braically. 

On  the  subject  of  bo^feS  alone  a 
book  might  be  written.  The  foUowinff 
is  a  list  of  boxes,  not  one  of  which 
ought  to  be  left  behind  upon  a  laugh- 
ing tour : — 

1.  Hat-boxes — eachgentlemanon^. 

2.  Band-boxes — each  lady  iwo. 

3.  Dbessing-boxes — each  member 
of  the  party  one. 

4.  Wbitino-boxes^ — do.  do. 

5.  WoBK-BoxEs — each  lady  erne. 

6.  CioAB-BoxES — each  gentleman 
one. 

7.  Snuff-boxes — ditto,  and  one  to 
each  elderly  lady. 

8.  Lucifer* boxes — a  few. 

This  gives  to  a  party  of  seven,  more 
chances  than  I  shall  stop  to  calculate 
— from  boxes  only — of  capital  sport, 
twice  a-day,  at  least,  during  the  tour. 
The  lucifer-boxes  insure  you,  further, 
an  excellent  chance  of  burning  an 
hotel  or  two — an  accident  which  (in- 
dependently of  the  diversion  of  a 
house  on  fire)  has  two  remarkable  ad- 
vantages : — ^you  may  get  o%  in  the 
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hubbub^  witbottt  settling  your  bill, 
and  you  must  enjoy  a  view  of  the  con- 
flagration, a  most  superb  spectacle^  par- 
ticularly when  the  mn  stands  on  the 
edge  of  a  lake,  like  the  Trois  Couronnes 
atVevay,  or  the  Swan  at  Lucerne.  You 
must  be  a  pippin-squeezer,  indeed,  if 
yon  refuse,  for  the  sake  of  so  grand  a 
si^ht,  to  incur  the  expense  of  a  couple 
of  lucifer-boxes — rvalue  two-pence. 

I  say  nothing  of  the  laughable 
figures  of  the  Swiss  chamber-maids, 
siiipping  along  the  wooden  galleries, 
and  jumping  out  of  the  trellised  win- 
dows. When  the  costumes  of  the  Swiss- 
esses  are  so  ludicrous  by  day,  what 
must  they  not  be  by  night,  and  under 
such  peculiarly  diverting  circimi- 
stances?  But  this  I  leave  to  your 
imagination,  if  you  have  one. 

ifever  trouble  yourself  about  the 
loss  to  the  inn-keeper,  on  such  an  oc- 
casion. You  travel  for  your  own  en- 
joyment, not  for  his  profit.  Besides, 
all  inn-keepers  are  rogues,  and  the  most 
roguish  of  all  inn-keepers  are  the 
Swiss.  Another  consideration  is  this, 
the  hotel  is  either  insured,  or  it  is 
not.  If  it  is,  the  owner  can  be  no 
loser  by  having  it  burned  down ;  if  it 
is  not,  he  deserves  to  have  his  property 
destroyed,  for  his  monstrous  impru- 
dence in  not  availing  himself  of  the 
protection  which  insurance  affords. 

But  a  well-appointed  tourist  will 
take  a  multitude  of  articles  with  him,be- 
yond  what  is  ordinarily  called  luggage. 

If  you  are  at  all  scientific — and  who 
is  there  now-a-days  who  is  not  either 
scientific  himself,  or  who  has  not  a 
scientific  wife  or  daughter? — ^you  will 
take  a  barometer,  a  Siermometer,  an 
anemometer,  and  a  pedometer.  You 
will  not  travel,  or  tmnk  of  travelling, 
without  a  telescope,  a  microscope,  a 
tiieodolite,  and  a  sextant.  Mr.  Pud- 
dicome  always  takes  his  own  altitudes, 
and  Mrs.  Puddicome  makes  her  own 
observations.  The  little  Puddicomes 
don't  mind  being  wet  to  the  skin  try- 
ing experiments  with  their  rain-guage, 
and  Miss  Patty  doubts  very  much 
whether  Agassiz  has  hit  upon  the  true 
theory  of  glaciers. 

I  need  not  recommend  you  to  take 
a  rifle,  an  air-gun,  a  pair  of  pistols,  a 
portable  chair,  a  sword-cane,  a  fishing- 
rod,  a  double-barreled  fowling-piece, 
and  thin^  of  that  kind — they  are  ab- 
solutely indispensable. 

The  general  rule  is,  to  leave  nothing 
behind  tJiat  can  by  any  possibility  be 
either  useful  or  amusing.  In  a  pedes- 
trian tour,  the  guide  carries  every- 


thing: you  pay  him  well,  and  you 
need  not  be  sdfraid  of  loading  him  in 
proportion.  Of  all  things,  bring  plenty 
of  books ;  even  though  you  may  not  read 
them,  they  provlB  your  literary  tastes 
and  habits.  I  cannot  say  that  I  much 
approve  of  your  very  studious  tourist. 
— I  ^efer  the  Alps  themselves,  to  all 
that  Byron  or  Rogers  have  said  about 
them ;  and  because  Gibbon  lived  at 
Lausanne,  that  is  no  reason  whv  I 
should  lose  the  Lake  of  Greneva,  wnile 
poring  over  the  **  Decline  and  Fall  of 
the  Itoman  Empire.**  However,  I  don't 
object  to  see  A.,  B.,  or  C.  making 
themselves  ridiculous  in  this,  or  in  any 
other  way :  only  this  I  will  add,  from 
my  travelling  experience,  that  though 
I  have  seen  more  coxcombs  than  one 
reading  other  books,  when  they  should 
have  ^n  reading  Nature's,  I  never 
met  one  who  was  not  ready  to  throw 
his  book  aside  on  hearing  the  bell  ring 
for  the  table-d'hote, 

THE  SUITE. 

Much  depends,  of  course,  on  the 
tourist's  rank  and  fortune.  If  you  are 
very  rich,  and  very  noble,  you  will 
have  your  physician,  your  surgeon, 
your  apothecar}*^,  your  cook,  and  your 
chaplain.  A  brains-carrier  is  also  in- 
dispensable, and  so  is  a  secretary ; 
a  valet,  and  a  few  interpreters.  Some 
men  always  travel  with  their  lawyer 
or  attorney.  I  myself  never  do; 
but  it  is  matter  of  taste.  Then 
your  sons  must  have  their  tutor,  and 
your  daughters  a  couple  of  gover- 
nesses— one  English,  and  one  French. 
I  don't  see  how  you  can  possibly  travel 
with  a  smaller  retinue  than  this,  eillier 
with  comfort  to  yourself,  or  with  cre- 
dit to  your  country.  Recollect  the 
old  maxim — "Noscitur  a  sociis" — a 
traveller  is  known  by  his  suite,  as  a 
peacock  is  by  his  train,  a  comet  by 
nis  tail,  or  a  minister  by  the  party 
that  follows  him  in  a  division. 

Here  we  halt  for  a  month.  When 
we  start  again,  we  shall  speak  of  lan- 
^age  and  costume,  of  the  character- 
istics of  Switzerland,  physical,  moral, 
and  political ;  we  shall  instruct  the 
pedestrian  how  to  walk,  and  the 
climber  how  to  climb ;  we  shall  be 
zoological,  geological,  ^astronomical, 
and  economical;  we  shall  run  some 
of  the  Alps  up,  and  run  others  down — 
exhibit  tneir  passes,  their  lasses,  and 
their  asses ;  not  forgetting  the  two- 
footed  variety  of  the  donkey  race — ^the 
Asinus  Johannis,  or  common  jackass 
of  the  British  islands.ed  byLjOOglC 
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SooM  after  the  elevation  of  Louis 
Philippe  to  the  throne  of  France^ 
that  sagacious  sovereign,  desiring  to 
draw  closer  the  bonds  of  national 
amity  with  Britain  ;  and  feeling, 
moreover,  that  France,  emerging  from 
a  gpreat  internal  political  convulsion, 
with  a  throne  unsupported  by  the 
traditions  of  the  past  or  the  right  of 
legitimacy,  had  need  of  support  iVom 
foreign  alliance,  and  could  look  no- 
where at  that  moment  for  such  aid 
and  countenance  so  naturally  as  to 
Britain,  the  first  of  the  European 
states  which  acknowledged  the  Revolu- 
tion of  the  Barricades,  ardently  wished 
to  send  to  London,  as  his  representa- 
tive, a  diplomatist  distinguished  at 
once  by  great  ability,  by  a  predisposi- 
tion  to  the  British  alliance,  and  by  the 
respect  which  illustrious  descent  is 
80  sure  to  obtain  from  the  British  aris- 
tocracy. With  these  views  his  choice 
fell  on  Talleyrand.  On  the  4th  Sep- 
tember, 1630,  he  accordingly  submit- 
ted to  the  council  of  his  ministers,  as- 
sembled in  the  Tuileries,  the  question 
of  nominating  his  highness  the  Prince 
Talleyrand  to  the  embassy  at  London. 
This  proposition  instantly  met  serious 
opposition  in  the  cabinet :  M.  Lafitte 
declared  that  such  a  choice  would,  in 
his  opinion,  be  attended  with  consider- 
able danger,  inasmuch  as  it  would  be 
extremely  unpopular.  This  opinion 
was  still  more  warmly  espoused  by  M. 
Dupont  (de  I'Eure).  Count  Mole,  who 
is  well  known  to  have  always  leaned  to 
a  Russian  rather  than  an  English  al- 
liance, opposed  such  a  nomination  as 
contrary  to  the  policy  which  he  con- 
sidered it  the  interest  of  France  to 
adopt.  M.  Bignon  concurred  with 
the  other  ministers  in  disapproving 
such  an  appointment.  Finding  such 
to  be  the  unanimous  opinion  of  the  ca- 
binet, the  king  put  an  end  to  the  con- 
ference. 

The  following  day  Talleyrand  dined 


with  M.  Lafitte.  **  I  thank  you,"  said 
he,  to  the  minister,  "  for  the  compli- 
ments you  paid  me  yesterday  at  the 
chateau.  I  know  all :  the  king  has 
related  it  to  me.*'  **  You  are  aware, 
then,**  replied  Lafitte,  "of the  terms 
in  which  I  spoke  of  your  capacity." 
"  Let  that  pass,**  rejoined  Talleyrand. 
"  I  added,*'  continued  Lafitte,  **  that 
I  believed  3'ou  to  be  incapable  of  violat- 
ing your  word."  "That," resumed  Tal- 
leyrand, "  is  what  I  meant  to  thank 
you  for."  "  It  is  quite  true,  however," 
observed  Lafitte,  "  that  I  also  spoke 
of  your  unpopularity.*'  Talleyrand 
smiled,  and  was  silent.  In  a  few 
hours  afterwards  Lafitte  learned  from 
the  mouth  of  the  king  that  Talleyrand 
was  ambassador  to  the  Court  of  St. 
James's. 

The  was  one  of  the  earliest  cases 
in  which  Louis  Philippe  shewed  that 
determination  to  interfere  personally 
in  the  affairs  of  the  state,  which  has 
since  rendered  his  reign  so  remarkable^ 
and  excited  such  lively  remonstrances 
on  the  part  of  the  advocates  for  con- 
stitutional government,  who  regard 
the  Royal  irresponsibility,  and  the  ab- 
stinence of  the  sovereign  from  personal 
interference  in  the  administration  of 
the  political  business  of  the  state,  as 
correlative  principles. 

The  announcement  of  the  appoint- 
ment of  Talleyrand  to  the  embassy 
produceda lively  sensation  in  England ; 
and  his  known  inclinations  in  favour 
of  an  alliance  between  England  and 
France  gave  rise  to  the  most  favour- 
able anticipations  among  the  commer- 
cial interests,  as  well  as  among  those 
who  looked  forward  to  the  inestimable 
advantages  of  the  continuance  of  the 
general  peace. 

On  being  presented  at  the  Court  of 
St.  James's,  Talleyrand  delivered  an 
address  to  the  following  effect : — 

'*SiBE,— Of  all  the  ncissitudee    to 
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which  my  great  age  has  exposed  me — 
of  all  the  various  situations  into  which 
the  last  forty  years,  so  fruitful  in  ex- 
traordinary events,  have  seen  me 
thrown,  none  have  so  entirely  satisfied 
my  wishes  as  that  appointment  which 
has  brought  me  once  more  to  this  hap- 
py country.  .  .  .  Common  princi- 
ples draw  more  and  more  closely  toge- 
ther these  two  great  nations.  England, 
like  France,  repudiates  the  principle  of 
intervention  in  the  internal  concerns  of 
other  nations ;  and  as  the  ambassador 
of  a  royalty  unanimously  elected  by  a 
great  people,  1  feel  myself  at  ease  upon 
a  land  of  freedom,  near  a  descendant  of 
the  illustrious  House  of  Brunswick." 


His  first  efforts  in  his  new  capacity 
were  directed  to  reproduce  and  realize 
the  designs  which,  under  less  auspi- 
cious circumstances,  he  had  urged 
upon  the  British  Government  in  1702. 
More  successful  at  the  close  than  in 
the  opening  of  his  long  career,  he 
succeeded  in  bringing  into  a  friendly  al- 
liance two  nations  which  rival  preten- 
sions had  so  long  separated,  but  which, 
he  contended,  analogous  institutions 
and  common  foreign  interests  ought  to 
combine.  The  cabinets  of  Europe, 
seeing  this  aged  and  profound  diplo- 
matist, whose  sagacity,  enlarged  by  vast 
experience  and  whose  unvarying  mode- 
ration, they  so  well  knew,  appointed 
to  represent  the  Revolution  at  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  of  the  old 
courts,  felt  a  stronger  faith  in  the  sta- 
bility of  its  reiiults,  and  a  more  favour- 
able disposition  to  be  reconciled  to  the 
existing  state  of  things,  and  to  treat 
on  practicable  terms  with  the  new 
government.  Placed  by  the  ascen- 
dancy of  his  renown  and  his  talent  at 
the  head  of  the  conference  of  London, 
M.  de  Talleyrand  succeeded  in  recon- 
ciling the  powers  to  the  dissolution  of 
that  union  between  Belgium  and  Hol- 
land which  they  had  established  in 
1814,  and  in  procuring  the  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  independence  of  Bel- 
gium, which  thenceforth  would  cover, 
instead  of  menacing  the  northern  fron- 
tier of  France.  This  object  being  at- 
tained, M.  de  Talleyrand  finished  his 
mission,  and  consummated  his  work  by 
signing  the  treaty  of  quadruple  alli- 
ance, which  united  France,  England, 
Spain,  and  Portugal,  in  a  common 
league  in  favour  of  peninsular  civiliza- 
tion, and  opposed  the  league  of  the 
west  to  that  of  the  north,  in  the  inte- 


rest of  the  cause  of  constitutional  go- 
vernment on  the  Continent  of  Europe. 

He  then  finally  retired  from  public 
life.  He  desired  that  between  this 
world  and  the  next  a  short  season  for 
reflection  and  repose  should  intervene. 
Nevertheless,  one  event  was  destined 
to  draw  him  again  from  his  retirement. 
The  flame  which  was  sinking  in  the 
socket  was  still  to  give  an  expiring 
flicker.  His  friend  and  contemporary, 
the  learned  though  unobtrusive  Count 
Reinhart,  preceded  him  to  the  tomb, 
at  an  advanced  age.  They  had  often 
met  and  co-operated  in  their  long  and 
eventful  career.  They  had  witnessed 
the  same  political  convulsions,  the 
same  succession  of  revolutions  ;  and 
the  departure  of  the  one  from  the. 
stage  of  life  was  a  knell  which  fore- 
boded the  speedy  exit  of  the  other. 
Both  were  distinguished  members  of 
the  Academy  of  Moral  and  Political 
Sciences.  It  is  the  custom  of  that 
body,  on  the  decease  of  any  of  its  more 
eminent  members,  to  cause  an  eloge 
to  be  delivered  by  some  one,  selected 
for  the  purpose,  among  the  survivors. 
Talleyrand  conceived  a  wish  to  offer 
this  tribute  of  respect  to  the  memory 
of  his  deceased  friend,  and  the  Academy 
hailed  with  unmingled  pleasure  the 
opportunity  of  hearing  for  the  last 
time  that  voice  which  had  so  often  per- 
suaded sovereigns,  and  of  beholding 
that  venerable  visage,  the  indications 
of  whose  lineaments  so  often  harbin- 
gered  the  fate  of  nations.  The  aged 
diplomate  himself  was  also  moved  to 
this  proceeding  from  the  desire  to 
bring  to  a  final  close,  in  the  peaceful 
sanctuary  of  science,  an  existence 
which  had  been  chequered  by  events 
so  extraordinary,  an^  agitated  by  re- 
volutions for  which  history  affords  no 
parallel. 

On  Saturday,  the  3rd  March, 
1838,  the  meeting  of  the  Academy  was 
held,  at  which  it  had  been  announced 
that  M.  de  Talleyrand  would  person- 
al iy  deliver  the  academic  eloge  on  his 
deceased  friend,  M.  de  Reinhart.  It 
was  known  that  this  would  be  the  last 
public  appearance  of  the  venerable 
statesmen  and  diplomatist.  Nothing 
could  exceed  the  excitement  among  all 
the  more  elevated  and  enlightened 
classes  which  this  event  produced. 
The  meeting  assumed  all  the  external 
appearances  of  a  solemnity.  Long 
before  the  appointed  hour,  the  hall 
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was  completely  filled.  Every  space 
where  an  individual  could  stand  or  sit 
was  occupied.  The  elite  of  the  high 
and  the  gifted  were  there.  The  most 
elevated  official  functionaries,  those 
most  renowned  in  literature,  science, 
and  the  arts;  the  notabilities  of  fo- 
reign countries,  the  most  eminent  of 
the  diplomatic  corps,  were  all  assem- 
bled, expressing  in  their  countenances 
intense  interest.  Among  this  multi- 
tude our  eye  successively  rested  on 
the  well-known  features  of  MM.  Royer 
Collard,  Guizot,  Thiers,  Cousin,  Ville- 
main,  Quatre-mere  de  Quincy,  de 
Bassano,  Lemercier,  Fauriel,  ^lole, 
de  Montalivet,  de  St.  Aulaire,  de  Ba- 
rante,  de  Jaucourt,  de  Flahault,  Bertin 
de  Vaux,  de  Noailles,  de  Valencay, 
Princes  Esterhazy  and  d'  A  remberg,  &c. 

When  the  chair  was  taken  by  the 
president,  the  old  wreck  of  all  the  Re- 
volutions entered,  leaning  on  the  arm 
of  M.  Mignet,  the  Perpetual  Secretary 
of  the  Academy.  He  took  a  seat 
which  had  been  prepared  for  him, 
facing  the  president.  He  was  costumed 
and  coiffed  as  a  high  noble  of  the  an- 
cien  regime,  exhibiting  to  the  attentive 
eyes  of  the  numerous  auditory  that 
impassable  serenity  of  look  that  no 
catastrophe'.was  ever  able  to  discom- 
pose. With  a  firm  and  clear  voice, 
and  perfect  articulation,  he  read  an 
elegant  discourse,  in  which  he  noticed 
the  various  public  functions  which  his 
late  friend  had  fulfilled,  and  the  emi- 
nent abilities  he  displayed.  This  gave 
occasion  for  general  reflections  on  the 
qualities  necessary  to  a  minister  of  fo- 
reign affairs,  and  every  order  and  class 
of  diplomatist,  from  a  consul  upwards. 
M.  Reinhart  had  in  early  life,  like  M. 
de  Talleyrand  Jiimself,  studied  theo- 
logy. This  afforded  an  occasion  for 
some  curious  reflections  on  the  benefit 
which  a  statesman  and  diplomatist 
must  derive  from  the  early  discipline 
of  an  ecclesiastical  education.  In  il- 
lustration of  these  views,  he  adduced 
the  examples  of  Cardinal  Chancellor 
Duprat,  Cardinal  d'Ossat,  Cardinal 
de  Polignac,  and  M.  de  Lyonne. 

Observing  on  the  qualities  displayed 
by  M.  de  Reinhart,  when  he  was  Mi- 
nister of  Foreign  Affairs,  M.  de  Tal- 
leyrand said — 

"A  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs 
ought  to  be  endowed  with  a  sort  of  in- 
stinct which  shall   warn    him   against 


compromising  himself  before  serious 
discussion.  He  must  have  the  faculty 
of  appearing  frank  and  open  when  he  is 
really  impenetrable ;  of  maintaining  the 
most  absolute  reserve  with  the  manner 
of  the  most  complete  abandon.  He  must 
display  his  ability  even  in  the  selection 
of  his  amusements.  His  conversation 
must  be  simple  and  varied :  his  remarks 
unexpected,  but  still  natural  and  »wtcc. 
In  a  word,  he  must  not  allow  himself, 
for  one  moment,  day  or  night,  to  forget 
that  he  is  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs. 

**  Nevertheless,  all  these  qualities, 
however  rare  they  may  be,  can  avail 
nothing,  if  good  faith  do  not  give  them 
the  support  of  which  they  stand  in 
need.  I  desire  to  insist  the  more  on 
this,  in  order  to  remove  a  prejudice 
which  generally  prevails.  No!  Diplo- 
macy is  not  a  science  of  duplicity.  If 
good  faith  be  necessary  anywhere,  it  b 
eminently  so  in  political  transactions, 
because  it  alone  can  render  them  solid 
and  durable.  Stratagem  is  often  con- 
founded with  reserve.  Good  faith  can 
never  permit  the  one,  but  it  fully  war- 
rants the  other.  Reserve  is  even  to  be 
the  more  recommended,  because,  in- 
stead of  destroying,  it  augments  con- 
fidence. 

"  Ruled  by  the  honour  and  interest  of 
his  country,  and  by  the  honor  and  in- 
terest of  his  sovereign — ^by  the  love  of 
that  liberty  which  is  founded  on  order 
and  on  the  rights  of  all — a  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs,  who  is  thus  qualified 
to  fill  his  office,  is  placed  in  the  finest 
position  to  which  an  elevated  mind  can 
aspire." 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  discourse, 
M.  Droz,  the  president,  expressed  to 
M.  de  Talleyrand  with  much  dignity 
and  grace  the  thanks  of  the  Academy, 
and  the  octogenarian  retired  loaded 
with  the  felicitations  of  the  most  emi- 
nent individuals  of  his  auditory. 

Notwithstanding  his  advanced  age, 
such  was  the  vigour  of  his  faculties,  and 
the  brilliancy  of  his  wit,  that  his  friends 
had  no  apprehension  of  the  near  ap- 
proach of  his  departure  from  this 
world.  It  was  about  two  months  after 
this  memorable  meeting  of  the  Aca- 
demy, that  he  felt  the  sudden  attack 
of  the  malady  which  was  destined  to 
bring  his  mortal  life  to  a  speedy  close. 
He  bore,  with  a  tranquil  resignation 
and  firm  courage,  which  never  de- 
serted him,  the  agony  of  several  cruelly 
painful  operations. 

During  this  illness,  which  was  des- 
tined to  close  his  mortal  career,  the 
mind  of  the  great  statesman  and  di- 
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plomate  coDtinuallv  reverted  to  the 
pasty  and  his  tenacious  memory  evolved 
hefore  him  the  several  events  which 
he  had  witnessed,  and  in  most  of  which 
he  had  home  a  distinguished  part. 
His  nights,  often  sleepless  from  bo- 
dily suffering,  were  occupied  with 
these  meditations.  A  paper  was  found 
on  his  table  one  morning,  on  which 
he  had  written,  by  the  light  of  the 
lamp,  such  lines  as  these : — 

**  Behold  eighty-three  years  past 
away  I  What  cares ! — what  agitation ! 
— what  anxieties  I — what  ill-will ! — 
what  sad  complications!  —  and  all 
without  other  result,  except  great 
fatigue  of  body  and  mind,  and  a  pro- 
found sentiment  of  discouragement 
with  regard  to  the  future,  and  disgust 
with  regard  to  the  past !" 

For  three  months,  he  had  been  in 
constant  communication  with  the  Abbe 
Dupanloup,  with  whom  he  conversed 
daily  on  the  subject  of  religion.  This 
was  not  a  movement  of  the  moment, 
prompted  by  the  approach  of  death, 
or  induced  by  the  feebleness  of  age 
and  the  prostration  of  bodily  indis- 
position— it  was  a  step  he  had  long 
contemplated.  On  the  occasion  of 
delivering  his  ^loge  of  Count  Re- 
inhart,  he  was  heard  to  say,  as  he 
left  the  hall,  '*  I  have  still  one  duty 
to  perform,  and  I  will  do  it." — 
(J'ai  quelque  chose  a  faire  et  je  le 
ferai.")  That  duty  was  his  re-estab- 
lishment in  the  communion  of  the 
Christian  Church.  He  decided  on 
doing  this  in  such  a  manner,  at  such 
a  moment,  and  surrounded  by  such 
circumstances  of  solemnity  as  would, 
he  imagined,  render  it  impossible  for 
any  one  to  question  its  sincerity  and 
good  faith,  or  to  ascribe  it  to  any  other 
motive  than  a  profound  conviction  of 
the  truth  and  efficacy  of  the  doctrine 
to  which  he  gave  so  solemn  an  assent. 

It  has  been  said,  but  without  any 
sufficient  grounds,  that  the  attention  of 
Talleyrand  to  religious  subjects  was 
first  awakened  by  the  spectacle  of  the 
daughter  of  his  niece,  the  Ducbesse 
de  Dino,  a  child  to  whom  he  was  most 
tenderly  attached,  going  to  her  first 
communion — an  occasion  which,  among 
Roman  Catholics,  is  always  regarded  as 
one  of  peculiar  solemnity.  It  is  not 
improbable  that,  in  the  state  of  mind 
likely  to  precede  his  departure  from 
this  life,  he  may  have  been  more 
touched  with  such  an  object,  than  if 


it  had  passed  before  him  amidst  the 
active  and  busy  scenes  in  which  he 
had  been  habitually  engaged.  But 
that  such  an  incident  could  produce, 
in  a  mind  like  that  of  Talleyrand's,  the 
effects  ascribed  to  it,  is  a  supposition 
the  absurdity  of  which  is  so  conspicu- 
ous, that  it  is  difficult  to  imagine  how 
it  could  be  entertained  by  any  serious 
writer. 

In  accordance  with  the  determina- 
tion which  he  had  taken,  and  to  which 
he  alluded  on  the  occasion  of  his  last 
visit  to  the  Institute,  he  waited  until  he 
became  sensible  of  the  near  approach 
of  the  moment  of  his  departure  from 
this  life — a  moment  at  which,  accord- 
ing to  the  universal  sentiments  of  man- 
kind, a  declaration  of  any  kind  is  to  be 
regarded  as  assuming  the  most  solemn 
character,  and  however  made,  as  being 
more  than  equivalent  to  an  oath  for- 
mally taken  before  any  earthly  tribu- 
nal. Talleyrand  directed  a  few  of  his 
most  confidential  friends  to  be  called 
round  his  bed,  and  in  their  presence, 
and  that  of  his  domestic  attendants, 
solemnly  signed  two  documents,  which 
he  had  previously  written.  One  was 
a  declaration  of  the  principles  which 
had  guided  him  in  his  political  career ; 
and  the  other  a  letter  to  the  pope,  de- 
claring his  faith  in  the  Roman  Catholic 
religion,  and  expressing  repentance  for 
certain  acts  of  his  public  life,  in  regard 
to  the  Catholic  Church. 

This  declaration  of  his  principles 
was  also  annexed  to  his  will,  in  which 
it  was  expressly  directed  that  it  should 
be  read  in  the  presence  of  his  family. 
The  following  is  a  summary  of  this 
declaration : — 

That  in  all  his  public  conduct  he 
was  guided  by  a  preference  of  the  in- 
terests of  France  to  all  other  things, 
and  to  all  personal  considerations. 

That  he  maintained  invariably  that 
the  Bourbons  were  restored  to  the 
throne,  not  by  any  acknowledgment  of 
any  hereditary  right,  but  because  it 
was  deemed  the  arrangement  which, 
in  the  circumstances  then  existing, 
was  most  beneficial  for  France ;— . 
that  he  had  declared  this  to  Louis 
XVI n.  and  to  his  family,  and  had 
earnestly  counselled  them  to  adopt  a 
system  of  liberal  policy  in  accordance 
with  such  a  principle  ;  that  he  denies 
ever  having  betrayed  Napoleon ;  he 
abandoned  him  only  when  he  saw  that 
it  was  impossible  that  he  could  be  at 
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once  attached  to  him  and  to  France  ; 
and  that  even  then  he  did  not  leave 
him  without  the  most  lively  grief, 
seeing  that  he  owed  to  him  almost  his 
whole  fortune.  He  enjoined  his  heirs 
never  to  forget  this ;  to  repeat  it  to 
their  children,  and  their  children's 
children,  and  to  let  it  go  down  from 
generation  to  generation — that  if  ever 
one  of  the  name  of  Talleyrand  wit- 
nessed one  of  the  name  of  Bonaparte 
in  need,  they  must  regard  it  as  a 
Kacred  duty  to  give  assistance  to  them. 

To  those  who  reproach  him  with 
having  successively  served  all  govern- 
ments, he  replies  that  he  had  no  scruple 
in  doing  so  ;  that  he  acted  so  because 
he  considered,  that  in  whatever  situa- 
tion the  country  might  be  placed,  it 
was  always  his  duty  to  render  it  his 
services  to  the  utmost  extent  of  his 
power,  and  that,  according  to  his 
judgment,  such  was  the  duty  of  every 
citizen. 

The  letter  to  the  pope  was  an  ex- 
plicit acceptation  of  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic faith,  in  which  he  was  prepared 
to  die. 

These  documents  were  signed  by 
him  on  the  day  of  the  16th  May,  in 
the  presence  of  eight  witnesses,  among 
whom  were,  the  Duke  de  Noailles,  M. 
Royer  Collard,  the  Count  St.  Aulaire, 
the  Baron  de  Barante,  Dr.  Cruveil- 
heir,  and  the  Abbe  Dupanloup. 

The  Abbe  Dupanloup  had  some- 
time previously  presented  to  him  his 
own  copy  of  Bos8uet*s  Joumee  du 
Chretien*  On  the  table  in  his  room 
this  volume  was  observed,  on  this  oc- 
casion, to  lie  open  at  the  page  bearing 
the  heading,  "  le  Chretien  prepare  sa 
demi^re  confession  aoant  de  mourir" 

In  the  course  of  that  evening  it  was 
announced  to  him  that  the  king  had 
come  in  person  to  visit  him.  Touched 
with  this  mark  of  respect,  he  ob- 
served— "  C'est  le  plus  grand  honneur 
qu*ait  jamais  re^u  ma  maison." — 
("  This  is  the  greatest  honor  that  ever 
has  been  conferred  on  my  house.") 

A  circumstance  has  been  related  of 
this  interview,  and  repeated  not  only 
in  the  less  serious  productions  of  the 
hour,  in  which  the  scrupulous  obser- 
vance of  accuracy  is  not  expected,  be- 
cause it  is  not  always  possible,  but  in 
the  pages  of  a  work  pretending  to  the 
severe  character  of  history,  and  where 
a  flagrant  violation  of  truth  is  inex- 
cusable.    M«  Louis  Blanc,  in  his  His- 


toire  de  dix  ans,  says,  in  recording 
the  death  of  Talleyrand,  and  the  visit 
of  Louis  Philippe — 

**  It  is  related,  and  repeated  even  by 
ecclesiastics  themselves,  that  the  king 
having  asked  M.  Talleyrand  if  he  suS 
fered  pain,  the  dying  diplomate  replied, 
*  Oui,  comme  un  damne,'on  which  Louis 
Philippe  let  fall,  in  a  low  voice,  the 
word — *  Deja  I' " 

An  unanswerable  proof  can  be  g^ven 
of  the  utter  falsehood  of  this  anec- 
dote, and  it  is  a  proof  of  which  M. 
Louis  Blanc  ought  not  to  have  been 
ignorant.  It  is  well  known  to  every  one 
conversant  with  French  memoirs,  that 
the  anecdote,  if  it  ever  had  truth  in 
relation  to  any  one,  is  of  a  much  older 
date  than  that  of  the  death  of  Talley- 
rand. It  was  first,  we  believe,  related 
of  Cardinal  de  Retz,  who,  complain- 
ing to  his  physician  of  the  pain  he 
suffered  in  a  certain  illness,  exclaimed, 
"  Ah  !  Je  sens  les  tourmens  d'Enfer." 
To  which  the  physician  is  reported  to 
have  replied,  "  Deja,  raonseigneur  ?" 
The  story,  however,  of  whomsoever 
it  be  told,  is  in  the  last  degree  impro- 
bable, and  most  unfitly  admitted  into 
an  historical  work. 

On  the  following  day,  the  symptoms 
of  approaching  dissolution  became  un- 
equivocal, mortification  extending  to 
the  more  vital  regions.  The  last  rites 
of  the  church  were  solemnly  adminis- 
tered. He  confessed  and  received  the 
sacrament  of  extreme  unction.  The 
prayers  for  the  dying  were  recited  at 
his  bed,  in  which  he  joined  with  much 
apparent  fervor.  When  those  ad- 
dressed  to  his  patron  saints,  Charles 
Archbishop  of  Milan,  and  Maurice,  the 
martyrs,  were  said,  he  was  heard  to 
repeat  in  a  feeble  voice— 

"  Ayes  pitie  de  moi  I" 

At  four  o'clock,  the  Archbishop  of 
Paris  called  at  the  hotel  to  inquire 
after  him,  and  on  hearing  of  his  ex* 
pected  decease,  he  observed— 

"  Pour  M.  de  Talleyrand  je  donne- 
rais  ma  vie." 

The  Abbe  Dapanloup  repeated  this 
to  Talleyrand,  who,  unable  to  resist  his 
disposition  to  utter  a  mot,  replied— 

**  Monseigneur,  L'Archeveque  au- 
rait  un  nieilleur  usage  a'en  faire."  (My 
lord,  the  archbishop  has  a  better  use  to 
make  of  his  life.)  And  heaving  a  sigh, 
expired,  at  half-past  four  in  the  after- 
noon of  the  17th  May,  1838,  having 
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lived  eigbtj-four  jears  and  three 
months. 

By  his  will,  which  bears  date  in 
1836,  he  left  his  neice,  the  Duchess  de 
Dino,  his  residaary  legatee.  Legacies 
were  left  to  his  grand-nephew,  the 
Duke  of  Valencay.  This  document 
is  all  in  his  own  hand- writing, and  bears 
annexed  to  it  the  declaration  of  politi- 
cal principles  already  mentioned.  His 
memoirs,  written  by  himself,  are  de- 
posited in  England,  and  his  family  are 
prohibited  from  publishing  them  until 
thirty  years  after  his  death,  that  is, 
until  the  year  1868.  All  publications 
pretending  to  be  memoirs  of  him  are 
to  be  disavowed  by  his  family  and  re- 
presentatives. The  will  concludes  with 
a  declaration  that  he  dies  in  the  Ca- 
tholic faith,  and  directions  that  his  re- 
mains shall  be  interred  at  the  seat  of 
his  family  at  Valencay. 

The  funeral  took  place  on  the  22nd 
May,  with  great  pomp.  The  troops 
of  the  garrison  of  Paris  preceded  and 
followed  the  cortege  en  grand  tenue. 
The  peers,  deputies,  the  principal 
members  of  the  corps  diplomatique, 
the  most  distinguished  members  of  the 
Institut,  and  those  most  eminent  gene- 
rally in  literature,  science,  and  the 
arts,  formed  the  solemn  procession. 
The  pall  was  borne  by  the  Duke  Pas- 
quier.  President  of  the  Chamber  of 
Peers,  Marshal  Soult,  Duke  of  Dal- 
matia,  the  Duke  de  Broglie,  and  Count 
Mole. 

The  titles  and  orders  borne  by 
Prince  Talleyrand  were  as  follows  : — 
be  was  Prince  of  Beneventum,  Cheva- 
lier of  the  order  of  St.  Esprit,  Grand 
Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  in 
France*  also  Grand  Cross  of  the  Or- 
ders of  the  Golden  Fleece,  St.  Stephen 
(Hungary),  the  Elephant  (Denmark), 
Charles  III.  (Spain),  St.  Sauveur 
(Greece),  the  Sun  (Persia),  of  the 
Conception  (Portugal),  of  the  Black 
Eagle  (Prussia),  of  St.  Andre  (Russia), 
of  the  Crown  (Saxony),  and  of  St. 
Joseph  (Tuscany).  He  was  a  member 
of  the  Academy  of  Moral  and  Politi- 
cal Sciences  of  the  Institut  of  France, 
and  Vice-Grand  Elector  and  Grand 
Chamberlain  of  France  under  the  Em- 
pire and  the  Restoration. 

Since  the  decease  of  M.  Talleyrand 
numerous    publications    have    issued 


from  the  press,  professing  to  contain 
authentic  memoirs  of  his  private  life. 
These  have  been  all,  without  excep- 
tion, miserable  compositions,  got  up 
as  booksellers'  speculations,  merely  for 
sale,  and  are  utterly  undeserving  of 
credit  or  attention.  Among  these  is 
one  under  the  title  "  Memoires  tires 
des  papiers  de  M,  de  Talleyrcmd"  the 
work  of  a  pretended  countess,  but 
bearing  rather  the  marks  of  the  style 
and  information  of  a  grisette.  There 
is  another  work,  in  four  volumes, 
which,  although  more  or  less  dis- 
figured by  recitals  of  a  false  and 
scandalous  nature,  has  nevertheless 
marks  of  better  information  and  more 
correct  taste.  In  a  variety  of  con- 
temporary periodical  works,  as  well 
as  in  the  journals,  anecdotes  and 
mots  ascribed  to  him  have  been,  from 
time  to  time,  given  ;  but  these  are,  for 
the  most  part,  apocryphal,  and  many 
of  them  are  jeux  d'esprits  which  have 
been  related  of  others  at  remote  pe- 
riods, and,  like  that  which  we  have 
noticed  in  the  work  of  M.  Louis 
Blanc,  unearthed  for  the  occasion  of 
befng  connected  with  the  name  of 
Talleyrand. 

The  mots  of  Talleyrand  were  cele- 
brated, and  indeed  formed  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  features  of  his  cha- 
racter. His  conversation  was  remark- 
able, not  only  for  the  profound  know- 
ledge of  human  character  which  it  dis- 
played, but  for  the  polished  language 
and  exquisite  wit  in  which  that  know- 
ledge was  imparted.  The  tenacity  of 
his  memory,  and  the  various  and  ex- 
tensive circle  of  society  in  which  he 
moved,  supplied  him  with  an  inex- 
haustible fund  of  anecdote,  which  he 
narrated  in  the  happiest  terms.  With- 
out possessing  the  gift  of  eloquence, 
his  language  was  highly  picturesque, 
and  derived  great  force  from  its  con- 
densed style.  No  one  could  put  more 
meaning  into  a  given  number  of  words. 
It  has  been  well  said  of  this  extraor- 
dinary man,  by  one  *  who  knew  him 
long  and  intimately,  and  whom  we 
have  many  a  time  and  oft,  in  the  salons 
of  London,  seen  enjoying  his  exquisite 
conversation,  that  although  he  was  so 
"  simple  and  natural,  yet  he  abounded 
in  the  most  sudden  and  unexpected 
turns,  full  of  point,  yet  evidently  the 


*  Lord  Brougham. 
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inspiration  of  the  moment,  and  there- 
fore more  absolutely  to  the  purpose 
than  if  they  had  been  the  laboured 
effort  of  a  day's  reflection — a  single 
word  often  performing  the  office  of 
sentences,  nay,  a  tone  not  unfrequently 
rendering  many  words  superfluous — 
always  the  phrase  most  perfectly  suit- 
able selected,  and  its  place  most  hap- 
pily chosen.  All  this  is  literally  cor- 
recty  and  no  picture  of  fancy,  but  a 
mere  abridgment  and  transcript  of 
the  marvellous  original;  and  yet  it 
falls  very  short  of  conveying  its  linea- 
ments, and  fails  still  more  to  render 
its  colouring  and  its  shades ;  for  there 
was  a  constant  gaiety  of  manner  which 
had  the  mirthful  aspect  of  good  hu- 
mour, even  on  the  eve  or  on  the  mor- 
row of  some  flash  in  which  his  witty 
raillery  had  wrapped  a  subject  or  a 
person  in  ridicule,  or  of  some  torrent 
in  which  his  satire  had  descended  in- 
stantaneous but  destructive  ;  there  wa» 
an  archness  of  malice  when  more  than 
ordinary  execution  must  be  done,  that 
defied  the  pencil  of  the  describer,  as 
it  did  the  attempts  of  the  imitator ; 
there  were  manners  the  most  perfect 
in  ease,  in  grace,  in  flexibility  ;  there 
was  the  voice  of  singular  depth  and 
modulation,  and  the  countenance  alike 
fitted  to  express  earnest  respect,  unos- 
tentatious contempt,  and  bland  com- 
placency ;  and  all  this  must  really  have 
been  witnessed  to  be  accurately  under- 
stood. His  sayings — his  mots,  as  the 
French  have  it — are  renowned ;  but 
these  alone  would  convey  an  imperfect 
idea  of  his  conversation.  They  show, 
indeed,  the  powers  of  his  wit,  and  the 
felicity  of  his  concise  diction  ;  but  they 
have  a  peculiarity  of  style,  such  that, 
if  shown  without  a  name,  no  one  could 
be  at  a  loss  to  whom  he  should  attri- 
bute them.  But  they  are  far  enough 
from  completing  the  sketch  of  his  con- 
versation to  those  have  never  heard  it." 

Talleyrand,  like  all  other  renowned 
wits,  has  had  the  misfortune  of  having 
the  sayings  of  innumerable  persons, 
more  or  less  distinguished,  appropri- 
ated to  him.  Yet  a  few  which  have 
admitted  authenticity  may  be  men- 
tioned, as  showing  the  quality  of  his 
sarcasm. 

The  following,  given  by  Lord 
Brougham,  may  be  considered  as  au- 
thentic : — 

Being;  asked  if  a  certain  authoress, 
whom  he  had  long  since  known,  but 


who  belonged  rather  to  the  last  i^e, 
was  not  **  un  peu  ennuyeuse  ?" — "  Du 
tout,"  said  he,  *'  elle  etait  parfaitement 
ennuyeuse."  A  gentleman  in  com- 
pany was  one  day  making  a  somewhat 
zealous  eulogy  of  his  mother*s  beauty, 
dwelling  upon  the  topic  at  uncalled-for 
length — he  himself  having  certainly  in- 
herited no  portion  of  that  kind  under 
the  marriage  of  his  parents.  *'  C*etait 
done,  monsieur,  votre  pere  qui  appa- 
remment  n'etait  pas  trop  bien,"  was 
the  remark  which  at  once  released  the 
circle  from  the  subject.  When  Ma- 
dame de  Stael  published  her  celebrated 
novel  of  "  Delphine/*  she  was  supposed 
to  have  piunted  herself  in  the  person  of 
the  heroine,  and  M.  Talleyrand  in  that 
of  an  elderly  lady,  who  is  one  of  the 
principal  characters.  *'  On  me  dit," 
said  he,  "  que  nous  sommes  tous  les 
deux  dans  votres  roman  deguises  en 
femme."  Kalpieres,  the  celebrated 
author  of  the  work  on  the  Polish 
Revolution,  having  said,  *'  Je  n'ai  fait 
qu*une  mechancete  dans  ma  vie."  "  Et 
quand  finira-t-elle  ?"  was  M.  Talley- 
rand's reply.  **  Geneve  est  ennuy- 
euse, n*est  pas?"  asked  a  friend. 
**  Surtout  quand  on  s'y  amuse,"  was 
the  answer.  "  Elle  est  insupportable" 
(said  he,  with  marked  emphasis,  of  one 
well  known ;  but  as  if  he  had  gone  too 
far,  and  to  take  off  something  of  what 
he  had  laid  on,  he  added),  **  Elle  n'a  que 
cedefautla."  Nor  ought  we  to  pass  over 
the  only  mot  that  ever  will  be  record- 
ed of  Charles  the  Tenth,  uttered  oa 
his  return  to  France,  in  1814,  on  see- 
ing, like  our  Second  Charles,  at  a  si- 
milar reception,  that  the  adversaries 
of  his  family  had  disappeared — "  11  n'y 
a  qu'un  Fran9ai8  de  plus."  This  was 
the  suggestion  of  M.  Talleyrand.  He 
afterwards  proposed,  in  like  manner, 
to  Charles's  successor,  that  the  foolish 
freaks  of  the  Duchess  de  Berri  should 
be  visited  with  this  Rescript  to  her  and 
her  faction — "  Madame,  11  n'y  a  plus 
d'espoir  pour  vous,  vous  serez  jugee, 
condamnee,  et  graciee." 

Considering  the  large  space  which 
Talleyrand  filled  in  the  public  eye  fop 
more  than  half  a  century,  and  in  all 
parts  of  the  civilized  world,  it  is  re- 
markable that  he  accomplished  almost 
nothing  in  either  of  the  two  characters 
in  which  men  of  high  intellectual  en- 
dowments usually  excel.  He  never 
attained,  nor  even  sought  distinction, 
either  as  an  oraStor  or  as  an  author. 
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Of  parliamentarj  talent  he  had  none. 
His  works  in  literature  would  not  fill 
a  volume  as  large  as  that  which  the 
reader  now  holds  in  his  hand.  Few, 
however,  as  are  the  writings  which  he 
has  left,  they  are  marked,  in  a  conspi- 
cuous manner,  by  the  qualities  which 
conferred  so  great  a  charm  on  his  con- 
versation— a  thorough  familiarity  with 
the  best  writers  of  his  country,  and 
the  love  of  the  most  refined  society, 
with  the  most  absolute  freedom  from 
all  pedantry.  His  description  of  an 
American  backwoodsman  has  been 
cited  as  a  happy  specimen  of  his  style. 
"  Writers  of  a  less  severe  school,"  ob- 
serves Lord  Brougham,  "may  envy 
its  poetical  effect,  and,  perhaps,  learn 
how  possible  it  is  to  be  pointed  and 
epigrammatic  without  being  affected, 
and  sentimental  without  bemg  mawk- 
ish." 

"  The  American  backwoodsman  is  in- 
terested in  nothing;  every  sensible  idea 
is  banished  from  him ;  these  branches  so 
el^antly  thrown  by  nature,  a  fine  foli- 
age, a  brilliant  hue  which  marks  one 
part  of  the  forest,  a  deeper  green  which 
darkens  another — all  these  are  nothing 
in  bis  eye ;  he  has  no  recollections  asso- 
ciated with  anything  around  him ;  his 
only  thought  is  the  number  of  strokes 
of  his  axe  which  are  necessary  to  level 
this  or  that  tree.  He  has  never  planted ; 
be  is  a  stranger  to  the  pleasures  of  that 
process.  Were  he  to  plant  a  tree,  it  never 
could  become  an  object  of  gratification 
to  him,  because  be  could  not  live  to  cut 
it  down.  He  lives  only  to  destroy.  He 
is  surrounded  by  destruction.  Hence 
everyplace  is  good  for  him.  He  does  not 
love  the  field  where  he  has  expended  his 
labour,  because  his  labour  is  merely  fa- 
tigue, and  has  no  pleasurable  senti- 
ment attached  to  it.  The  work  of  his 
bands  is  not  marked  by  the  progressive 
circumstances  of  growth,  so  interesting 


to  the  agriculturist.  He  does  not  watch 
the  destiny  of  what  he  produces.  He 
knows  not  the  pleasures  of  new  at- 
tempts ;  and  if  in  surrendering  his  home 
he  do  not  leave  his  axe  behind'  him, 
he  leaves  no  regrets  in  the  dwelling  in 
which  he  may  have  passed  years  of  his 
life."* 

The  succession  of  governments 
served  by  M.  Talleyrand,  acknow- 
ledging such  various  and  discordant 
principles — the  Directory,  the  Con- 
sulate, the  Empire,  the  Restoration, 
and  the  Monarchy  of  July — each  in 
its  turn  receiving  his  oath  of  fidelity, 
have  supplied  ground  for  the  most 
serious  charges  which  have  been  made 
against  his  political  integrity.  That 
he  was  deeply  conscious  of  having 
rendered  himself  obnoxious  to  the 
criticisms  of  history,  is  most  apparent 
from  the  apology  he  has  left  behind 
him  annexed  to  his  testament  *  Qui 
s*exciise  s*accuse,*  is  an  adage  which 
will  in  this  case  occur  to  every  mind. 
Yet  he  is  not  without  defenders  and 
advocates,  who,  if  they  do  not  explain 
away  these  glaring  indications  of  a 
time-serving  spirit,  find  many  circum- 
stances to  extenuate  the  unfavourable 
inferences  which  they  suggest. 

"  That  such  passages  in  the  life  of 
Talleyrand,  indicate  a  disposition  to  be 
on  the  successful  side,  without  any  very 
nice  regard  to  its  real  merits,"  says 
Lord  Brougham,  "can  hardly  be  de- 
nied ;  and  when  facts  so  pregnant  with 
evidence  are  before  the  reader,  he  has 
not  merely  materials  for  judging  of  the 
character  to  which  they  relate,  but  may 
almost  be  said  to  have  its  lineaments 
presented  to  his  view,  without  the  aid 
of  the  historian's  pencil  to  trace  them. 
But  the  just  discrimination  of  the  his- 
torian is  still  wanting  to  complete  the 
picture,  both  by  filling  up  the  outline, 


*  "  Le  Bncheron  Americain  ne  s'interdsse  h  rien ;  tout  ide^  sensible  est  loin  de  lui ; 
ces  branches  si  ^^gamroent  jeteds  par  la  nature,  un  bean  feuUlage,  une  couleur  vive 
qui  anime  une  partie  du  hois  un  vert  plus  fort  qui  en  assombrit  une  autre,  tout  cela 
n'est  rien  ;  11  n*a  de  souvenir  k  placer  nulle  part :  c'est  la  quantitd  de  coups  de  h^ohe 
qu'U  fait  qull  donne  pour  abattre  an  arbre,  qui  est  son  unique  ided.  11  n*a  point 
plante :  il  n'en  sait  point  les  plaisirs.  L'arbre  qu  il  plauterait  n'est  bon  h,  rien  pour 
lui  car  jumais  il  ne  le  verra  asscz  fort  pour  qu'il  le  puisse  abattre  :  c'est  de  ddtruire 
qui  Ic  fait  vivre  et  11  d^truit  partout :  aussi  tout  lieu  lui  est  bon ;  il  ne  tient  pas  au 
champ  ail  il  a  plac<5  son  travail  parccque  son  travail  n'est  que  de  la  fatigue  et  qu*  au- 
conc  ided  douce  n*y  est  jointe.  Ce  qui  sort  de  ses  mains  ne  passe  point  par  toutes  les 
croissances  si  attachantes  pour  Ic  cultivateur ;  il  ne  suit  pas  la  destined  de  ses  pro- 
ductions ;  il  ne  connait  pas  le  plaisir  des  nonveaux  essais,  et,  si  en  s*en  allant,  i 
n*onblie  pas  sa  hacbe,  il  ne  laisse  pas  de  regrets  H  o<i  il  a  vdcu  des  anncds.** 
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and  correcting  it  where  harshly  drawn 
from  imperfect  materials.  Other  pas- 
sages of  his  life  may  be  brought  for- 
ward; explanations  may  bo  given  of 
doubtful  actions  ;  apparent  inconsis- 
tencies may  bo  reconciled,  and  charges 
which  at  first  sight  seem  correctly 
gathered  from  the  facts,  may  be  aggra- 
vated, extenuated,  or  repelled,  by  a 
more  enlarged  and  more  judicious  view 
of  the  whole  subject.  That  the  in- 
ferences fairly  deduced  from  M.  Talley- 
rand's life,  can  be  wholly  countervailed 
by  any  minuteness  of  examination,  or 
explained  away  by  any  ingenuity  of 
comment,  it  would  be  absurd  to  assert ; 
jret  it  is  only  doing  justice  to  comprise 
m  one  estimate  of  his  merits  some 
things  not  usually  taken  into  the  ac- 
count by  those  who  censure  his  conduct, 
and  who  pronounce  him — merely  upon 
the  view  of  his  having  borne  a  part  in 
such  opposite  systems  of  policy,  and 
acting  with  such  various  combinations 
of  party — to  have  been  a  person  singu- 
larly void  of  public  principle,  and  whoFe 
individual  interest  was  always  his  god." 

Whatever  may  be  the  differences  of 
the  estimates  which  may  be  made  of 
the  moral  side  of  his  character,  it  can 
scarcely  be  credited  that  any  indivi- 
dual could  be  found  to  question  its 
intellectual  superiority.  It  requires 
an  immoderate  amount  of  self-esteem 
to  produce  the  courage  necessary  to 
give  expression  to  an  opinion  so  utterly 
at  varianc?  with  the  judgment  of  all 
mankind,  as  that  Talleyrand's  was 
a  low,  common-place,  vulgar  intellect, 
incapable  of  comprehending  the  poli- 
tical complications  in  which  he  was 
himself  called  to  take  an  active  part. 
If  such  an  opinion  were  promulgated 
by  one  admitted  to  hold  a  high  rank 
in  politics  or  letters,  or  by  one  who, 
having  lived  long  and  mingled  much 
in  affairs,  could  be  supposed  to  possess 
experience  whereon  to  found  a  judg- 
ment, it  would  be  said  to  be  singular 
and  eccentric.  But  when  this  esti- 
mate of  such  a  personage  as  Talley- 
rand proceeds  from  the  author  of  the 
**  Histoire  de  dix  ans,"  it  is  simply 
ridiculous.  When  Lord  Brougham 
wrote  what  follows,  he  had  but  an 
inadequate  idea  of  the  presumption  tu 
which  youth  and  inexperience  may 
sometimes  be  carried  : — 

"  If  the  integrity  of  this  famous  per- 
sonage be  the  subject  of  unavoidable 
controversy,  and  if  our  opinion  of  it 
must  of  necessity  be  clouded  with  some 


doubt,  and,  at  best,  be  difficult  satisfac- 
torily to  fix — ^upon  the  talents  with  which 
he  was  gifted,  and  his  successful  culti- 
vation of  them,  there  can  be  no  question 
at  all,  and  our  view  of  them  is  unclouded 
and  clear.  His  capacity  was  most  vigor- 
ous and  enlarged.  Few  men  have  ever 
been  endowed  with  a  stronger  natural 
understanding,  or  have  given  it  a  more 
diligent  culture,  with  a  view  to  the  pur- 
suits in  which  he  was  to  employ  it.  His 
singular  acuteness  could  at  once  per- 
vade every  subject — his  clearness  of  per  - 
ception  at  a  glance  unravelled  all  com- 
plications, and  presented  each  matter 
distinct  and  unencumbered — his  sound, 
plain,  manly  sense,  at  a  blow  got  rid  of 
all  the  husk,  and  pierced  immediately  to 
the  kernel.  A  cloud  of  words  was 
wholly  thrown  away  upon  him  ;  he  cared 
nothing  for  all  the  declamation  in  the 
world — ingenious  topics,  fine  compari- 
sons, cases  in  point,  epigrammatic  sen- 
tences, all  passed  innocuous  over  his 
head.  So  the  storms  of  passion  blew 
unheeded  past  one  whose  temper  nothing 
could  ruffle,  and  whoso  path  towards 
his  object  nothing  could  obstruct.  It 
was  a  lesson  and  a  study,  as  well  as  a 
marvel,  to  see  him  disconcert,  with  a 
look  of  his  keen  eye,  or  a  motion  of  his 
chin,  a  whole  piece  of  wordy  talk  and 
far-fetched  and  fine-spim  argument, 
without  condescending  to  utter,  in  the 
deep  tones  of  his  most  powerful  voice, 
so  much  as  a  word  or  an  interjection, 
far  less  to  overthrow  the  flimsy  struc- 
ture with  an  irresistible  remark,  or  con- 
sume it  with  a  withering  sarcasm. 
Whoever  conversed  M-ith  him,  or  saw 
him  in  conversation,  at  once  learned 
both  how  dangerous  a  thing  it  was  to 
indulge  before  him  in  loose  prosing,  or 
in  false  reasoning,  or  in  frothy  declama- 
tion ;  and  bow  fatal  an  error  he  would 
commit,  who  should  take  the  veteran 
statesman^  good-natured  smile  for  an 
innocent  insensibility  to  the  ludicrous, 
and  his  apparently  passive  want  of  all 
effort  for  permanent  indolence  of  mind. 
There  are  many  living  examples,  of 
persons  not  meanly  gifted,  who,  in  the 
calm  of  his  placid  society,  have  been 
wrecked  among  such  shoals  as  these.*' 

These  were,  properly  speaking,  the 
traits  of  his  character  as  developed  in 
the  ordinary  intercourse  of  private  so- 
ciety. It  is  scarcely  needful  to  say, 
that  one  who  played  so  important  a 
part  on  the  stage  of  politics  for  so  long 
a  period  of  time,  was  not  less  eminent 
in  those  great  qualities  which  such  a 
position  demanded. 

*'  His    political   sagacity,"  lays  the 
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same  aathoritj,  '*  was  above  all  his 
other  great  qualities;  and  it  was  de- 
riTed  from  the  natural  perspicacity  to 
which  we  have  adverted,  and  that  con- 
summate knowledge  of  mankind — .that 
swift  and  sure  tact  of  character — with 
which  his  long  and  varied  experience 
had  matured  the  faculties  of  his  manly, 
yet  subtle,  understanding.  If  never  to 
be  deluded  by  foolish  measures,  nor 
ever  to  be  deceived  by  cunning  men,  be 
among  the  highest  perfections  of  the 
practical  statesman,  where  shall  we  look 
for  any  one  who  preferred  stronger 
claims  to  this  character.  But  his  states- 
manship was  of  no  vulgar  cast.  He  de- 
spised the  silly,  the  easy,  and  false  old 
maxims  which  inculcate  universal  dis- 
trust, whether  of  unknown  men,  or  of 
novel  measures,  as  much  as  he  did  the 
folly  of  those  whose  facility  is  an  ad- 
vertisement for  impostures,  or  for  en- 
thusiasts to  make  dupes  of  them.  His 
was  the  skill  which  knew  as  well  where 
to  eive  his  confidence  as  to  withhold  it ; 
and  he  knew  full  surely  that  the  whole 
difficulty  of  the  political  art  consists  in 
being  able  to  say  whether  any  g^ven 
person  or  scheme  belongs  to  the  right 
class  or  to  the  wrong.  It  would  be  very 
untrue  to  affirm  that  he  never  wilfully 
deceived  others  ;  but  it  would  probably 
be  still  more  erroneous  to  admit  that  he 
ever  in  his  life  was  deceived.  So  he 
held  in  utter  scorn  the  affected  wisdom 
of  those  who  think  they  prove  them- 
selves sound  practical  men,  by  holding 
cheap  every  proposal  to  which  the  world 
has  been  little  or  not  at  all  accustomed, 
and  which  relies  for  its  support  on  prin- 
ciples rarely  resorted  to.  His  own  plan 
for  maintaining  the  peace  of  Belgium 
may  be  cited  as  an  example  of  a  policy 
at  once  refined  and  profound.  He  would 
have  had  it  made  the  resort  of  the  fine 
arts  and  of  letters,  with  only  force 
enough  to  preserve  its  domestic  peace, 
and  trusting  for  its  protection  to  the 
general  abhorrence  which  all  Europe 
must  have,  in  these  times,  of  any  pro- 
ceeding hostile  to  such  a  power." 

We  shall  close  this  sketch  by  the  ob- 
servations  of  the  same  writer  on  the 
private  character  of  this  eminent  per- 
son:— 

'*Of  his  temper  and  disposition  in 
private  life  it  remains  to  speak;  and 
nothing  could  be  more  perfect  than  these. 
If  it  be  true — which  is,  however,  more 
than  questionable^that  a  life  of  public 


business  hardens  the  heart ;  if  this  be 
far  more  certainly  the  tendency  of  a  life 
much  chequered  with  various  fortune ; 
if  he  is  almost  certain  to  lose  his  natu- 
ral sympathies  with  mankind,  who  has 
in  his  earliest  years  tasted  the  bitter 
cup  of  cruel  and  unnatural  treatment, 
commended  to  his  lips  by  the  hands  that 
should  have  cherished  him;  if,  above 
all,  a  youth  of  fashionable  dissipation* 
and  intrigue,  such  as  M.  Talleyrand, 
like  most  of  our  own  great  men,  unde- 
niably led,  has,  in  almost  every  instance, 
been  found  to  eradicate  the  softer  do- 
mestic feelings,  and  to  plant  every  sel- 
fish weed  in  the  cold  sou  of  a  neglected 
bosom ;  surely  it  is  no  small  praise  of 
his  kindly  and  generous  nature,  that  we 
are  entitled  to  record,  how  marked  an 
exception  he  formed  to  all  these  rules. 
While  it  would  be  a  foolish  and  a  need- 
less exaggeration  to  represent  him  as 
careless  of  his  own  interest,  or  ambi" 
tion,  or  Ratification,  at  any  period  of 
his  life,  it  is,  nevertheless,  quite  true 
that  his  disposition  continued  to  the  last 
gentle  and  kindly ;  that  he  not  only  en- 
tertained throughout  the  tempest  of  the 
revolutionary  anarchy  the  strongest  ab- 
horrence of  all  violent  and  cruel  deeds, 
but  exerted  his  utmost  influence  in  mi- 
tigating the  excesses  which  led  to  them 
in  others;  that  his  love  of  peace  in 
all  its  blessed  departments,  whether 
tranquillity  at  home,  or  amity  and 
good-will  abroad,  was  the  incessant 
object  of  his  labours ;  that  in  domestic 
life,  he  was  of  a  peculiarly  placid  tem- 
per, and  full  of  warm  and  steady  affec- 
tions. His  aversion  to  all  violent  courses 
was,  indeed,  in  some  instances,  carried 
to  a  length  which  prevented  his  wonted 
calmness  of  judgment,  and  his  constant 
and  characteristic  love  of  justice,  even 
when  an  adversary  was  concerned,  from 
having  their  free  scope.  He  never  could 
speak  with  patience  of  Camot,  for  hav- 
ing continued,  during  the  Reign  of  Ter- 
ror, to  serve  and  to  save  his  country  by 
directing  the  war  which  defended  her 
against  Europe  in  arms — ^forgetting  how 
much  less  could  be  urged  S>r  his  own 
conduct  under  the  profligate  and  tyran- 
nical Directory  of  i797  and  1798,  under 
the  conscriptions  of  Napoleon,  and  under 
the  military  occupation  of  the  Allies— 
even  admitting  his  predominant  desire 
to  prevent  anarchy  and  conquest — than 
might  most  fairly  be  offered  in  defence 
of  that  illustrious  Republican's  inflexible 
and  uncompromising,  though  stem  and 
undaunted,  virtue." 
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Leigh  Hunt's  last  new  book  I  Whj» 
bow  manj  of  tbese  new  books  of  bis 
are  there  ?  Witbin  a  year  or  two  at 
l^e  farthest,  we  have  had  <^  Imagination 
and  Fancy" — then,  "  Stories  from  the 
Italian  Poets"— then  "  Wit  and  Hu- 
mour" — and  now,  **  Men,  Women  and 
Books."  One  of  our  fellow-labourers 
has  given  an  account  of  "  Imagina- 
tion and  Fancy  ;"  and  incidentally,  in 
a  paper  on  the  "Vita  Nuova"  of  Dante, 
an  accomplished  writer  has  broken  a 
lance  with  him  on  some  subject  con- 
nected  with  one  or  other  of  the  disput- 
able points  of  Dante's  politics  or  theo- 
logy— we  forget  which.  We  have  en- 
lightened the  world,  too,  on  the  merits 
of  the  pleasant  volume  called  "  Wit 
and  Humour,"  and  have  followed  faith- 
fully enough  the  several  publications  of 
a  writer,  certainly  the  most  agreeable 
representative  of  the  lighter  literature 
of  England.  It  would  seem  to  be  an 
easy  task  to  tell  our  readers  the  opi- 
nions of  a  writer  whose  style  is  easy 
and  gracefiil,  and  who  never  involves  a 
subject  in  mystery,  on  topics  familiar 
to  all  men  conversant  with  books,  or 
society ;  yet  these  seemingly  easy  tasks 
^are  of  difficult  accomplishment.  To 
review  a  reviewer  is  not  a  thing  done 
without  some  trouble.  Leigh  Hunt's 
opinion  of  Pope,  for  instance,  may  be 
right — ^may  be  wrong — maybe  neither. 
The  value  of  such  opinion  does  not 
in  all  cases  consist  in  anything  that 
has,  properly  speaking,  any  bearmg  on 
the  estimate  we  ought  to  make  of  Pope, 
but  altogether  in  the  fact  of  its  e:dii- 
biting  Hunt's  own  views.  Of  "  Men, 
Women  and  Books,"  then,  the  subject 
of  his  present  work,  we  must  be  con- 
tent to  learn  little  or  nothing  in  the 
abstract  from  our  author.  The  title 
is  almost  an  accidental  one.  The  vo- 
lume is  a  selection  of  papers,  written 
from  time  to  time,  in  the  popular  Lon- 
don and  Edinburgh  journals,  reviews 
of  books,  and  notices  of  one  kind  or 
other  of  such  matters  as  a  periodical 
writer,  from  some  incident  of  the  day 
or  hour,  or  from  some  passing  humour 


of  his  own  mind,  might  think  likely  to 
attract  the  attention  of  an  unoccupied 
reader.  Mr.  Hunt  has  the  great  power 
of  bringing  his  whole  mind  to  bear  on 
whatever  subject  is  immediately  before 
him.  Nothing,  therefore,  is  treated 
in  any  other  than  a  perfectly  truthfbl 
spirit.  He  assumes — and  is  justified 
in  the  assumption — the  entire  sympa- 
thy with  him  of  those  interested  in  the 
subject,  and  thus  seems  never  quite 
alone  with  his  own  mind,  as  those  are 
who  are  engaged  in  the  severer  sci- 
ences. Society  seems  a  part  of  his 
very  inner  nature.  His  are  books  that» 
from  this  cause,  render  life  happier, 
and,  we  have  little  doubt,  have  done 
much  to  humanize,  and  give  somethine 
of  a  heart  to  that  vast  mass  of  life  and 
action— the  literary  world  of  London. 
Let  no  man  think  lightly  of  periodi- 
cal literature.  Its  first  emcts,  though 
not  distinctly  observable,  are  perhi^ 
its  best.  What  Addison — what  John- 
son— what  Steele  effected  by  their  daily 
and  weekly  publieations,  in  reforming 
and  refining  society,  is  wholly  incalcu- 
lable— and  the  second  life  of  their 
works  in  our  literature,  is  of  no  light 
use.  Almost  all  the  surviving  literature 
of  England  was  originally  produced  ra- 
pidly, and  to  fulfil  some  engagement  of 
the  day.  Hunt's  works  were,  as  those 
of  Dryden's  and  Swift's,  the  creation 
of  the  hour.»the  result,  however, 
of  long  habits  of  thought  and  study ; 
and  some  service  is  now  done  in  their 
being  collected  by  himself.  Difk- 
rences  of  opinion  must  always  arise 
how  such  a  work  is  to  be  best  done. 
Much  of  what  aids  the  temporary  in- 
terest of  such  papers  must  be  removed ; 
and  in  doing  this  a  good  deal  is  in  dan- 
ger of  beinglost,  that  one  would  wish 
to  spare.  Hunt's  "  Indicator,"  for  in- 
stance, as  it  first  appeared — with  its 
extracts  from  books — with  its  occa- 
sional correspondence — with  its  over- 
friendliness  towards  every  author  for 
whom  he  had  any  personal  regard- 
was  a  far  pleasanter  work  than  the  de- 
corous volume  which  he  has  substituted 
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for  it.  In  Jeffirej's  collected  Essajo*  we 
miss  the  papers  which  gaye  piquancy 
to  the  earJj  numhers  of  the  Edinburgh 
Beview,  Howeyer,  the  difficulty  is  one 
that  cannot,  by  any  course,  be  wholly 
^ot  oyer ;  and,  on  the  whole,  an  author 
18  himself  a  better  judge  of  the  delica- 
cies that  must  be  considered,  than  any 
other  editor. 

Leigh  Hunt's  is  a  name  familiar  to 
all  our  readers — a  true  poet,  and  re- 
cognised as  such  by  eyery  great  master 
of  the  art  that  has  appeared  in  his 
time^-his  poems  chiefly  valuable  from 
the  cordiality  that  eyery  where  breathes 
through  them.  In  his  earlier  days, 
the  intense  passion  expressed  in  By- 
ron's poetry  had  possessed  the  mind 
of  the  country.  The  exhibition  of  pas- 
sion, in  firenaied  words,  was  regarded 
by  the  public,  and  by  the  expositors  of 
public  opinion,  as  identical  with  poetry. 
The  definitions  of  the  ancient  critics, 
who  thought  of  Poetry  as  a  means  of 
subduing  5ie  passions,  and  thus  effect- 
ing the  rescue  of  the  human  mind  from 
their  dominion,  was  forgotten.  Its 
world  was  not,  as  in  the  thought  of 
Baoon,  one  more  correspondent  to  the 
desires  of  the  soul  of  man  than  that  in 
which  he  liyes — giying  to  the  mind  of 
man  "  some  sha<&w  of  satisfaction  on 
those  points  wherein  the  nature  of 
thii^  doth  deny  it,  the  world  being  in 
proportion  inferior  to  the  soul — by 
reason  whereof  there  is  agreeable  to 
the  spirit  of  man,  a  more  ample  great- 
ness, a  more  exact  goodness,  and  a 
more  absolute  yariety,  than  can  be 
fbund  in  the  nature  of  thing^."  No 
great  poem  was  produced  in  that  pe- 
riod, when  all  the  elements  of  poetry, 
except  man's  imagination,  were  active 
and  awake.  To  have  subdued  and  har- 


monized the  tumultuous  strife  of  pow- 
ers] that  contended  in  Byron,  would 
have  required  a  thousand-fold  the  ge- 
nius of  Byron— for  to  him  had  been 
lavishly  g^ven  every  power  and  every 
talent,  except  the  one,  without  which 
all  the  others  are  of  the  earth,  earthly., 
the  tranquil  power  of  imagination,  con- 
trolling and  subordinating  all.  Byron 
was  rather  a  man  of  the  highest  poetical 
powers,  than  a  great  poet,  in  the  mean- 
ing of  that  word  when  we  use  it  speak- 
ing of  Milton,  or  even  of  Shelley.  It 
is  not  our  habit,  either  in  forming  opi. 
nions  for  ourselves,  or,  where  it  would 
be  more  excusable,  in  endeavouring  to 
communicate  formed  opinions  to  others, 
to  compare  one  poet  with  another. 
Little  is  gained  by  it  in  the  way  of  il- 
lustration, and  something  is  lost  in  not 
looking  directly  at  what  ought  to  be 

the  exclusive  subject  of  thought the 

matter  immediately  before  us  ;  but  we 
cannot  but  think,  that,  under  all  the 
circumstances  of  Mr.  Hunt's  intinute 
acquaintanceship  with  Byron  and  Shel- 
ley, and  Keats,  and  his  ardent  appre- 
ciation of  their  great  powers,  his  suc- 
ceeding in  keeping  his  own  stream  of 
thought  so  entirely  distmct  from  theirs 
— is  evidence  of  great  original  power. 
His  story  of  Rimini,"  is,  we  think,  as 
a  single  poem,  one  of  greater  beauty 
than  any  of  Lord  Byron's  narrative 
poems,  except,  perhaps,  the  *^  Giaour" 
— and  in  its  first  form,  from  which,  after 
all,  it  was  unwise  in  Mr.  Hunt  to  alter 
it,  contained  some  passages  likely  to  be 
remembered  as  long  as  the  language  in 
which  they  are  written.  Nothing  could 
be  more  beautiful  than  the  passage  in 
which  Francesca  seeka^reconoile  her- 
self to  her  husbandr  aa  H' was  told  by 
the  poet  at  first  i-^  > 


Was  full,  kind  tears  had  come  into  her  eyes 

Ob  finding,  by  his  care,  her  private  room 

Furnished  Uke  magic  from  her  own  at  home. 

The  very  books  and  all  transported  there. 

The  leafy  tapestry,  and  the  crimson  chair, 

The  lute,  the  glass  that  told  the  shedding  hours. 

The  little  um  of  silver  for  the  flowers. 

The  frame  for  'broidering,  with  a  piece  half  done, 

Amd  the  white  falcon,  basking^  in  the  son, 

nho,  when  he  saw  her,  sidled  on  his  stand. 

And  twhied  his  neek  against  her  trembling  hand ; 

Bat  what  had  touched  her  nearest  was  the  thought 

That  if  'twere  destined  for  her  to  be  brought 

To  a  sweet  mother's  bed,  the  joy  would  be 

Giovanni's  too,  and  his  her  family. 

He  seemed  already  father  of  her  child. 

And  on  the  nestling  pledge  in  patient  joy  she  smiled. 
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Yet  then  a  pang  would  cross  her,  and  the  red 

In  either  downward  cheek  startle  and  spread. 

To  think  that  he  who  was  to  have  snch  part 

In  joys  like  these  had  never  shared  her  heart ; 

Bat  back  she  chased  it  with  a  sigh  austere. 

And  did  she  chance  at  times  like  these  to  hear 

Her  husband's  footstep,  she  would  haste  the  more. 

And  with  a  double  smile  open  the  door. 

And  hope  his  day  had  worn  a  happy  face ; 

Ask  how  his  soldiers  pleased  him,  or  the  chase, 

Or  what  new  court  had  sent  to  win  his  sovereign  grace.** 


[Oct. 


The  opening  lines»  it  is  true,  suggest 
rather  an  English  than  an  Italian  pic- 
ture ;  and  we  can  ima^ne  some  objec- 
tions to  the  subtilizing  spirit  in  which 
the  bride  imagines  a  future  in  which 
her  home  is  to  be  rendered  less  irk- 
some. But  such  lines,  once  forming 
a  part  of  a  popular  poem,  ought  not  to 
have  been  omitted ;  and  we  cannot  but 
think,  that  whether  Hunt's  first  story 
of  Rimini  could  be  reconciled  with  the 
narratiye  given  by  the  commentators 
on  Dante  or  not,  it  oueht  to  have  re- 
mained unaltered.  The  poem  is  now 
before  us  in  two  forms :  one,  Moxon*s 
octavo  edition  of  1832,  and  the  other, 
the  little  book  published  in  1846 — the 
first  in  every  respect  the  best,  though 
inferior,  or  our  memory  strangely  de- 
ceives us,  to  the  poem  as  printed  in 
1814  or  1815.  These  changes  in  pub- 
Ibhed  poetry  are  always  unpleasant  to 
the  reader  whose  acquaintance  has 
been  formed  with  a  work  in  its  first 
state.  In  the  case  of  Rimini,  some  of 
the  alterations  seem  made  in  order  to 
render  the  story  more  consistent  with 
the  story  of  Francesca,  in  Dante.  This 
was  unwise.  Leigh  Hunt  had  the 
same  right  as  a  Greek  poet  would  have 
to  vary  the  characters  of  Medea  or 
Helena,  or  shape  the  cloud  of  tradition 
into  whatever  forms  most  suited  his 
own  purposes ;  and,  even  with  this 
view,  the  proof  that  his  original  concep- 
tion is  not  inconsistent  with  Dante's  tale 
is,  that  when  Hunt  first  wrote  his  poem, 
it  was  Dante's  story  be  meant  to  tell. 
For  ourselves,  we  think  he  would  have 
done  well  not  to  have  troubled  himself, 
as  he  does  in  the  altered  poem,  with 
making  a  lame  hunchback  of  the  un- 
fortunate husband.  It  happens  that 
no  English  translation  gives  any  thing 
like  a  true  representation  of  the  passage 
in  Dante  on  which  the  poem  is  founded. 
Gary  has  failed ;  so  has  Lord  Byron  ; 
and  so — if  he  were  not  prime  minister 
of  England,  we  should  say — has  Lord 
John  Russell.  Merivale  has,  perhaps, 
gone  nearest  to  succeeding,  and  yet  he 


has  plainly  mistaken  the  meaning  of 
the  original — where  the  original  de- 
scribes the  colour  as  leaving  Francesca's 
cheek,  he  represents  her  as  blushing. 
We  have  not  seen  Wright's  transla- 
tion of  the  passage,  nor  is  Mr.  Shan- 
non's before  us,  though  we  believe  the 
passage  is  amone  the  specimens  which 
he  has  published  of  a  new  translation 
of  the  Divine  Comedy,  in  the  measure 
of  the  original.  A  commentary  on 
Dante  was  published  some  years  ago 
by  Mr.  Taafe,  in  which  there  are  some 
notes  on  the  passage,  which  go  far  to 
show  that  the  meaning  of  the  original 
is  so  unfixed,  or  rather  that  the  story 
indicated  is  so  obscurely  alluded  to, 
that  even  greater  changes  than  any 
Mr.  Hunt  had  ventured  on  were  quite 
consistent  with  all  that  can  be  found 
in  the  text  of  the  poet.  When  Mr. 
Hunt  reprints  his  poem,  we  trust  that 
be  will  give  it  as  originally  written, 
omitting  or  slightly  abridging  a  few 
unimportant  lines,  and,  if  he  feel  it  de- 
sirable, adding,  as  variations  in  notes 
or  otherwise,  his  recent  changes ;  but 
let  him  feel  assured  that  the  first  form 
of  the  poem  is  the  true  one.  In  such  new 
edition  of  his  poems  we  trust  also  to 
see  the"  Nymphs,"  and  the  wonderfid 
translation  from  Catullus — still  omit- 
ting or  altering  a  line  or  two — which  we 
find  in  his  volume  entitled  "  Foliage." 
It  really  is  too  bad,  this  sort  of  abridg- 
ment. Mr.  Moxon,  who  has  called 
his  half-crown  volume  *'  Leigh  Hunt's 
Poetical  Works,"  is  in  honour  bound 
to  give  us  a  second  volume,  printing 
the  poems  we  have  mentioned,  and 
printing  also  the  prefaces  to  the  seve- 
ral editions.  The  book,  we  have  little 
doubt,  would  be,  even  in  the  book- 
sellers' sense  of  the  word,  successful. 

But  we  are  forgetting  our  proper 
business,  which  is  a  review  of  "  Men, 
Women,  and  Books." 

Among  the  writers  for  our  periodi- 
cals for  the  last  thirty  or  forty  years, 
Leigh  Hunt  has  been  one  of  the  most 
indefatigable.^Hi.t.^^o^^,.^,pe.r 
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to  be  a  laborious  one.  A  man  must 
often  write,  whether  he  wills  it  or  not 
— must  often  deal  with  subjects  to 
which  he  is  scarcely  competent,  and  in 
which  he  must,  to  his  own  gpreat  dis- 
content, be  satisfied  with  communicat- 
ing such  surface  knowledge  as  he  can 
rapidly  acquire.  If  his  heart  be  in 
any  particular  subject,  instead  of  al- 
lowing his  thoughts  to  become  gra- 
dually matured,  he  is  obliged  to  allow 
them  to  be  torn  down,  crude  and  un- 
ripe. If  he  lives  among  books,  it  can 
be  scarcely  said  that  he  lives  as  a  stu- 
dent, for  with  all  the  sympathies  which, 
if  he  be  wise,  he  seeks  to  form  with 
current  literature,  he  is  apt  to  feel 
each  new  book  an  interruption  rather 
than  an  assistance.  It  comes  with  an 
express  or  implied  obligation  of  making 
some  effort  to  read  it ;  if  within  the 
line  of  his  studies,  he  is,  perhaps,  ex- 
pected to  write  some  account  of  it — a 
hard  task  often — more  especially  when 
the  book,  as  must  most  often  be  the 
case,  can  be  of  no  permanent  value. 
We  really  can  scarce  imagine  how  the 
mind  should  not  break  down  under 
task-work  of  the  kind ;  but  Hunt  is 
uniformly  cheerful, — always  lively, — 
often  original.  He  is,  perhaps,  our 
most  graceful  living  essayist. 

The  essays  in  these  volumes  are 
from  the  Edinburgh  and  Westminster 
Reviews,  and  from  the  leading  maga- 
zines— the  magazine  papers  being  ra- 
ther better  than  those  from  the  re- 
views. We  wish  he  had  given  the 
date  of  each  paper,  and  stated  distinct- 
ly in  what  publication  it  first  appeared. 
The  date  would,  in  some  instances, 
have  fixed  his  meaning,  which  is  now 
very  often  doubtftil,  from  the  want  of 
such  landmarks. 

The  volumes  open  with  a  paper 
called  "  Fiction  and  Matter  of  Fact." 
The  poets  and  the  philosophers,  it 
would  seem,  are  at  loggerheads ;  or 
rather,  the  philosophers  unreasonably 
fall  out  with  the  poets.  Locke — Hunt 
tells  us — regards  Blackmoreas  a  genius 
of  the  same  order  with  Homer.  New- 
ton thinks  poetry  to  be  no  better  than 
<' ingenious  nonsense."  Leigh  Hunt 
overstates  Locke's  opinion  of  Black- 
more.  A  passage  in  one  of  Black- 
roore's  proraces,  in  which  he  speaks 
depreciatingly  of  philosophical  hypo- 
theses, appears  to  have  been  mention- 
ed to  him  by  Molyneux,  and  to  have 
been  praised  by  him  as  it  deserves. 
In  the  correspondence  between  Locke 


and  Molyneux,  a  paragraph  of  a  letter 
of  Locke's,  in  reply  to  one  of  Moly- 
neux's,  commences  with  the  words 

"  I  shall,  when  I  see  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore,  discourse  him  as  you  desire. 
There  is,  I  with  pleasure  find,  a  strange 
harmony  throaehoat  between  your 
thoughts  and  mme.  I  have  always 
thought  that  laying  down  and  building 
upon  hypotheses  has  been  one  of  the 
great  hmdrances  of  natural  knowledge; 
and  I  see  your  notions  agree  with  mine 
in  it :  and  though  I  have  a  great  regard 
for  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  on  several 
accounts,  yet  there  is  nothing  has  given 
me  a  greater  esteem  of  him  than  what 
he  says  about  hypotheses  in  medicine, 
in  his  preface  to  King  Arthur,  which  is 
an  argument  to  me  that  he  understands 
the  right  method  of  practising  physic,^*  &c. 

Not  one  word  from  which  it  can  be 
•inferred  that  he  ever  read  one  line 
of  his  friend's  poetry.  In  another  let- 
ter we  find  similar  language,  in  which 
the  praise  is  still  confined  to  Sir 
Richard's  prefaces,  as  far  as  it  is  any- 
thing more  than  mere  words  of  ordi- 
nary courtesy-. 

**  Though  Sir  Richard's  vein  in  poe- 
try," he  says,  **is  what  every  body 
must  allow  him  to  have  an  extraordi- 
nary talent  in,  and  though  with  you  I 
exceedingly  value  his  first  preface,  yet 
I  must  own  to  you  there  was  nothing  I 
so  much  admired  him  for  as  for  what  he 
says  of  hypotheses  in  his  last.  It  seems 
so  right,  and  yet  is  so  much  out  of  the 
way  of  ordinary  writers  and  practition- 
ers in  that  faculty,  that  it  shows  as 
^reat  a  stren^h  and  penetration  of 
judgment,  as  his  poetry  has  showed 
flights  of  fancy,  and  therefore  I  am  very 
glad  to  find  in  you  the  same  thoughts  of 
It." 

The  prefaces,  then,  to  Blackmore*8 
poems  seem,  after  all,  the  chief  sub- 
jects of  the  letters  between  Molyneux 
and  Locke.  We  are  more  anxious  to 
exhibit  this  point  as  it  truly  is,  because 
the  view  which  has  misled  Mr.  Hunt 
is  repeatedly  presented  in  extracts 
from  these  letters.  The  mistake  has 
originated,  we  believe,  with  Mickle, 
the  translator  of  the  Lusiad,  who 
quotes  part  of  the  first  paragraph  that 
we  have  given  from  Locke,  leading 
the  reader  to  imagine  that  Locke 
expressed  entire  agreement  with  Mo- 
lyneux's  estimate  of  Sir  Richard's 
poetry,  instead  of  assenting  to  what 
Molyneux  had  said  of  Sir  Richard's 
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disinclination  to  philosophical  hypo- 
theses. Molyneux's  own  praise  of 
Blackmore  is  not  higher  than  that  of 
Addison^  who  speaks  of  a  poem  of  his^ 
and  this^  too>  in  a  paper  on  '^  Paradise 
Lost>"  as  "  one  of  the  most  noble  pro- 
ductions in  our  English  verse.  The 
reader,"  he  adds,  "  cannot  but  be 
pleased  to  find  the  depths  of  philoso- 
phy enlivened  with  all  the  charms  of 
poetry,  and  to  see  so  great  a  strength 
of  reason  amidst  so  beautiful  a  redun- 
dancy of  imagination.*'*  Had  Locke 
praised  an  indifferent  poem,  which  it 
does  not  appear  that  he  did,  it  would 
not  have  proved  that  he  thought  its 
author  equal  to  Homer.  It  would 
only  have  proved  his  having  more  to- 
lerance for  indifferent  writers  than 
they  deserved;  or,  if  we  were  in  a 
mood  to  speculate  on  the  matter,  we 
might  fancy  that  his  own  imagination 
supplied — as  a  lover^s  sometimes  will- 
charms  that  another  could  not  see. 
But  read  the  letters  themselves,  and 
you  will  see  there  is  no  foundation  for 
the  supposition  on  which  Mr.  Hunt's 
illustration,  as  far  as  Locke  is  a  part 
of  it,  rests.  In  Locke's  "  Essay  on 
Education,"  he  speaks  with  scorn  of  the 
class  of  persons  whom  Milton  has  call- 
ed trencher-poets,  and  warns  pa- 
rents against  encouraging  in  their 
children  a  passion  likely  to  make  them 
bid  defiance  to  all  other  callings  or 
business,  and  to  render  them  dissolute 
and  despicable.  He  discourages  what 
was  then,  and  is  now,  too  great  a  part 
.of  school  education — the  writing  of 
Latin  verses;  and  he  intimates  the 
dangers,  which  every  father  must  feel, 
of  leading  children  to  cultivate  the 
art  of  poetry,  by  considerations,  the 
truth  of  which  the  greatest  poets  will 
be  the  first  to  feel,  namely,  that  it  re- 
quires the  devotion  of  the  whole  pow- 
ers, and  is  inconsistent  with  due  atten- 
tion to  any  other  object  of  pursuit. 
"  But  yet,"  he  adds — and  the  addition 
looks  like  that  of  a  man  who  knew 
what  poetrv  was,  and  who  would  not 
have  used  Homer's  name  as  lightly  as 
Mr.  Hunt  represents  him — "but  yet 
if  any  one  will  think  poetry  a  desirable 
quality  in  his  son,  and  that  the  study 
of  it  would  raise  his  fancy  and  his 
parts,  he  must  needs  yet  confess  that 
to  that  end  reading  the  excellent  Greek 
and  Roman  poets  is  of  more  use  than 


making  bad  verses  of  his  own  in  a  lan- 
guage not  his  own.*' 

We  cannot  think  this  different  in 
spirit  from  the  language  of  Milton,  in 
his  Tractate  on  Education,  when  speak- 
ing of  Poetry  as  the  completion  of  bis 
pupils'  studies  :-* 

"  To  which  (vis.,  logic  and  rhetoric) 
poetry  would  be  made  subsequent,  or. 
mdeed,  rather  precedent,  as  being  less 
subtle  and  fine,  but  more  simple,  sen- 
suous, and  passionate.  I  mean  not  here 
the  prosody  of  a  verse,  which  they  could 
not  but  have  hit  on  before  among  the  rudi- 
ments of  grammar,  but  that  sublime  art 
which — ^in  Aristotle's  poetics,  in  Horace 
and  the  Italian  commentaries  of  Castle- 
vetro,  Tasso,  Mazsoni,  and  others — 
teaches  what  the  laws  are  of  a  true  epic 

{>oem,  what  of  a  dramatic,  what  of  a 
yrio,  what  decorum  is,  which  is  the 
grand  masterpiece  to  observe.  This 
would  make  them  soon  perceive  what  des- 
picable creatures  our  common  rhymers 
and  play  writers  be,  and  show  them 
what  religious,  what  glorious  and  mag- 
nificent use  might  be  made  of  poetry 
both  in  divine  and  human  things. 

Of  Locke,  and  yet  more  of  Newton, 
with  their  habitusd  study  of  the  Scrip- 
tures— of  Newton  more  especially,  who 
loved  the  books  of  the  prophets — we 
find  it  impossible  to  think  in  any  other 
spirit  than  as  of  men  who  felt  and  ac- 
knowledged poetry  in  its  highest  forms 
— if,  indeed,  the  intensity  of  thoi^t 
demanded  by  their  peculiar  contenopla- 
tions  is  not  to  be  reg^ded  as  an  exercise 
of  the  same  faculties,  and  in  the  same 
way  as  that  which  tasked  the  spuit  of 
Milton,  however  different  their  lan- 
guage of  communication  to  men.  Locke 
was  on  his  guard  against  being  deceived 
by  the  deceptive  analogies  that  lurk  in 
language  ;  and  the  subject  of  his  great 
work  is,  to  free  others  from  a  tyranny 
which  the  poet — if  his  combinations  of 
thought  were  to  be  regarded  as  perma- 
nent— would  but  perpetuate.  The  mis- 
take is  that  of  confusing  the  outward 
body  of  poetry  with  its  inner  life.  Of  this 
latter  there  was  as  much  in  Locke  as  in 
any  other  man  that  ever  lived ;  and  of 
the  former  it  is  impossible  to  remem- 
ber many  passages  of  the  *'  Essay  on  the 
Human  Understanding,"  without  feel- 
ing that  Locke  had  had  as  much  as  most 
men  to  watch  against  fanciful  illus- 
trations, supplied  by  a  nund  of  gi>g^l*y 
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activity.  Locke  was  saved  from  what 
is  ordinarilv  called  poetry  by  a  higher 
exercise  of  the  philosophical  faculty. 
Read  Locke's  early  letters  ;*  how  play- 
ful his  descriptious  of  the  scenes  wit- 
nessed in  his  travels.  Remember  his 
life  among  trees  and  in  gardens^his 
love  of  children — the  honest  affection- 
ate heart,  the  youth  of  feeling  surviv- 
ing to  theMast.  Remark  the  pas- 
sages in  the  immortal  essay^f  in  which 
his^afiTections  break  in,  as  it  were>  against 
his  will,  and  then  deny,  if  vou  will  and 
can,  his  mental  power-^for  to  this  it 
really  comes — because  he  seeks  rather 
to  dispel  than  evoke  the  twilight  phan- 
toms of  a  less  healthy  or  a  less  manly 
state  of  mind  than  that  to  which  he  has 
attained,  and  to  which,  very  much 
through  the  aid  which  his  works  afford 
to  successive  generations,  society — 
poet  and  proser  alike — is  in  progress. 
Such  expressions,  supposing  them 
authentic,  as  Mr.  Hunt  quotes  as 
those  of  Newton,  really  prove  no- 
thing. We  have  no  doubt  that  quite 
as  strong  would  be  found  in  Words- 
worth or  Coleridge,  when  exposing  the 
motley  character  of  the  dialect  which 
poetry  every  now  and  then  has  chosen 
to  assume,  and  the  false  associations 
implied  in  what  has  been  called  poeti- 
cal language.  We  have  dwelt  too  long 
on  this ;  but  while  there  is  some  skill 
in  the  way  in  which  Mr.  Hunt  would 
solve  the  difficulty  of  the  philosophers 
and  the  poets  being  at  war,  we  would 
respectfully  ask  for  some  better  evi- 
dence than  has  been  given  of  such  be- 
ing the  fact.  With  Mr.  Hunt  we  can 
scarcely  say  that  we  agree  or  that  we 
differ  in  what  he  says  about  either 
"  Fiction"  or  «  Matter  of  Fact ;"  for 
each  word  shifts  its  meaning  in  every 
successive  sentence.  <' Matter  of  Fact" 
seems  to  be  substituted  by  him  for  what 
other  men  would  call  science;  and 
when  we  have  sought  to  fasten  on  this 
as  its  meaning,  lo  I  Proteus  has  al- 
ready escaped : — 

«  There  are  two  worlds :  the  world 
that  we  can  measure  with  line  and  rule, 
and  the  world  that  we  feel  with  our 


hearts  and  ^ima^'nations.  To  be  sen- 
sible of  the' truth  of  only  one  of  these, 
is  to  know  truth  but  by  halves.  Milton 
said,  that  he  "  dared  be  known  to  think 
Spenser  a  better  teacher  than  Scotus 
or  Aquinas.*'  He^lid  not  say  than  Plato 
or  Pythagoras,  who  understood  the  two 
spheres  within  our  reach.  Both  of 
these,  and  Milton  himself,  were  as  great 
lovers  of  physical  and  political  truth  as 
any  men;  but  they  knew  that  it  was 
not  all;  they  felt  much  beyond,  and 
they  made  experiments  upon  more.  It 
is  doubted  by  the  critics  whether  Chau- 
cer's delight  in  the  handlhig  of  flotlons, 
or  in  the  detection  and  scrutiny  of  a 
piece  of  truth,  was  the  greater.  Chau- 
cer was  a  conscientious  reformer,  whioh 
is  a  man  who  has  a  passion  for  truth ; 
and  so  was  Milton.  So,  in  his  way,  was 
Ariosto  himself,  and  indeed  most  great 
poets;  part  of  the  very  perfection  of 
their  art,  which  is  veri-similitude,  being 
closely  connected  with  their  sense  of 
truth  in  all  things.  But  it  is  not  neces- 
sary to  be  g^at,  in  order  to  possess  a 
reasonable  variety  of  perception.  That 
nobody  may  despair  of  being  able  to  in- 
dulge the  two  passions  together,  I  can 
answer  for  them  by  my  own  experience. 
I  can  pass,  with  as  much  pleasure  as 
ever,  from  the  reading  of  one  of  Hume's 
Essays  to  that  of  the  Arabian  Nights, 
and  vice  versa ;  and  I  think  the  longer  I 
live,  the  closer,  if  possible,  will  the  union 
grow.  The  roads  are  found  to  ap- 
proach nearer,  in  proportion  as  we  ad- 
vance upon  either,  ana  they  both  termi- 
nate in  the  same  prospect.^ 

In  a  note  Mr.  Hunt  tells  that  his 
prophecy  with  respect  to  himself  has 
been  fulfilled  :— 

"It  has  done  so.  This  Essay ^was 
written  in  the  year  1824;  and  within 
the  last  few  years  I  have  bad  the  plea- 
sure of  reading  (besides  poets)^  three 
different  histories  of  Philosophy,  histories 
of  Rome  and  England,  some  of  the  phi- 
losophy q£  Hume  himself,  much  of  Abra- 
ham Tucker's,  all  the  novels  of  Fielding 
and  Smollett  (including  Gil  Bias),  tuir. 
Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  Don  Quixote,*a 
heap  of  English  Memoirs,  and  the  whole 
of  tne  romances  of  Mrs.  Badcliffe. 

How  are  we  to  understand  this? 
Are  not  these  histories  of  philosophy. 


*  See  Lord  Ring's  Life  of  Locke. 

t  See  *<  Essay  on  Human  Understandmg,"  book  ii  section  10 ;  and  read  New- 
ton's language  hi  familiar  conversation :  **  I  do  not  know  what  I  may  appear  to  the 
world ;  but  to  myself  I  seem  to  have  been  only  like  a  boy  playing  on  the  sea-shore, 
and  diverting^  myself,  now  and  then  finding  a  smoother  peoble  or  prettier  shell  than 
ordinary,  wmlst  the  great  ocean  of  truth  lay  all  undiscovered  before  jne."— .^reto- 

tet^M  Lift  of  Newton,  p.  338.  Digitized  by  VjOOglC 
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nay/  ''this  philosophy  of  Hume  him- 
self," as  much  fiction  as  the  Arabian 
Nights  ?  We  give  it  up,  and  we  are 
rewarded  for  doing  so  ;  for  Mr.  Hunt 
closes  the  discussion  with  something 
better  than  any  philosophical  disqui- 
nUon. 

"Little  Tom  Tucker 
Ate  white  bread  and  butter ; 
And  how  did  he  cut  it  ? 
"Without  e'er  a  knife." 

And  we  think  our  author  was  wise  in 
following  his  czamjdey  instead  of  twist- 
ing and  untwisting  Abraham  Tucker's 
xnetap^sio  rope.  Our  author  cuts 
the  dimcultj,  without  e'er  a  knife,  by 
an  apologue  worth  more  than  all  the 
metaphysics  he  is  ever  likely  to 
write :— 

"Take,"  says  he,  "the  following 
Apologue: — ^During  a  wonderful  pe- 
riod of  the  world,  the  kinffs  of  the  earth 
leagued  themselves  togeUier  to  destroy 
all  opposition;  to  root  out,  if  they  could, 
the  very  thoughts  of  mankind.  Inqui- 
sition was  made  for  blood.  The  ears  of 
the  grovelling  lay  in  wait  for  every 
murmur.  •  On  a  sudden,   daring   this 

treat  hour  of  danger,  there  arose  in  a 
undred  parts  of  the  world,  a  cry,  to 
which  the  cry  of  the  Blatant  Beast  was 
a  whisper.  It  proceeded  from  the  won- 
derful multiplication  of  an  extraordinary 
creature,  which  had  already  turned  the 
cheeks  of  the  tyrants  pallid.  It  groan- 
ed and  it  grew  loud ;  it  spoke  with  a 
hundred  tongues;  it  grew  fervidly  on 
the  ear,  like  the  noise  of  millions  of 
wheels.  And  the  sound  of  millions  of 
wheels  was  in  it,  together  with  other 
marvellous  and  aw^  noises.  There 
was  the  sharpeninfir  of  swords,  the  bray- 
ing of  trumpets,  Uie  neighing  of  war- 
horses,  the  laughter  of  solenm  yoices, 
the  rushing  by  of  lights,  the  movement 
of  impatient  feet,  a  tread  as  if  the  world 
were  coming.  And  ever  and  anon  there 
were  pauses  with  "  a  still  small  voice," 
which  made  a  trembling  in  the  nic'ht- 
time.  But  still  the  glowing  sound  of 
the  wheels  renewed  itself;  gathering 
early  towards  the  morning.  And  when 
you  came  u^  to  one  of  these  creatures, 
you  saw,  with  fear  and  reverence,  its 
miehty  conformation,  being  like  wheels 
inoeed,  and  a  great  vapour.  And  ever 
and  anon  the  vapour  boiled,  and  the 
wheels  went  rolling,  and  the  creature 


threw  out  of  its  mouth  visible  words, 
that  fell  into  the  air  by  millions,  and 
spoke  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the 
earth.  And  the  nations  (for  it  was  a 
loving  though  a  fearful  thing)  fed  upon 
its  words  like  the  air  they  breathed : 
and  the  monarchs  paused,  for  they  knew 
theur  masters." 

Thus  in  the  language  of  fiction  he 
records  the  great  fact  of  printing  by 
steam*  and  expresses  his  view  of  its 
effects  on  the  destinies  of  mankind.  In 
a  fine  poem,  addressed  to  the  author 
of  ''  Ion,"  the  same  trun  of  thought 
is  still  more  forcibly  pursued : — 

**  Fine  age  is  ours,  and  marvellous— 

setting  free 
Hopes  that  were  bending   into   grey 

despairs. 
Winnowing  iron  like  chaff,  outspeoding 

the  airs — 
Conquering  with  smoky  flag  the  winds 

at  sea ; 
Flinging  from  thunderous  wheels,  im- 
measurably, 
Knowledge  like  daily  light :  so  that  man 

stares. 
Planet-struck  with  his  work-day  world, 

nor  dares 
Repeat  the  old  babble  of  what  'shall 

never  be.* 
A  great  |;ood  age  1— Greatest  and  best 

is  this, — 
That  it  strikes  dumb  the  old  anti-creeds, 

which  parted 
Man  from  the  child — ^prosperity  from 

the  bliss 
Of  faith  in  good — and  toil  of  wealth  on- 
thwarted 
From  leisure  crowned  with  bay,  such  as 

thine  is, 
TalfourdI — a  lawyer  prosperous    and 

young-hearted." 

There  is  a  poem  of  Hunt's,  in  which 
this  business  of  Matter  of  Fact  and 
Fiction  is  more  intelligibly  discussed 
than  in  this  essay.  We  wish  ex- 
ceedingly that  we  could  print  the 
whole  poem,  but  must  confine  our- 
selves to  the  passage  directly  illustra- 
tive of  our  immedmte  subject.  Not  to 
print  this  passage  would  be  injustice 
to  Mr.  Hunt,  for  the  argument  which 
he  imperfecUy  stated  in  the  passage 
we  have  quoted,  is  distinctly  expressed 
in  these  beautiftd  verses.^  It  is  from 
a  poem  styled  "  Our  Cottage"  :— 


"  Custom  itself  is  an  old  friend  with  us ; 

Though  change  we  make  a  friend,  too,  if  it  come 

To  better  custom ;  nay,  to  bury  him, 

Provided  son!  be  gone.  «nd  it  be  done     ^^^^^^  ^^  GoOgk 
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Rey'rently  aad  kindly ;  and  we  then  install 
His  son,  or  set  a  new  one  in  his  place  ; 
For  all  eood  honest  customs,  from  all  lands. 
Find  welcome  here — seats  bailt  up  in  old  elms 
From  France ;  and  eyening  dances  on  the  green ; 
And  serrants  (home's  inhabiting  strangers)  turn'd 
To  zealous  friends  ;  and  gipsy  meals,  whose  smoke 
Warms  houseless  glades ;  and  the  good  bout  Chinese 
At  pen  and  ink,  in  rhyming  summer  bow'rs. 
Tempered  with  pleasant  penalties  of  wine. 
The  yillaffers  loye  us ;  and  on  Sabbath-days 
(Such  lu^  is  ours,  and  round  harmonious  life) 
In  an  old,  ivied  church  (which  God  preserve, 
And  make  a  mark  for  ever  of  the  loye 
That  by  mild  acquiescence  bears  all  chane^e 
And  keeps  all  bettered  good  1)  no  priest  like  ours 
Utters  such  Christian  love,  so  final  sweet. 
So  fit  for  audience  in  those  flowery  dells. 
Not  a  youn^  heart  feels  strange,  nor  old  misgives : 
Ton  scarcely  can  help  thinking  that  the  sound 
Must  pierce  with  sweetness  to  the  very  graves. 

But  mark — ^not  the  whole  week  do  we  pass  thus, — 

No,  nor  whole  day.    Heav'n,  for  ease*  sake,  forbid  I 

Half  of  the  day  (and  half  of  that  might  serve. 

Were  all  the  world  actiye,  and  just  as  we) 

Is  mixed  with  the  gpreat  throng,  playine  its  part 

Of  toil  and  pain ;  we  could  not  relish  else 

Our  absolute  comfort ;  nay,  should  almost  fear 

Heay'n  counted  us  not  worthy  to  partake 

The  common  load  with  its  great  hopes  for  all. 

But  held  us  flimsy  triflers — gnats  i'  the  sun — 

Made  but  for  play»  and  so  to  die,  unheay'n'd. 

Oh,  hard  we  work,  and  carefully  we  think. 

And  much  we  suffer  I  but  the  line  bein?  drawn 

'Twixt  work  and  our  earth's  heav'n,  wdl  do  we  draw  it, 

Sudden,  and  sharp,  and  sweet ;  and  in  an  instant 

Are  borne  away,  like  knights  to  fairy  isles. 

And  close  our  gates  behind  us  on  the  world. 

'  And  where  (cries  some  one)  is  this  blessed  spot  ? 
May  I  behold  it?    May  I  gain  admittance  T 

Yes,  with  a  thought  ;^<X8  we  do. 

*  Woe  is  me  I 
Then  no  such  place  exists !' 

None  such  to  us, 
Except  in  thought ;  but  that~-< 

*  Is  true  as  fiction?' 

Aye,  true  as  tears  or  smiles  that  fiction  makes, 

Waking  the  ready  heaven  in  men's  eyes ; — 

True  as  effect  to  cause ; — true  as  the  hours 

You  spend  in  joy,  while  sitting  at  a  play. 

Is  there  no  truth  in  those  ^    Or  was  your  heart 

Happier  before  you  went  there  ?    On,  if  rich 

In  what  you  deem  life's  only  solid  goods. 

Think  what  unjoyous  blanks  ey'n  those  would  be, 

Were  fancy's  light  smitten  from  out  your  world. 

With  all  its  colourings  of  your  prides,  your  g^ins. 

Your  yery  toys  and  tea-cups — nothing  left 

But  what  you  touch,  and  not  what  touches  you. 

The  wise  are  often  rich  in  little  else. 

The  rich,  if  wise,  count  it  their  gold  of  gold. 

Say,  is  it  not  so,  thou  who  art  both  rich 

In  the  world's  eye,  and  wise  in  solitude's, — 

Stoneleigh's  poetic  lord,  whose  gentle  name 

No  echo  granted  at  the  font  to  mine, 

I  trust,  shall  haye  made  ruder.    What  would'f  t  oare^^  ^ 

O  Leigh,  for  all  the  wooden  matter-o'-fact  Digitized  by  VjOOQIc 
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Of  all  thine  oaks,  depriv'd  of  what  thy  muse 

Can  do  to  wake  their  old  oracnlar  breath. 

Or  whisper,  with  their  patriarch  looks,  of  hearen  ? 

Lo !  Southwood  Smith,  physician  of  mankind, 

Bringer  uf  light  and  air  to  the  rich  poor 

Of  the  next  age : — he,  when  in  real  woods 

He  rests  the  mildest  energy  alive. 

Scorns  not  these  fancied  ones,  but  hails  and  loyes 

A  Tision  of  the  dawn  of  bis  own  world. 

Horace  Smith,  lol  rare  componnd,  skilled  alike 

In  worldly  g^aln  and  its  unworldliest  use : 

He  prospers  in  the  throng,  makes  fact  his  slave, 

Then  leads  a  life  with  fiction  and  good  deeds. 

Lo !  Bulwer,  genios  in  the  thick  of  fame, 

With  smiles  of  thrones,  and  echoes  from  the  Rhine, 

He  too  extends  his  gronnds  to  Fairy-land, 

And  while  his  neighoours  think  they  see  him  looking 

Hard  at  themselves,  is  in  Armorica, 

Feasting  with  lovers  in  enchanted  bowers. 

Lo !  Jeffrey  the  fine  wit,  the  judge  revered. 

The  man  belov'd,  what  spirit  invokes  he 

To  make  his  hasty  moments  of  repose 

Richest  and  farthest  off  ?— The  Muse  of  Keats, 

One  of  the  inmost  dwellers  in  the  core 

Of  the  wild  woods,  when  Nymnhs  and  Graces  liv'd, — 

Where  stilt  they  live,  to  eyes,  like  their's,  divine. 

Fancy 's  the  wealth  of  wealth,  the  toiler's  hope, 
The  ^oor  man's  piecer-out ;  the  art  of  Nature, 
Painting  her  landscapes  twice ;  the  spirit  of  fact, 
As  matter  is  the  body ;  the  pure  gift 
Of  heav'n  to  poet  and  to  child ;  which  he 
Who  retains  most  in  manhood,  being  a  man 
In  all  things  fitting  else,  is  most  a  man  j 
Because  he  wants  no  human  faculty. 
Nor  loses  one  sweet  taste  of  the  sweet  world.** 

It  happens  curiously  that  in  a  volume  You  find  him  wandering,  or  need  the 

which  we  have  been  reading  within  a  aid  of  other  Terrors  to  subdue  him.     / 

few  days ^«« Friends  in  Council;  Book  am,  alone,  confosbn  to  him.'    And  all 

First,"*  an  essay  on  Fiction  also  con-  ^^%  assemblage  bowed  before  the  mist, 

dudes  with  an  apologue,  intended,  like  ^^  ™?^«  ^^  ^^S,  and  set  it  on  the 

\M     xj     *»       --«  :iu,o*»»«:^»  ^r  *i^^  brow  ot  many  a  mountam,  where,  when 

Mr.  Hunt  s,  as  an  lustration  of  the  .^  j^  ^^^  ^^j^^  ^^^  .^       '  j^  ^^J^  3^ 

views  presented  m  the  essay.    The  vo-  ^  ^j^j^  ^       ^  ^ 

lume  is  "  A  series  of  readings  and  dis-         «»  Dunsfobd Well,  I  like  that  fabl«, 

course  thereon ;"  and  in  a  lively  con-  only  I  am  not  quite  clear  about  the 

versation  on  Fiction  and  Truth,  one  of  meaning. 

the  interlocutors  communicates  a  Fable         **  Ellesmebe. — You   had  no  doubt 

which  he  has  lately  invented : —  about  mine. 

*' DuMSFOBD. — Is  the  mist  calumny, 

*'  MiLVBRTON. — There  was  a  gather-  Milverton? 
ing  together  of  creatures  hurtful  and         "  Ellbsxbrb — No,  prejudice,  I  am 

terrible  to  man,   to  name  their   king.  sure. 

Blight,  mildew,  darkness,  mighty  waves,  "DairsFOBD.— Familiarity  with  the 
fierce  winds,  Will-o'-Uie-wisps,  and  things  around  us,  obscuring  know- 
shadows  of  grim  objects,  told  fearfully  ledge  ? 

their  doings  and  preferred  their  claims,         "  Milybrtom. — I  would   rathernot 

none    prevailing.     But  when   evening  explain.    Each  of  you  may  make  your 

came  on,  a  thin  mist  curled  itself  up,  own  fable  of  it. 

derisively,  amidst  the  assemblage,  and         **  Ditmbfobd Well,  if  ever  I  make 

said,  *  I  gather  round  a  man  going  to  a   fable,  it  shall  be  one  of  the  old- 

his  own  home  over  paths  made  by  his  fashioned  sort,    vrlth  animals  for'  the 

daily   footsteps ;   and  he   becomes    at  speakers,  and  a  good  easy  moral, 
once  helpless  and  tame  as  a  cMd.    The  *'  Ellbsmbbb. — Not  a  thing  requiring 

lights,  meant  to  assist  him«  then  l>etray.  the  notes  of  seven  German  metaphysu 
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dam.  I  must  go  and  talk  a  little  to  my 
firiendfl,  the  trees,  and  see  if  I  can  get 
any  explanation  from  them.  It  is  tam- 
ing out  a  beautiful  day  after  all.  not- 
withstanding my  praise  of  its  solidity." 
—p.  99,  100. 

Mr.  Hunt's  introductory  essay  is  fol- 
lowed by  three  or  four  papers,  in  which 
the  leading  thought  is  the  same.  The 
*'  Disasters  of  Carfington  Blundell  "-^ 
"Jack  Abbott's  Breakfast,  &c."  Blun- 
dell  is  a  middle-aged  dandy,  poor  and 
stingy ;  and  his  efforts  to  save  coach- 
hire,  in  going  to  dine  at  a  friend's, 
are  the  source  of  a  good  many  calami- 
ties and  vexations.  Jack  Abbott  is  to 
breakfast  from  home  ;  his  host  has 
forgotten  all  about  the  invitation.  Ab- 
bott's first  disappointment,  and  several 
attempts  to  remedy  it  through  the  day, 
are  tediously  told ;  and  while  we  think 
these  stories  may  have  been,  perhaps, 
amusing  enough  as  a  relief  from  politics 
in  some  newspaper  some  quarter  of  a 
century  ago,  we  wish  their  place  in  these 
volumes  had  been  filled  with  something 
more  thoughtful  and  serious.  The  mat- 
ter is  not  much  mended  by  Mr.  Hunt's 
telling  us  that  the  adventures  really 
occurred ;  a  bad  breakfast  is  better  as 
a  fiction  than  as  a  matter  of  fact. 
We  sympathize  more  with  the  hero  of 
the  tide  than  with  the  narrator.  We 
pieve  to  find  that  for  once  Mr.  Hunt 
IS  an  historian,  not  a  poet,  or  creator 
of  the  facts  he  would  nave  us  believe. 
The  disasters  described  are  too  se- 
rious for  a  joke  at  the  time  of  their 
occurrence,  and  thehr  beioe  recollected 
for  five-and-twenty  years  is  an  impro- 
bability ;  then  think  of  them  rehearsed 
and  repeated  after  five-and-twenty  years 
morel  For  heaven's  sake,  spare  us, 
good  Bilr.  Hunt ;  let  no  man  again  ever 
hear  of  Carfington  Blundell  or  Jack 
Abbott  1 

Our  readers  may  remember  a  very 
amusing  paper  of  Mr.  Manean's,  pub- 
lished in  this  journal,  called  <'The 
Three  Half- Crowns,"*  in  which  our 
accomplished  friend  has  very  happily 
imitated  some  of  the  best  sonnets  in 
the  Abbe  Casti's  "  Tr^  Giuli."  The 
^  Tr^  Giuli"  has  been  translated  by 
Mr.  MontM^u,  who  gives  us,  in  a  well 
written  pre&ce,  an  account  of  the  work : 

'*  The  *  Tr^  QtulP  is  a  succession  of 
sonnets  independent  of  one  another,  yet 
aU  forming  one  series  on  the  subject  of 


a  debt  to  that  amount,  unfortunately  in- 
curred by  the  poet,  to  a  merciless  cre- 
ditor. In  these  he  exercises  his  fancy 
in  all  imaginable  means,  either  to  refuse, 
pacify,  flatter,  entreat,  put  off,  alarm, 
or  evade  his  dun,  lamenting  his  misfor- 
tune, [and  so  on;  which  he  does  with 
wonderful  ingenuity,  without  ever  flag- 
ging, or  exhausting  his  matter,  through 
the  two  hundred  of  which  it  is  com- 
posed." 

Montagu  has  translated  the  whole 
poem — parts  of  it  very  happily — with 
the  grave  air,  which  falls  in  well  with 
the  solemn  drollery  of  the  original, 
and  which  a  translator  can  only  imi- 
tate with  success  when  his  canvas  gives 
him  ample  scope  and  verge  enough. 
Mangan's  variations  introduce  an  hu- 
mour all  his  own,  and  are  quite  ad- 
mirable. Nothing  can  be  more  effec- 
tive than  his  measurioff  by  the  rule 
and  compass  of  grave  Miltonic  verse 
his  language  of  the  most  vernacular 
familiarity,  and  his  occasional  intro- 
duction of  **  words  that  would  make 
Quintilian  stare  and  gasp,"  in  such  a 
way  as  Swift  himself  might  envv. 
Mr.  Montagu's  three  groats  scarcely 
represent  the  thought  of  the  three 
giuli,  the  words  are  not  solemn  enough 
—Mr.  Mangan's  three  half-crowns  is 
better — but  Hunt's  was  the  true  plan, 
to  have  left  the  name  of  the  coins  un- 
translated. In  English  money  the  three 
g^uli  represent  about  fifteen  pence,  paid 
by  an  importunate  acquaintance  for  the 
Abb6,  in  a  country  excursion.  Mr. 
Montagu  tells  us  that  Cast!  was  pro- 
bably thinking  of  an  anecdote  of  three 
giuli  told  in  the  biography  of  Pope 
Sixtus  the  Rfth,  so  that  we  come  back 
to  tjie  old  puzzle  of  fact  and  fiction. 
It  may  then  be  matter  of  fact  in  the 
pope's  biography,  and  fiction  in  Casti's 
amusing  poem. 

However  this  be,  nothing  can  be 
better  than  Hunt's  account  of  the 
poem,  and  it  is  probable  that  it  was 
his  paper,  first  printed  in  The  Liberal, 
that  attracted  Mr.  Montagu  and  Mr. 
Mangan's  attention  to  these  very  di- 
verting sonnets. 

Casti's  "Animali  Parlanti"  are 
known,  in  translation,  through  the  late 
Mr.  Rose's  "  Court  of  Beasts."  His 
Novelle  are  of  a  character  that  ren- 
ders it  impossible  they  should  ever  be 
translated,  but  they  have  been  so  often 
reprinted,  that  we  cannot  indulge  the 
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hope  of  their  being  but  little  read. 
Of  the  "  Three  Giuli,"  Hunt  tells  us 
that  the  verj  recurrence  of  the  words 
18,  in  Italy,  felt  to  be  a  good  joke : 

"  Nobody  that  we  have  met  with  in 
Italy  could  resist  the  mention  of  them. 
The  priest  did  not  pretend  it.  The 
ladies  were  glad  they  could  find  some- 
thing to  approve  in  a  poet  of  so  erro- 
neous  a  reputation.  The  man  of  the 
world  laughed  as  merrily  as  he  could. 
The  patriot  was  happy  to  relax  his  mus- 
tachios.  Even  the  bookseller,  of  whom 
we  bought  them,  laughed  with  a  real 
laugh,  and  looked  into  the  book,  as  if 
he  would  fain  have  sat  down  and  read 
some  of  it  with  us,  instead  of  going  on 
with  his  business." 

Hunt  translates  a  good  many  of  the 
sonnets,  and,  what  is  very  pleasant  to 
us,  who  do  not  happen  to  have  the 
original  book,  prints   Casti*8  Italian. 
There  would  be  no  object  in  our  giving 
extracts,  as  the  effect  is  chiefly  pro- 
duced by  the  perpetual  recurrence  of 
the  same  thought  on  the  part  of  the 
creditor,  and  the  multiplied  artifices 
of  evasion  on  that  of  the  debtor.     A 
single  sonnet  would  give  no  notion  at 
all  of  what  is  effected  by  number,  and 
number  chiefly.     We  were  amused  by 
one  in  particular,  where  the  thought 
recurs  almost  as  in  a  quack  advertise- 
ment.     The  poor  debtor  hears  of  his 
creditor  being  about  to  learn  French 
— with  what  object  ?  he  inquires  fear- 
fully, and  is  answered  by  the  not  im- 
probable conjecture,  that  a  gentleman 
who   has  already  exhausted  Italian, 
Latin,  and  half  a  dozen  varieties  of 
one  lingo  or  another,  is  now  about  to 
ascertain  whether  there  is  any  virtue 
in  French,  or  whether  he  can  thus  win 
back  his  three  giuli,  after  he  has  in 
vain  used  the  magic  of  every  word  he 
could  think  of  in  the  languages  be  al- 
ready knew. 

This  is  one  of  Leigh  Hunt's  best 
papers.  We  ought  to  say  that  in 
translation  he  is  sdways  successful. 

A  pleasant  paper  is  one  entitled  "  A 
Man  Introduced  to  his  Ancestors. ** 
We  may  as  well  give  a  paragraph  or 
two  of  it : — 

''^Happening  to  read  the  other  even- 
ing some  obserrations  respecting  the 
geometrical  ratio  of  descent,  by  which 
It  appears  that  a  man  has,  at  the  twen^ 
tieth  remove,  one  mUUon  forty-eight  thoU" 
sand  Jive  hundred  and  seventy'six  anceS" 
tors  in  the  lineal  degree — grandfathers 
and  ^andmothers — I  dropped  into  a 
reyene,    daring   which    I   thought   I 


stood  by  myself  at  one  end  of  an  im- 
mense public  place,  the  other  being  oc- 
cupied with  a  huge  motley  assembly, 
whose  faces  were  all  turned  towards 
me.  I  had  lost  my  ordinary  sense  of 
individuality,  and  fancied  that  my  name 
was  Manson. 

'  "At  this  multitudinous  gaze,I  felt  the 
sort  of  confusion  which  is  natural  to  a 
modest  man,  and  which  almost  makes 
us  believe  that  we  have  been  guilty  of 
some  crime  without  knowing  it.  But 
what  was  my  astonishment,  when  a 
Master  of  the  Ceremonies  issued  forth, 
and  saluting  me  by  the  title  of  his  great- 
grandson,  mtroduced  me  to  the  aa- 
sembly[in  the  manner  and  form  following : 
'*May  it  please  your  Majesties  and 
his  Holmess  the  Pope ; 

"  My  Lord  Cardmals,  may  it  please 
your  most  reverend  and  illustrious  Emi- 
nences ; 

"  May  it  please  your  graces,  my  lord 
Dukes : 

'♦  My  Lords,  and  Ladies,  and  Ladj 
Abbesses ; 

"  Sir  Charles,  give  mo  leave ;  Sir 
Thomas  also.  Sir  John,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Sir  William,  Sir  Owen,  Sir  Hugh,  &c 

**  Right  worshipful  the  several  courts 
of  Aldermen ; 
"  Mesdames,  the  Married  Ladies ; 
"Mesdames    the    Nuns    and   other 
Maiden    Ladies ;— Messieurs    Manson, 
Womanson,    Jones,     Hervey,     Smith, 
Merryweather,  Hipkins,  Jackson,  John- 
son, Jephson.  Damant,  Delavigne,  De 
la  Bleterie,  Macpherson,  Scott,  O'Bryan, 
O'Shaughnessy,    O'Halloran,    Clutter- 
buck,    Brown,    White,  Black,   Lmdy- 
green,  Southey,  Pip,  Trip,  Chedorlao- 
mer  (who  the  devil,  thought  I,  is  he  ?), 
Morandi,    Moroni,   Ventura,  Mazarin, 
D'Orsay,  Puckering,  Pickerine,  Had- 
don,  Somerset,  Rent,  Frimklin,  uunter, 
Le  Fevre,  Le  Roi  (more  French  I),  Du 
Val  (a  highwayman,  by  all  that*s  gentle- 
manly I),  Howard,  Cayendish,  Russell, 
Arffentme,  Gustafson,  Olafson,  Bras- 
de-feu,  Sweyn,  Hachoand  Tycho,  Price, 
Lloyd,  Llewellyn,  Hanno,  Hiram,  &o., 
and  all  you  intermediate  gentlemen,  re- 
verend and  otherwise,  wiUi  your  infinite 
sons,    nephews,    uncles,  grandfathers, 
and  all  kinds  of  relations ; 

"Then,  you,  sergeants  and  corpo- 
rals, and  other  pretty  fellows ; 

"  You  footmen  there,  and  coachmen 
younger  than  your  wigs ; 

"You  gipsys,  pedlars,  criminals, 
Botany-Bay  men,  old  Romans,  in- 
formers, and  other  vafipabonds, 

"  Gentlemen  and  ladies,  one  and  all, 
"  Allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  your 
descendant,  Mr.  Manson. 
"  Mr.  Manson,  your  Ancestors." 

We  have  a  paper  on  *'  May-day." 
It  is  worth  rememberingf  in  readiiig 
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ihe  old  raptnroos  poems  about  May- 
day, that  May-day  was  eleven  days 
later  in  the  year,  and  that  May  was 
then  very  often  a  true  summer  month. 
This  paper  is  written  in  high  spirits, 
is  valuable  chieflv  for  Hunt  s  own  en- 
thusiastic appreciation  of  out-of-doors 
enjoyments;  but  will  also  be  felt  of 
moment  for  its  numberless  references 
to  pleasant  passages  in  our  poets.  The 
criticisms  on  "Female  Beauty"  are 
also  well  worth  study.  Mr.  Hunt  be- 
lieves in  all  female  beauty — black, 
brown,  and  fair — and  in  every  feature 
but  ihe  nose.  This  defies  him;  he 
does  not  know  what  to  make  of  it. 
An  aquiline  nose  is  too  dignified  ;  a 
Roman  nose  is  tyrannical^t  says  that 
a  woman  has  a  will  of  her  own.  A 
turn-up  nose  (hear  it,  ye  gods)  is  the 
thing  for  Leigh  Hunt.  Surely  this  is 
a  mistake ;  but  it  seems  Fontaine  is 
with  him :-« 

<*  Writing  to  the  Duchess  of  Bouillon, 
who  had  expressed  a  fear  that  ho  would 
grow  tired  of  Ch&teau  Thierry,  he  says— 

*«  *  Peut-on  s'ennuyer  en  des  lieux 
Honors  par  les  pas,  ^clair^  par  le 
yeux 
D'nne  aimable  et  vive  Princesse, 
A  pied  blanc  et  mignon,  k  bmne  et 

loogne  tresse? 
Kez  trou886,  c'est  un  charme  encore 
selon  men  sens, 
C*en  est  m^rne  un  des  plus  puis- 
sants. 
Pour  moi,  le  temps  d*aimer  est  pass6 
je  Tavoue ; 
Et  je  m^te  qu*on  me  loue 
Be  ce  libre  et  sinc^e  aveu, 
Dont  pourtant  le  public  ee  souoiera 

tr^  pen. 
Qae  j'aime  ou  n'aime  pas,  c'est  pour 
ltd  m^e  chose. 
Mais  8*11  arrive  que  mon  coeur 
Betoume  h  I'avcnir  dans  sa  premiere 

erretir, 
Nez  aquilins  et  longs  n'en  seront  pas 
la  cause.'  ** 

**How  can  one  tire  in  solitudes  and 
nooks. 
Graced  by  the  steps,  enlighten'd  by 
the  looks 
Of  the  most  piquant  of  Princesses, 
With  little  darUng  foot,  and  long  dark 
tresses? 
A  turn-up  nose  too,  between  you 

and  me. 
Has    something    that    attracts    me 
mightily. 
My  loving  days,  I  must  confess,  are 

over, 
A  foot  it  does  me  honour  to  discover; 


Though,  I  suppose,  whether  I  love 

or  not. 
That  brute,  the  public,  will  not  care 
a  jot : — 
The  devl  a  bit  will  their  hard  hearts 
look  to  it. 
But  should  it  happen,  some  fine  day, 
That  anything  should  lead  me  round 
that  way, 
A  long  and  beaky  nose  will  certainly 

not  do  it." 
**  Deceased  Statesmen  who  have  writ- 
ten verses,"  and  "Female  Sovereigns," 
conclude  the  volume;  both  readable 
papers — both  also  bearing  the  marks 
of  hasty  writing,  yet  well  worth  being 
preserved. 

The  second  volume  contains  reviews, 
reprinted  from  the  journals,  of  Pepys's 
memoirs.  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tagu, and  Madame  de  SevignS.     We 
must  suppose  that    they  have    been 
already  seen  by  such  of  our  readers  as 
feel  an  interest  in  the  subjects ;  at  all 
events,  to  review  reviewers  can  be  no 
part  of  our  task.    "  Specimens  of  Bri- 
tish poetesses" — all  dead  in  one  sense 
of  the  word,  and  most  of  them  dead 
in  every  sense — are  given.     We  are 
not  in  the  humour  to  acknowledge  their 
clums.     Charlotte  Smith  was  the  best 
of  them,  indeed  the  only  one  of  the 
heroines  brought  before  us  in  these 
chapters,  whose  works  have  ever  given 
us  much  pleasure ;  still,  the  life  and 
the  society  of  past  days,  would  not, 
perhaps,  be  understood,  without  exhi- 
biting much  of  this  conventional  poe- 
try, less  fantastic,  no  doubt,  but  less 
clever,  too,  than  the  strange  jargon 
which  Gifford  for  ever  brushed  away 
in  the  "  Baviad  and  Mseviad."  "Mar- 
riages from  the  Stage"  is  an  amusing 
paper ;   but  the  best  papers  in  this 
volume  are  one  on  Pope,  and  one  com- 
paring  Cowley    and   Thomson.       A 
prose  translation  of   "  Gresset's  Ver- 
vert"  is  given.      We  had   ourselves 
some  thought  of  translating  it  into 
verse,  but  luckily  found,  before  we 
had  thus  occupied  our  time,  that  the 
task  has  been  accomplished  already  by 
one — all  whose  translations  are  admi- 
rable— no  other  than   Father   Prout 
himself.     Hunt's  is  a  very  pleasant 
story — escapes    gracefully     some    of 
the  difficulties  of  a  rather    delicate 
task — but  he  ought  to  have  given  it 
to  us  in  verse.    This  business  of  prose 
translation  will  never  do,  and  Hunt's 
verse  translations  from  modem  lan- 
guages, are  dmost  always  every  thing 
one  could  wish^.g.^.^^^  byCiOOgl^ 
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Eobe  after  Beatjb*'*' 

AIXAD   FROM   TBE   GERMAN   OF  CARL  THEODORE  K.5RNBR.) 


Behold  yon  castle,  whose  crumbling  walls 
Gleam  srey  in  the  ancient  light  of  the  moon ! 
The  ni^t-wind  pipes  a  dolorous  tune 
Through  it«  roofless  rooms 
And  desolate  halls. 
Therein  ye  see  to  what  fall  and  fate 
The  march  of  centuries  dooms 
The  pride  of  the  palaced  Great ! 


n. 

Swayed  there  a  Noble  in  times  agone, 
A  Baron  stalwart  and  stark  was  he, 
In  tournament  and  at  revelrie 
He  crossed  not  his  peer  I 
One  daughter  alone 
Survived  of  seven  to  gladden  hb  eld ; 
But  maiden  afar  or  anear 
Was  none  like  the  fair  Griseld  I 


ni. 

She  bloomed  alone  as  a  flower  in  the  shade. 
That  seems  too  meek  to  look  up  to  the  light. 
Yet  her  heart  was  in  thrall  to  a  brave  young  Knight— 
A  blemishless  name 
And  a  bright  lance-blade 
Were  his,  with  little  of  gold  and  land  ; 
But  Love,  if  it  meet  a  like  flame. 
Will  clasp  even  Want  by  the  hand  ! 

IV. 

It  was  Winter-time,  and  the  sleepy  Sun 
Sank  early  down  to  his  couch  beneath. 
With  step  as  light  as  the  Zephyr's  breath 
Would  the  damosel  th^. 
Espied  of  none. 
Glide  past  the  castle,  and  down  the  grove, 
And  thus  agen  and  agen 
Would  meet  the  lord  of  her  love. 


V. 

And  the  few  brief  moments  they  pass  appear 
To  mirror  for  both  an  earthly  iJcaven, 


lieve,  upon  this  ballad  that  "Monk  "  Lewis  has  founded  his  celebrated 
The  Bleedinff  Nun."  The  translation  of  It,  however,  whiek  I  have 
[  believe,  the  first  that  has  appeared  in  a  rhythmical  form  in  Engliiii. 
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A  world  of  joy  without  loss  or  leaven. 

And  kiss  follows  kiss. 

And  they  feel  no  fear. 
Till  the  parting  comes — ah !  how  shall  they  part  ? 
Though  Memory  gamers  their  bliss 
As  a  treasure  in  each  fond  heart ! 


VI. 

But  the  Spring,  with  her  eves  of  tell-tale  truth, 
And  the  motherly  Summer  that  loves  the  sun. 
Come  round  ;  and  Griseld  is  yet  to  be  won ! 
Spake  therefore  thus 
To  the  Baron  the  youth — 
**  Herr  Baron,  I  love  thy  child  as  my  life  ; 
Be  thou,  then,  gracious  to  us. 
And  give  me  the  damsel  to  wife  V 


vu. 

A  cloud  fell  black  on  the  Baron's  brow — 
**  Away,  light  stripling !"  he  cried  in  ire. 
**  A  daughter  of  mine,  I  trow,  looks  higher 
Than  to  one  unallied 
And  landless  as  thou  I 
To-morrow  she  weds  the  princely  lord, 
The  Palsgraf  of  Bergenheid. 
To  that  I  have  pledged  jny  word !" 


Sir  Egbert  heard  him  with  tingling  blood. 
And  there  shot  through  his  brain  an  arrowy  pang. 
Without  a  word  of  response  he  sprang 
On  his  Danish  steed ; 
And  far  through  the  wood 
Hegalloped  and  galloped,  as  though  to  win. 
Through  headlong  bodily  speed, 
Some  rest  from  the  fever  within. 


And  slowly,  as  hour  on  hour  glid  by. 
His  mind  re&ssumed  its  wonted  calm, 
And  at  last  a  thought,  like  a  heaven-sent  balm. 
Brought  sunsmne  anew 
To  his  brow  and  eye. 
**  Hal  yes!"  he  exclaimed,  ** whatever  betide, 
I  will  save  thee,  thou  Fond  and  True, 
And  make  thee  mine  own,  my  bride  1" 


The  sinking  sun  hath  lefl  in  the  skies 
A  river  of  crimson  light  behincT. 
With  step  aJl  soft  as  uie  summer  wind, 
But  sad  of  soul, 
Griselda  hies 
For  the  last,  last  eve  to  the  bosky  grove. 
Ah,  me  1  what  a  world  of  dole 
There  lieth  in  ill-starred  Love ! 
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XI. 

But  Egbert  is  there  to  soothe  her  alarm. 
"  Sweet  love,"  he  whispereth,  **  dry  those  tears ! 
There  beckon  us  yet  many  golden  years. 
At  midnight's  hour 
Thy  lover's  arm, 
That  oft  in  combat  hath  humbled  the  Strongs 
Shall  bear  thee  afar  firom  the  power 
Of  all  who  would  work  thee  Wrong." 


She  sank  on  his  breast  as  he  spake,  and  wept. 
**  I  yield,"  she  said,  "  to  thee  and  to  Fate. 
But  how  shall  I  pass  the  court  and  gate? 
The  wardens  keep  watch. 
Ah  1  if  they  but  slept  1 

But" she  paused, — <'  I  will  tell  thee  an  OTertrue  tale. 

Which  even  Romance  may  not  match 
For  features  of  marvel  and  bale !" 

xm. 

The  youth  looked  into  her  eyes  to  divine 
Her  meaning.     ♦*  Not  now,"  he  said,  '*  I  pray ! 
Some  happier  hour,  some  brighter  day. 
Will  1  gladly  list 
All  tales  of  thine. 
But  the  moments  are  now  too  precious  to  wadte." 
— «  Nay,  hear  me,"  she  smiled,  "  and  I  wist 
Thou  wilt  hardly  impugn  my  good  taste ! 

xrv. 

**  The  first  of  our  house,  the  Baron  Walhom, 
Had  also  a  daughter  by  name  Griseld. 
A  fairer  creature  none  ever  beheld  I 
She  loved  a  young  Knight 
Who,  alas  I  was  but  bom, 
Like  thee,  to  an  heirship  of  sword  and  steed. 
But  Egbert  found  in  the  light 
Of  her  smiles  his  blissftdlest  meed. 


''  Long  wooed  he  the  damsel,  and  fain  would  have  won 
Her  hand  at  the  altar,  but  Fate  forbade ! 
Her  sire,  unheeding  what  ruin  he  made. 
Condemned  her  to  pine ! 
The  disconsolate  one 
Had  barely  to  chuse  between  Death  and  Flight ; 
So,  the  plan  of  her  lover,  like  thine, 
Was  to  bear  her  away  in  the  night. 

XVI. 

'<  But  a  treacherous  menial  betrayed  the  pair, 
And  Egbert  feu  by  the  df^^ers  of  slaves  ; 
Howbeit,  Griseld's  was  the  love  that  braves 
All  peril,  all  pain  I 
She  flew  in  despair 
To  the  court  where  lay  her  lover's  cold  corse. 
But,  ere  she  could  reach  it,  was  slain 
By  those  wretches  without  remorse  I 
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And,  since  that  night  of  slaughter  and  woe. 
Her  wandering  spirit  refuseth  to  rest. 
With  a  gory  wound  in  her  moon-white  breast 
She  nightly  oil 
Roams  to  and  fro 
Through  the  dear  old  halls  that  in  life  she  trod^ 
Her  dead  eyes  raised  aloft> 
As  though  i^pealing  to  God. 


•*  She  wist  not  that  Egbert's  blood  was  shed ; 
She  seemeth  to  fancy  him  ^ret  alive. 
And  lingereth  still  to  see  him  arrive. 
Till  he  take  her  away  I 
Strang  state  of  the  JDead^ 
Who  live,  without  Life  or  Thought,  and  seem 
In  a  region  'twixt  Ni^ht  and  Day, 
Like  those  who  rave  m  a  dream ! 


"  With  soundless  tread  she  elideth  along. 
In  white  apparel,  bcspeclded  with  blood. 
In  life  she  was  loved  as  gentle  and  good. 
And  now,  as  a  chest. 
She  offers  none  Wrong. 
The  guards  give  way  as  before  a  child. 
And  ope  the  gate : — ^they  have  lost 
All  dread  of  a  phantom  so  mild. 


"Now  mark !    As  her  lot  was  like  mine,  alas ! 
She  pides,  I  ween,  my  sore  distress. 
At  midnight  then  will  I  borrow  her  dress. 
Her  spectral  garb. 
And  silently  pass 
Through  the  opened  gate,  as  the  child  of  Walhom ; 
And  thy  fleet-limbed  Northern  barb 
Shall  bear  us  afar  ere  morn." 


"  O !  glorious !  glorious !"  Egbert  cried. 

**  It  is  wdl  that  Love  should  suffer  and  dare. 
But  now  farewell  all  sorrow,  all  care ! 
By  early  dawn 
Will  I  make  thee  my  bride ; 
Meantime,  BelovM,  at  midnight's  hour. 
When  the  portal-bolts  are  undrawn. 
We  meet  once  more  in  this  bower." 


One  warm  embrace,  one  kiss,  and  tHIV  part- 
He  plunges  down  through  the  darkliii^  dell, 
Wlifle  her  kerchief  waves  him  a  fond  ferewell. 
— *«0h,  Egbert!  thou 
Art  the  heart  of  my  heart ! 
Adieu  all  timid  misgivings  and  fears  I 
Even  Death  shall  not  sever  us  now ; 
We  are  one  through  Eternity's  years  1" 
Vol..  XXX.— No.  178.  2  b 
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xxm. 

Now  midnight  palleth  valley  and  lea. 
And  Egbert  vaults  on  his  restless  roan. 
The  welkin  is  black ;  the  moon»  all  alone, 
Bums  lurid,  yet  cold, 
Over  tower  and  tree. 
But  Egbert  yields  to  no  idle  alarms : 
He  mows  he  shall  soon  enfold 
His  Best-beloved  in  his  arms  1 


And  the  turret-bell  over  wave  and  wood 
Tolls  far  that  latest  hour  of  the  late ; 
And  a  Figure  flits  by  the  wide-swung  gate 
In  white  attire, 
Bedabbled  with  blood ; 
And  Egbert  is  nigh  with  his  light-limbed  steed, 
And  away,  as  on  wings  of  fire, 
The  Knight  and  his  true-love  speed. 


But  Joy  for  a  space  ^ves  place  to  Amaze 
In  the  youthml  bridegroom's  bounding  heart— 
— **  My  sweetest,  how  gossamer-light  thou  art ! 
Thy  frame  is  one 
That  a  babe  might  raise  !*' 
— "  Tis  all  the  meeter  for  fleeter  flight — 
My  clothing  is  thinly  spun. 
And  therefore  am  I  so  light !" 

XXVI. 

— **  Beloved  I  thine  arms  are  as  ice  to  the  touch ! 
My  blood  is  frozen  in  thine  embrace  I 
There  breathes  a  benumbing  wind  from  thy  face !" 
— "  I  come  to  thee 
From  a  cold,  cold  couch, 
And  the  night-blast  bloweth  chill  and  frore  I 
But  love  like  thine,  it  may  be. 
Will  give  me  warmth  once  more  I" 


Away,  away,  by  highway  and  hill. 
They  ride  througn  the  night  and  the  rising  storm. 
My  sweet  Grisefi,  thou  wilt  never  grow  warm  I 
There  is  mist  on  thy  brow! 
Thou  art  bloodless  and  chill  I 
Thine  icicled  fingers  pierce  me  like  spears  I" — 
— **  My  Effbert ! — and  what  I  am  now 
I  shall  be  mrough  Eternity's  years  I" 

xxvm. 

And  away,  away,  by  mountain  and  wood 

They  ride  through  the  night  and  the  risic^  storm. 
— "My  sweet  Griseld,  how  slight  is  thy  form  I 
And  why  dost  thou  bow 
Thy  head  ?     Is  it  blood 
That  flows  on  my  bosom,  or  only  tears  ?" — 
— **  Hush,  Egbert  I    Ask  me  not  now  I 
Thou  wilt  know  through  Eternity's  years !" 
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Bat  the  pale  red  mom  at  last  cometli  round, 
And  suent  and  silenter  grows  the  bride. 
And  colder  and  colder  the  youth  by  her  side. 
Till  the  courser  halts 
At  a  burying-ground. 
The  maiden  then  tarns  from  her  knightly  mate, 
And,  light  as  a  shadow,  vaults 
To  the  greensward  fronting  its  gate. 


**  Wilt  follow  me,  love  ?"— "  Ay  I  though  to  the  tomb ! 

We  have  plighted  our  vows,  and  shall  soon  be  wed, 

One  home  be  our  home,  one  bed  be  our  bed. 
Come  Pleasure  or  Pain, 
Come  Sunshine  or  Gloom  I" — 
— "Quick!  in,  then,  hither,  for  Morning  appears. 
Nought  now  can  sunder  us  twain  ; 
We  are  one  through  Eternity's  years !" 

XXXI. 

She  presses  her  snow-cold  lips  to  his. 
And  his  eyes  wax  dim,  and  he  gasps  for  breath ; 
And  he  clasps  her  hand  as  he  stifiens  in  death  I 
...Far  off  to  the  east 
Of  the  Danube  it  is 
That  they  sleep  together,  this  virgin  and  youth. 
So  runs  the  legend  at  least. 
But  I  vouch  not,  I,  for  its  truth  I 


(from   the  FRENCH  OF   M.    LAMARTINE.) 


On  a  deserted  rock,  wooed  by  the  moanful  wave. 
The  mariner  from  afar  descries  a  lonely  grave, 

A  tomb  uncrowned  by  urn  or  bust. 
It  shimmereth  in  the  noon  :  Time  hath  not  yet  embrowned  it. 
But,  'mid  the  weeds  and  thomv  wild-flowers  grieving  round  it 

A  Sceptre  lieth, — ^trod  in  dust  I 


Who  is  the  Slumberer  there?    Ask  that  of  the  round  world  I 
Read  it  where'er  thou  seest  a  nation's  flag  unforled. 

From  Russia  to  the  Syrian  zone ! 
Read  it  on  marble  column  and  in  marvel-story  I 
Yea,  in  the  hearts  of  those  who,  slavelike,  deemed  it  glory 

To  spend  their  blood  to  rear  his  throne  1 


The  untiring  Bell  of  Time  tolleth  from  age  to  age 
Two  mighty  Names  of  Men  who  felt  the  world  a  cage 
Too  narrow  for  their  deeds  and  souls  I 


Written  several  years  before  the  remoyal  of  his  remains  from  St.  Helena. 
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A  Third,  whose  laurelfl — and  where  wa«  it  that  these  grew  Bot  ?— 
Were  twined  round  tiianderbolts  that  they,  the  others,  knew  not. 
The  same  Bell  now,  but  loudlier,  toUs  I 

IV. 

And  He  sleeps  on  yon  rock  !    Under  six  feet  of  earth 
Rests  One  whose  giant  mind  gave  a  new  world-pulse  birth. 

His  foes  in  peace  may  tread  his  clay  1 
Past  are  the  pageant-show,  the  clangor,  and  the  fever, 
And  now  his  ghost  lists  but  one  momnful  sound  for  ever. 

The  sad  voice  of  the  waves  alway  I 


Yet,  think  not,  restless  Shade— restless  though  in  thv  tomb — 
That  I  stand  forth  to  taunt  thee  in  that  House  of  Gloom ! 

The  Lyre  upbraideth  not  the  Grave  I 
Death  is  a  sacred  refuge  for  the  Mighty-hearted — 
Nought  should  be  breathed  by  bard  of  Greatness  once  departed 

Beyond  what  holy  Truth  may  crave  1 


Thy  cradle  and  thy  tomb  lie  hidden  from  the  Crowd. 
Thou  flashedst  on  the  world  like  lightning  from  a  cloud ! 

The  Fame  that  dazzles  and  deludes 
Thou  wonnest  ere  yet  known  to  France,  or  History's  pages ; 
So  the  vast  Nile  rolled  nameless  in  remoter  ages 

Through  Memnon's  hoary  solitudes  I 


The  ancient  shrines  lay  trampled,  the  thrones  overturned, 
When  Victory  bore  thee  through  the  globe  on  wings  that  burned. 

Our  Brutuses,  the  Madly-free, 
Knelt  at  thy  footstool  all ;  the  centurv  that,  abhorrent 
Of  customs,  laws,  kings,  gods,  bore  all  down  as  a  torrent. 

Reared  a  New  Temple  unto  thee  I 

vni. 

Thou  combatedst  Error — ^but  without  the  Scales  and  Rod  I 
Like  Jacob  in  the  old  years,  thou  wrestledst  with  a  god, 

A  false  god,  whom  the  Just  abhorred  ; 
Bat,  ah!  thou  sportedst  oft  with  Names  too  bright  for  vision. 
As  the  impious  mocker  flinss  around  him  in  derision 

The  glittering  vesseb  of  the  Lord  I 


The  Time's  abysmal  blanks  and  horrible  monster-chasms 
Thy  wisdom  soon  filled  up  1    Thou  quietedst  the  spasms 

That  shook  all  Europe  to  its  core  I 
Thou  torest  off  the  mask  from  Falsehood's  loathsome  features. 
And  shewedst  in  tiieir  genuine  colours  those  Ibul  creatures 

Who  now,  thank  Heaven,  can  dupe  no  more  I 


Hadst  thou  then,  too,  restored  into  legitimate  hands 
The  Sceptre  placed  in  thine  by  lawless  robber-bands 

Of  desperadoes, — O I  hadst  thou 
Accomplished  for  the  Fallen  that  Vengeance  which  was  Duty, 
With  what  a  glorious  Diadem  of  immortal  beauty 

History  might  sanctify  thy  brow ! 
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Bat  Honor,  Justice,  Trtith,.i-spellwords  the  Good  adore. 
To  thee  were  but  as  hollow  sounds  from  brazen  ore. 

Thy  warrior-soul  seemed  formed  to  feel 
Only  the  battle-shout  of  thy  victorious  hordes. 
Only  the  barbarous  music  of  their  clashing  swords. 

And  the  sonorous  trumpet  peal. 


Scorning  the  pettier  baubles  Mankind  play  with  here. 
Thou  graspeost  Empire,  as  a  god  above  their  sphere  I 

Thme  own  strong  Will  was  all  thy  chart  I 
Each  lightnins-wingM  missive  parted  m)m  thy  soul 
As  the  sharp  javelin  speedeth  forthright  to  its  goal. 

Even  through  the  noblest  human  heart  I 


xin. 

Never,  in  solace  of  thy  kingly  loneliness, 

Could  all  the  Banquet's  charms  allure  thee  to  excess. 

Thy  Purple  was  not  that  of  Wine  I 
And,  sternly  caun  amid  the  Fairest  as  the  Bravest, 
Thou  sawest  Beauty's  tears  and  smiles,  but  never  gavest 

To  either,  tear  or  smile  of  thine  I 


XIV. 

Thou  gloriedst  in  War's  fierce  triumphs  and  alarms ; 
Thine  eye  and  ear  but  sought  the  sheen  and  shock  of  arms. 

Thou  hadst  a  soft,  caressing  hand 
.  But  for  thy  charger's  mane,  as  the  proud  animal,  fi3ring 
Along  the  battle-plain,  trampled  the  Dead  and  Dying, 

Whose  life-blood  twice  enriched  the  land  1 


Thou  grewest  great  unmoved ;  thou  diedst  without  sign ; 
No  fledily  heart  beat  in  that  cuirassed  breast  of  thine  I 

In  thee  Life's  various  passions  met 
But  as  a  Dream  of  Thought,  a  Vision  and  an  Aiming ; 
Thou  soaredst  ever  heavenward,  like  the  Eagle,  claiming 

Some  untracked  region  loftier  yet  I 


To  harness  kinss  as  captives  to  thy  conquering  Car, 
To  thunderstrike  the  globe  to  its  last  bounds  afar. 

To  smite  with  paralysing  strokes 
Tribunes  and  Emperors  both, — but,  above  all,  to  bring 
As  slaves  within  Uiy  sphere, — a  dreadly-charmM  ring ! — 

That  People  wno  had  spumed  all  yokes  I— 

xvn. 
To  be  the  Idea  and  the  Soul  of  our  great  Age, 
To  vanquish  Mankind  here,  and  then  fiinff  down  thy  gage 

To  the  high  Heavens,  and  war  wiA  them, — 
To  gamble  against  Fate,  and, — losing  it  or  winning.— 
Still  to  renew  the  ^ame  as  from  its  first  beginning,— 

Such  thoughts  flashed  from  thy  Diadem  I 
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Thou  fellest  from  thy  lone  and  dreadful  altitude  I 
Begirt  by  tempest-clouds,  tJiou  oouldst  not  long  dude 

The  shock  that  hurled  thee  to  thy  doom ; 
And  Destiny,  the  one  sole  Euler  thou  adaredat. 
Accorded  thee  in  mercy  more  than  thou  imploredat^-^ 

A  space  atween  thy  Throne  and  Tomb  I 


Oh  I  who  shall  fathom  the  Profound  of  thy  deep  mind, 
When  the  remembrance  of  a  Greatness  left  bdlund, 

And  lost  for  eyer«  pierced  it  through  ? 
When,  pondering  thy  retiumless  life's  magnificent  errors, 
Bepentance,  all-too-Latey  appalled  thee  with  the  tenors 

Of  the  dark  pictures  Conscience  drew  ? 


As  one  who  in  a  storm,  beside  a  river's  shore. 

Sees  in  the  wave  his  shadow  lengthen  more  and  more> 

And  take  a  hundred  monstrous  forms. 
So,  from  Ay  soul's  drear  summit,  when  thine  years  were  eldest. 
Thou,  g&zing  hack  upon  the  eventful  Fast,  beneldest 

The  scenery  of  thy  life  of  storms  I 


It  passed  before  thy  vision  in  one  mirroring  stream, 
Like  the  phantasmagoria  of  a  slumberer's  dream. 

Now  bright,  now  daik,  now  swift,  now  slow. 
Thou  heardest  eroans  and  trumpets,  shrieks  and  muaic>  blended^ 
Thou  sawest  si^ts  of  woe  and  horror  untranscended 

Upon  this  side  of  Hell  below  I 

xzn. 

Here,  upon  Lodi's  Bridge,  amid  a  storm  of  balls, 
There,  m  the  burning  desert  where  stood  Memphis'  halls. 

Again,  by  Jordan's  shrunken  tide — 
Here,  where  the  Kremlin's  flames  rolled  forth  as  from  a  fountain. 
There,  on  the  firore  Saint  Berniurd's  i>recipice-girdled  mountain. 

Thou  sawest  thine  image  multiplied  1 

xxni. 

But,  wherefore  tumedst  thou  thine  eyes  away  even  now  ? 
Why  came  that  rapid  livid  pallor  o'er  ihy  brow  ? 

What  strange  spell  held  thy  soul  in  thrall  ? 
Sawest  thou  the  smoking  ruins  of  some  thirty  cities  ? 
Stoodst  thou  onoe  mwe  m  Jaffa  ?    Ah  I  thy  flatterers*  ditties 

Told  thee  that  Glory  atones  for  all  I 


Yes  I  Glory  atones  for  all — for  all,  save  only  Crime  I 
Say  nought  of  Fichegru,  till  that  avenging  time 

When  all  things  hidden  sh^  be  known. 
Perchance  he  really  oerished  by  his  own  red  hand. 
Condorcet  carried  other  poison  through  the  land 

Than  his  books — as  his  death  hath  shown.* 


*  The  famous  prediction  of  Caiotte,  In  1782,  is  known  to  have  induded,  among 
others,  this  grand-minded  infidel  philosopher.     *<  You,  M.  Condoroet,^  observed 
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XXV. 

But  ly  too,  had  a  dream — I  saw  a  royal  jouth 
Butchered  in  middle  night,  massacred  without  ruth. 

No  Nemesis  threatening  vengeance  near ; 
What  words  I  strove  to  speak  died  on  my  lips  unuttered, 
But>  ere  I  awoke,  mefancied  the  hoarse  night-wind  muttered 

The  name  of  d'Enghien  in  mine  ear ! 


Ah,  Despot  1  that  black  stain  upon  thy  brilliant  name 

Almost  makes  those  who,  while  they  admire  thee,  still  must  blame. 

Doubt  even  thy  genius,  as  thy  heart  I 
Hereafter,  haply,  less  obsequious  times  than  these  are 
May  niche  thy  statue  atween  a  Marius  and  a  Csssar, 

Or  plant  it  on  some  height  apart! 


When  all  is  said,  thou  sankest  dark-bright,  like  the  sun ; 
And,  as  the  mower,  when  his  long  day's  work  is  done. 

Takes  up  his  scythe,  and  seeks  his  hire, 
Thou,  when  thme  hour  came,  girdedst  on  thy  sword  and  wentest 
Before  thy  God  and  Judge,*  who,  according  as  thou  spentest 

Thy  gifts,  had  smues  for  thee  or  ire. 


Witnesses  oft  have  told  that,  in  thy  latter  hours. 
Alone  with  thine  own  Genius  and  the  Eternal  Powers, 

Thine  eyes,  awhile  beneath  eclipse, 
Were  suddenly  upliited  heavenward,  as  in  token 
Of  somewhat  seen,  while  thou  pronouncedst  in  tones  broken 

A  Name  not  often  on  thy  lips.f 

XXIX. 

No  more  1 — Such  was  thine  end  I Endt    Solitary  word  I 

End  !  Conqueror  of  the  World  1    End,  the  last  God  and  Lord 
Who  shall  mete  out  rewards  and  pains  5 


the  dramatist,  *'  will  die  after  having  swallowed  poison,  which  you  will  carry  about 
your  person  in  those  days,  as  a  means  of  enabling^  you,  in  extremity,  to  escape 
death  by  the  hands  of  the  public  executioner."  The  stanza  is  somewhat  elliptical, 
but  the  argument  of  it  seems  to  be,  that  if  Condorcet  committed  suicide  to  avoid 
dying  by  the  guillotine,  it  is  not  impossible  that  Picheeru  (who  was  found  strangled 
in  his  prison)  might,  from  a  similar  motive,  have  acted  in  a  similar  manner. 

*  Tne  last  words  of  Napoleon  were  '*  Tite  . . .  armieJ"  He  imagined  himself, 
we  may  suppose,  once  more  at  the  head  of  his  invincible  battalions.  It  is,  proba- 
bly, to  this  phantasy  of  the  expiring  hero  that  Lamartine  alludes.    His  woras  are : 

**  Tn  ceignii  en  mounnt  ton  glaire  but  to  cuUw, 
Et  tu  fUfl  demander  zecompense  on  Jnstice.** 

I  ma^  as  well  remark  here  that  another  edition  of  the  poet's  works  gives  the 
couplet  in  the  following  form : — 

*  *De  ton  gloire  MngUmt  tu  VannM  en  iilenoe, 
Et  tu  f^  demander  jnttioe  on  ree(nnpenie.** 

t  This,  if  true,  is  certainly  something  more  than  curious.  I  do  not  remember 
to  have  read  of  anything  of  the  kind  in  the  many  narratives  on  record  of  Napoleon's 
last  hours.  It  is,  however,  certain  that  the  *'  Man  of  Destiny,**  as  he  called  him- 
self,  cherished  a  faith  in  somethine  beyond  destiny.  "  Je  connais  les  hommes,"  said 
he  to  Count  Montiholon,  **  et  je  saia  que  Jesus  Christ  n'^tait  pas  homme."  He  evl- 
fltntly  believed,  after  all,  that  there  was  a  divinity  about  the  Son  of  the  Carpenter 
altogether  distinct  f^om  and  immeasurably  superior  to  his  own. 
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Whojudgeth  by  two  standards  subjects  and  their  sovereigns. 
The  blave  who  sweats  and  trembles,  and  the  King  who  govems. 
This  by  hb  crown—that  by  his  chains  I 


XXX. 

He  is  judged,  his  life,  his  mind,  his  genius,  and  his  deeds 
All  have  been  sifted ; — and,  let  him  who  feels  he  needs 

Pardon  himself  forbear  from  him  I 
Life,  Death,  Wrong,  Right,  Good,  Evil,  lie  in  controversy. 
And  God  perchimce  may  have  made  for  Heroes,  in  His  mercy. 

Genius  and  Virtue  synonym  I* 


iHoreeti:  a  XrObe^Xament 

(from  the  IRISH  OF  CHARLES  BOT   MAC  QUHXAN.) 


My  lone,  and  once  my  own,  Moreen, 
I  know  you  sigh,  I  know  you  mourn. 
But  a^  me  not  to  meet  you  more. 
This  heart  of  mine,  once  gay  and  green, 
Now,  woe-the-day  I  is  grey  and  worn. 
And  feels,  as  'twere,  one  cancered  sore  I 
I  walk  alone  in  trouble. 

Revolving  thoughts  of  gloom. 
Each  passing  day  doth  but  redouble 
The  miseries  of  my  doom  I 

n. 

In  trouble?    Oh!  how  weak  a  word ! 
In  woe,  in  horror,  let  me  say — 
In  wretchedness  without  a  name. 
The  wrath  of  God,  the  avenging  Sword 
Of  Heaven  bums  in  my  l^nes  alway. 
With  ever-freshly  torturing  flame ; 
And  Desolateness  and  Terror 

Have  made  me  tJ^eir  dark  mate. 
The  ghastly  brood  of  Sin  and  Error 
Repented  all-too-late  I 

m. 
Moreen,  my  veins  run  gall,  not  blood ; 
A  poison-plant  flowers  in  my  soul 
Whose  deadly  rankness  never  fades. 


"  £t  TOQt,  fl^uix  de  Dieo.1  qui  tdt  it  le  gtol« 
ir«rt  pMune  de  t<w  Yertos?** 


*  The  original  is — 

A  very  striking  senthnent,  to  which  I  fear  that  I  have  hardly  been  able  to  do 
justice. 
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My  Ihouf  hts,  dark  as  a  midnight  flood, 
Burst  Forth  bevond  mine  own  control, 
And  take  all  hideous  8luq)e8  and  shades. 
Unbreakable  chains  have  bound  me 

Prisoned  within  Hell's  pale  ; 
The  accursM  fiends  and  forms  around  me 
Hold  me  in  hopeless  bale. 


I  see  black  dragons  mount  the  sky  ; 
I  see  Earth  yawn  aneath  my  feet ; 
I  feel  within  the  Asp,  the  Worm, 
That  will  not  sleep  and  cannot  die. 
Fair  though  may  show  my  winding-sheet  I 
I  hear  fOl  night,  as  through  a  storm. 
Hoarse  voices  calling,  calling 

My  name  upon  the  wind. 
All  omens  monstrous  and  appalling 
Afiright  my  guilty  mind  I 


I  exult  alone  in  one  wild  hour. 

That  hour  wherein  the  red  cup  drownjr 
The  horrors  it  anon  renews 
In  ghastlier  guise,  in  fiercer  power ; — 
Then  Glory  brings  me  golden  crowns. 
And  visions  of  all  brmlant  hues 
Lap  my  lost  soul  in  gladness, 

Untu  I  awake  agam. 
And  the  dark  lava  fires  of  Madness 
Once  more  sweep  through  my  brain. 


Yet,  oh.  Moreen  I  my  woe  of  woes. 
The  sharpest  shaft  I  am  pierced  withal. 
Is  Memory's  ever-festering  barb. 
This  tells  me  that  of  all  my  foes 
The  falsest  was  Moreen  Mulhall, 
The  traitress  under  Friendship's  garb  ! 
'Twere  meet  if  one  I  had  sbghted 

Had  wrought  me  Wrong  and  Dole, 
But,  oh  t  to  find  my  best  hopes  blighted 
By  you-^this  rends  my  soul  I 


'TIS  anguish  far  beyond  what  they 

Who  dree  Life's  workday  toils  and  pains 
Even  in  intense  excess,  can  know, 
To  feel  a  false  Love's  dagger  slay 
The  joyous  lifeblood  in  the  veins. 
And  turn  to  ice  its  bounding  flow  I 
'TIS  agony  to  remember 

How  soon  Love  waxeth  cold — 
How  soon  the  firosts  of  its  December 
Follow  its  June  of  gold  I 

vm. 

For,  oh,  Moreen  I  there  was  a  time, 
A  happy  time,  when  you  appeared 
The  Moon  amid  the  starry  host. 
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No  levity,  no  approach  to  Crime, 
As  yet  had  made  you  less  endeared 

To  those  who  sought  and  loved  you  most. 
My  bright  dreams  made  you  peerless. 

Till  Truth  bade  all  depart  ;— 
And  an  awakening  hour  more  cheerless 
Ne'er  broke  a  lover's  heart ! 


And  now  you  fain  would  win  me  back 
By  promises,  and  prayers,  and  tears — 
In  vain,  in  vain,  my  poor  Moreen ! 
The  Gk)ne  is  gone !    Man  cannot  track 
Afresh  his  course  of  blasted  years. 

Or  bid  flowers  bloom  where  fires  have  been! 
Our  goals, — ^for  you,  Contrition, 

For  me,  Despair, — are  set. 
My  path  lies  onwards  to  Perdition : 
Yoiur  tears  may  save  you  yet ! 


In  those  resplendent  years  of  Youth 
When  Virtue  seems  the  true  Romance, 
And  nought  else  lures  the  generous  mind, 
I  might,  even  had  I  strayed  from  Truth, 
Have  yet  retrieved  my  road  perchance, 
And  left  mine  errors  far  bmud. 
But,  return  now — Oh,  never  I 

Never  and  nevermore  1 
Truth's  holy  fire  is  quenched  for  ever 
Within  my  bosom's  core  1 


XI. 

The  Past  belongs  to  Eternity, 
And  we  once  more  shall  meet  it  there. 
And  reap  from  thence  our  fitting  meed. 
Let  me  not  curse  you,  therefore : — He 
Before  whose  ken  all  hearts  are  bare 
Alone  is  Judge  of  Thought  and  Deed. 
We  see,  wepurblind  mortals, 

But  the  Unveiled  and  Nigh  ; 
The  view  beyond  Life's  Inner  Portals 
Is  for  the  Omniscient  Eye. 


But  Thought,  even  here,  will  brook  no  bonds ; 
And  Memory's  pictures  bum  with  hues 
Which  neither  Time  nor  Will  may  blot. 
The  wretch  who,  like  myself,  desponds. 
Is  free  to  ponder  and  peruse 

The  history  of  his  lost  life's  lot  :— 
And  if  I  o'er-severely 

Judge  you,  Moreen,  believe 
That  still  I  love  you  not  less  dearly 
Than  ere  you  bade  me  grieve  I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1847.J  Alexander  Ypsilmti.  411 

THE   SUBTMINO-UP. 

No  more !    Farewell !    My  fate  is  fixed  1 
What  yours  may  be  I  guess  not  -well ; 
But,  for  myself,  I  nightly  die ; 
And  the  two  worlds  I  stand  betwixt. 
The  Outward  and  the  Inward  Hell, 
Appear  outrolled  before  mine  eye. 
May  sights  far  different  meet  you 

Beyond  this  Vale  of  Woes — 
And  may  yotw:  attendant  spirits  greet  you 
In  cheerier  words  than  those  I 


(fBOM  the  ROMAIC.) 


Alexander  Ypsilanti  sate  in  Munka's  lofty  tower  ; 

Darkness  brooded  o*er  hb  bosom,  darkness  like  the  midnight  hour. 

Long  he  gazed  in  silent  sadness  through  his  dreary  dungeon-bars 

On  tne  clouds  that  swept  the  skies,  and  overveilea  the  moon  and  stars. 


**  Oh,  my  faUen  Fatherland,  what  fkte  is  thine !"  he  sighed  at  length. 
**Thou,  the  home  of  Art  and  Song,  in  thrall  to  slaves  who  mock  thy  strength  1 
Would  that  on  thy  bleakest  hill  I  lay  a  bleeding  corjise  to-night, 
Since  thy  sons  no  more  may  hope  to  break  thy  chains  by  Battle-might  I 


So  he  spake  ;  and,  while  he  mused,  his  head  recliningon  his  hand^ 
Slowly  slumber  overtook  the  Captain  of  the  Epirian  Band — 
When,  behold !  there  glanced  a  radiant  light  along  his  brow  and  cheek. 
And  he  heard,  as  'twere,  a  Voice,  like  some  deep-rolling  organ,  speak — 

IV. 

"  Ypsilanti  1  Ypsilanti  1  Yield  not  thus  to  groans  and  grief- 
Greece  shall  march  to  Victory  soon,  led  onwards  by  her  chosen  Chief  I 
0 1  remember  my  Three  Hundred  I  Think  of  their  ThermopylsB ! 
Thousands  live,  as  brave  as  they  who  fell  in  that  drear  Pass  with  me !" 


Was  it  vision  ?    Was  it  real  ?    Did  the  granite  walls  give  way  ? 
Shone  a  glory  through  the  prison  brighter  than  meridmn  day  ?— 

Waking  with  a  thrill  of  rapture,  up  the  Hero  sprang Alas  1 

All  was  darkness  as  he  cried,  <^  Leonidas  t  Leonid  as  I** 


But  the  better  light  was  bom  in  Ypsilanti's  noble  soul — 
Twas  the  golden  light  of  Hope,  that  shewed  him  through  the  gloom  his  goal  1 
"  Praise  to  Heaven !"  he  cried,  rejoicing,  **  All,  I  trust,  will  yet  be  well  I** . 
And,  how  Greece  thenceforward  triumphed  let  the  mourning  Moslem  tell  1 

J.  C.  M. 
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Narayun  Bawa, 


[Oct* 


KARAT  UN  BAWA^   THE  PSBU1>0-MB88IAH  OF  THE  MAHBATTA8. 


About  the  end  of  the  year  1829,  there 
appeared  in  the  Deckan  an  extraordi- 
nary child,  who  gave  rise  to  one  of 
the  strangest,  and,  for  the  hrief  pe- 
riod of  its  duration,  one  of  the  most 
powerful  movements  of  religious  fa- 
naticism ever  witnessed;  and  whose 
career,  had  it  not  heen  suddenly  cut 
short  by  a  premature  and  violent 
death,  might  have  led  to  the  establish- 
ment of  a  new  form  of  worship,  and 
possibly  to  some  serious  political  con- 
vulsion. Although  seventeen  years 
have  been  sufficient — in  the  rapid  suc- 
cession of  political  events  of  great 
magnitude,  and  the  constant  flux  to 
which  the  British- Indian  public  is  sub- 
ject—to make  the  memory  of  this  in- 
dividual almost  forgotten,  and  his  very 
name  unknown  to  a  majority  of  those 
who  now  compose  Anglo-Indian  so- 
ciety, those  who  were  in  Bombay,  the 
Deckan,  or  the  Southern  Conkan,  in 
the  early  part  of  the  year  1830,  must 
well  remember  the  unbounded  excite- 
ment which  prevailed  on  the  subject 
of  this  child,  through  all  the  territo- 
ries subject  to  the  government  of 
Bombay  ;  and  which,  some  time  before 
his  decease,  had,  from  a  religious, 
gradually  begun  to  assume  a  political 
character.  A  brie-  record  of  his  ca- 
reer, therefore,  besides  presenting  a 
peculiar  phase  of  Hindoo  supematu- 
ralism,  bodying  forth  in  a  recent  liv- 
ing example  their  theory  of  divine  ap- 
pearances upon  earth,  and,  perhaps, 
illustrating  tae  mode  in  which  former 
heroic  or  remarkable  men  were  elevat- 
ed into  incarnations  of  the  deity,  may 
be  useful  also  on  political  grounds. 

The  proper  name  of  t£as  child  was 
Narayun  Powar  ;  but  he  soon  became 
distinguished  by  the  title  of  Narayun 
Bawa,  the  Holy  Narayun ;  and,  ulti- 
mately, by  that  of  Narayun  Deo,  the 
God  Narayun.  He  was  the  son  of  a 
peasant  named  Powar,  and  born  in 
Pimpoordee,  a  village  belonging  to  the 
Raja  of  Sattara,  situated  about  six- 
teen miles  north  of  Sattara,  and  east 
of  Waee.  Of  his  earlier  infancy  no- 
thing certain  is  known  ;  but  at  the  age 
of  eight  years,  he  had  become  famous 
in  the  neighbourhood  for  the  extraor- 


dinary faculty  which  be  possessed,  of 
catchmg  and  controlling  venomoas  ser- 
pents. He  went  about  the  fidds  and 
the  rocks,  the  ditches  and  walls  of 
loose  stone,  enticing  or  dragging  these 
reptiles  from  their  holes  and  lurking 
places,  and  handled  them  with  the 
greatest  fearlessness.  He  seemed  vest* 
ed  with  a  predilection  for,  and  a  com- 
mand over  these  creatures,  equally  sin- 
gular. He  had  them  continually  twin- 
ed round  his  arms  and  neck  ;  played 
with  them  as  other  children  would 
with  kittens ;  petted  or  chided,  fondled 
or  chastised  them  with  equal  impunity* 
They  came  at  his  suomions,  and  de> 
parted  at  his  bidding ;  several  were 
constantiy  around  him ;  he  appeared, 
in  &ct,  to  live  amox^  them  and  con* 
trol  them  at  hb  will. 

How  he  had  become  invested  with, 
or  acquired  so  extraordinary  a  faculty, 
his  parents  could  not  or  would  not 
tell ;  and  it  is  difficult  now  to  deter- 
mine. If  the  assumption  of  his  dis- 
ciples, that  he  was  endowed  with  pre- 
ternatural power,  be,  on  the  one  hand, 
inadmissible ;  on  the  other,  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  imagine  by  what  process  of 
tuition  an  art  so  difficult  and  danger- 
ous could  have  been  taught  so  young 
a  child.  Nor  is  it  easy  to  conceive  a 
motive  strong  enough  to  induoe  parents 
possessed  of  ordinary  filial  affection, 
(a  feeling  very  strong  in  the  Hindoos), 
to  expose  their  infant  to  the  risks  of 
so  deadly  an  experiment— one  which, 
as  the  event  showed,  must  ultimately 
prove  fatal  to  him.  It  has  been  ima- 
gined that  the  whole  secret  lay  in  his 
having  about  his  person,  or  being  rob- 
bed with  the  juice  of,  some  partienkr 
herb,  the  smell  of  which  had  the 
power  of  attracting  the  snakes,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  overpowering  their 
noxious  qualities,  by  indacii^  a  sort  of 
voluptuous  intoxication.  There  are 
certainly  reports  of  the  existence  of 
suchapUnt,  and  its  alleged  eSecto 
upon  the  snakes  would  not  be  greater 
than  those  which  certain  h^h%  pro- 
duce upon  other  animals.  The  exist- 
ence of  the  antidote  whidi  the  Mna- 
goos  swallow  after  being  bitten,  is, 
we  believe,  unquestioned ;  and  it  $%  at 
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all  events,  a  more  rational  way  of  es- 
caping a  difficaltj,  to  give  nature 
credit  for  powers  not  generally  known, 
than  to  resort  to  the  snpernatural  with- 
out an  adequate  neceesitj. 

But*  whatever  the  nature  of  his 
power  or  his  art,  it  was  soon  bruited 
abroad  with  oonsidorable  exaggeration ; 
and  his  own  family,  in  ooij  unction  with 
tome  Brahmins,  began  to  turn  it  to 
account.  They  gave  out  that  Na- 
rayun,  whom  they  now  began,  for  the 
fint  time,  to  dignify  with  the  addition 
of  Bawa,  or  '*  The  Holy,"  was  not  an 
ordinary  mortal,  but  the  incarnation 
of  some  divini^,  born  into  the  world 
for  the  deliverance  of  the  human,  or, 
at  least,  the  Hindoo  race.  Strange, 
mysterious  words,  were  siud  to  have 
fidlen  from  him  at  times,  revealing 
glimpses  of  his  real  nature,  and  the 
purpose  for  which  he  was  come.  In 
g^eneral,  he  was  so  far  from  being  a 
grave  child,  that  he  was  distinguished 
among  all  his  companions  for  his  spor- 
tive disposition,  his  love  of  merriment, 
and  his  addiction  to  gambling.  He 
never  would  wear  clothes,  which,  in- 
deed, Hindoo  children  at  his  age  sel- 
dom do,  but  ran  about  naked ;  and, 
when  not  engaged  with  his  favourite 
serpents,  he  would  be  found  seated 
among  a  crowd  of  children,  playing 
with  them  at  cowries.  These  shells, 
it  shoidd  be  remarked,  are  used  in 
India  as  dice  ;  six  or  seven  being 
thrown,  the  varying  numbers  of  shells 
which  fall  with  the  orifice  up  and  down 
at  each  throw,  gpive  the  requisite  va- 
riety of  chances. 

This  sportive,  mercurial  character, 
and  this  habit  of  gambling,  which,  in 
Europe,  would  have  been  fatal  to  all 
pretensions  to  holiness,  rather  aided 
than  impeded  the  opinion  which  his 
friends  wished  to  spread  respecting 
him.  For,  acoor^ng  to  the  notions 
of  the  Hindoos,  ^rtiveness  is  a  cha- 
racteristic of  deity,  when  emerging 
from  eternity,  unity,  and  quiescence, 
into  time,  variety,  and  action.  All 
the  phencnnena  of  nature,  are  but  the 
sporting  of  the  divinity — ^the  may  a,  or 
illusion,  by  which  he  deceives,  con- 
founds, and  evades  our  senses.  So, 
the  tremendous  battles  of  Rama,  and 
the  wanton  amours  of  Krishna,  were 
idiike  but  '^  keioa"  and  ''  may  a,"  sport 
and  illusion.  The  whole  universe  is 
an  unsubstantial,  cloud-built,  flitting 
pageant  .^a  shifting,  deceptive  pano- 


rama or  phantasmagoria — a  sleight,  a 
game,  with  which  the  divinity,  like  a 
skilful  juggler,  cheats  our  perceptions 
and  baffles  our  inquiry.  Conformably 
to  these  views,  Narayun's  fondness  for 
play  and  gambling  were  set  down  and 
reverenced  as  krida  and  haya — divine 

rrt  and  illusion.  The  little  boy, 
owing  up  cowries,  or  pelting  his 
playfellows  with  mud,  beheld  by  the 
eye  of  faith,  and  through  the  medium 
of  the  maya  doctrine,  was  no  longer 
the  urchin  Narayun  Powar,  but  the 
God  Narayun,  sporting  with  worlds..* 
The  false  ever  simulates  the  true — 
the  demoniacal  apes  the  divine.  To 
this  imagined  Messiah  of  the  Mahratta 
nation,  there  was  not  wanting  a  Baptist 
to  go  before  his  face,  and  prepare  his 
way — to  announce  his  mission — to  bear 
testimonv  to  his  divinity.  Balkrishna, 
the  Brahmin  koolkumee,  or  village 
registrar  of  Pimpoordee,  undertook 
this  office.  Selecting  a  small  rivulet 
in  the  neighbourhood,  he  there  esta- 
blished a  teerth,  or  place  of  sacred 
bathing,  in  the  name  of  Narayun  Deo, 
the  living  God  Narayun.  Thither 
were  invited  pilgrims  from  all  quar- 
ters,  to  come  and  purify  themselves  in 
the  sacred  waters ;  thither  the  sinner 
was  summoned  to  be  washed — ^the 
faithful  to  offer  up  their  sacred  vows — 
the  weary  and  distressed  to  obtain  rest, 
and  a  deliverance  from  worldly  cares^- 
the  sick  to  be  healed,  in  the  name  of 
Narayun.  The  diseased  of  all  deno- 
minations flocked  to  the  spot  from 
every  quarter,  bathed  in  the  stream, 
and  sat  down  upon  the  banks,  awaiting 
the  destined  hour  of  their  deliverance. 
The  blind,  the  lame,  the  leper,  and  the 
cripple,  were  there  in  great  numbers 
and  in  great  hope;  for  rumour  had 
spread  abroad  through  the  country, 
that  many  lepers  had  been  healed,  and 
many  blind  had  received  their  sight. 
Parties  appeared  in  Bombay  and 
Poonah,  who  averred  they  had  been 
cured  by  Narayun :  and  these  asser- 
tions of  one  or  two  strangers,  whose 
history  it  was  impossible  to  trace,  or 
whose  truth  to  test,  were  multiplied  a 
hundred-fold  by  the  voice  of  popular 
exaggeration,  and  increased  the  gene- 
ral ferment  and  delusion.  On  the 
spot  no  cure  was  publicly  witnessed ; 
indeed  none  ]4)pears  to  have  been  for- 
mally attempted.  Each  was  told  to 
bathe — to  lay  his  offering  at  the  feet 
of  Narayun — to  worship,  offer  up  his 
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prayer  or  his  vow,  and  then  retire^  and 
awaits  in  silent  resignation  and  bope^ 
conjoined  with  a  frequent  repetition  of 
bathing  in  the  sacred  rivulet,  the  hour 
when  it  might  please  the  divinity  to 
fulfil  it. 

Evangelists  were  not  wanting  to  re- 
cord Narayun's  actions,  nor  apostles  to 
proclaim  his  mission  and  his  doctrine. 
He  was  soon  attended  by  a  crowd  of 
Brahmins,  of  whom  four  were  specially 
employed  in  registering  his  words  and 
actions— the  miracles  and  cures  alleged 
to  have  been  performed  by  him,  and 
the  vows  offereid  up  in  his  name.  One 
of  these  legendary  gospels,  of  which  a 
copy  got  into  circulation,  amounted  to 
about  three  hundred  foolscap  sides  in 
manuscript.  Other  of  his  Bramhin 
disciples  were  sedulous  in  spreading  his 
fame  and  inculcating  his  doctrine  upon 
all  who  approached  the  pilgrim^e, 
whether  from  faith  or  curiosity.  The 
doctrine  which  he  is  represented  as 
having  preached,  and  which,  at  all 
events,  his  apostles  preached  in  his 
name,  amounted  to  this:  that  men 
should  no  longer  worship  gods  of  wood 
or  stone;  that  all  faith  should  be 
placed  in  Atm,  the  living  divinity,  come 
to  deliver  the  world.  The  deliverance 
thus  promised  and  looked  for,  seems 
to  have  been  like  that  expected  by  the 
Jews  from  their  Messiah,  an  earthly 
one — from  physical  evil  and  politiciu 
servitude.  Foreign  dominion  was  to 
cease — Narayun  to  obtain  supremacy ; 
the  wicked  and  impure  to  be  extermi- 
nated, piety  to  flourish,  the  golden  age 
to  return. 

Miracles  were  not  wanting  to  con- 
firm his  mission;  they  are  cheap  in 
India.  Besides  the  details  of  cures, 
alleged  to  have  been  performed  on  the 
blind,  the  lame,  and  the  leper,  who,  as 
all  the  new  arrivals  were  told,  had  gone 
away  rejoicing ;  and  of  vows  made  in 
distant  places,  and  fulfilled  by  Nara- 
yun ;  other  marvels  were  narrated  of 


him.  When  his  uncle^  unable  to  pay 
the  balance  of  his  land-tax  to  the  re- 
venue officers  of  the  rigah  of  Sattara, 
was  taken  before  the  chowdry,  and  a 
large  stone  placed  upon  his  head,  (a 
common  mode  of  torture  resorted  to 
under  Mahratta  governments^  for  the 
purpose  of  extorting  payment  from  re- 
cusants)— Narayun,  beholding  his  dis- 
tressed situation,  and  filled  with  indig- 
nation at  the  outrage,  miraculously 
removed  the  stone,  and  miraculously 
produced  the  sum  that  was  demanded. 
When  the  rajah  himself  came  to  visit 
him  and  commanded  his  attendance, 
he  refused  to  obey  the  summons,  and 
ordered  the  rajah  to  wait  upon  him. 
The  incredulous  rajah  demanded  a 
sign,  and  Narayun  ordered  a  large 
rock  to  transport  itself  from  its  native 
bed,  and  move  to  an  opposite  hillock 
in  his  presence.  These  and  similar 
feats  of  thaumaturgy,  were  narrated 
to  all  comers ;  and,  fVom  the  wonder- 
ful command  which  they  beheld  him 
daily  exercise  over  the  snakes  that 
were  brought  to  him  from  every  quar- 
ter, such  tales  received  a  ready  cre- 
dence. 

Prophecies  were  not  wanting.  An 
ancient  prediction  of  the  poet  Toolsee- 
das,  referring  to  a  period  not  fkt  dis- 
tant from  that  in  which  Narayun  ap- 
peared, was  pressed  into  his  service* 
It  foretells  the  appearance  of  an  extra- 
ordinary person,  who  is  to  obtain  poli- 
tical suprenukcy  in  India,  and  terminate 
all  foreign  dominion ;  and  the  person 
so  foretold  is  not  to  be  a  mere  man, 
though  in  human  form,  but  an  incar- 
nation of  Indrigit,  the  son  of  Rawun. 
Rawun,  as  perhaps  most  of  our  read- 
ers know,  was  a  gigantic,  many-armed, 
many-headed  demon,  or  Titan — a  Hin- 
doo Briareus,  who,  some  thousands  of 
years  ago,  was  king  of  Lunka,  or  Cey* 
Ion,  and  was  slain  oy  the  god  Rama,  at 
the  end  of  the  war  which  is  celebrated 
in  the  Ramayun,  the  Hindoo  lUad.* 


*  Rawun  had,  like  Paris,  carried  off  Sita,  the  wife  of  Rama.  Rama  and  his 
brother  Luxoomun,  like  the  two  Atrides,  laid  siege  to  the  ravisher*s  capital,  whidi 
they  took  and  burnt,  as  the  Greeks  did  Troy ;  recovering  the  imprisoned  beauty, 
and  slaying  her  captor  and  all  his  famil v.  Every  exhibition  of  m-e- works,  trans- 
parencies, or  other  pyrotechny,  is  to  this  da^  called  Lunka  by  the  EBndoos,  as 
representing  the  superb  conflagp*ation  of  that  city  produced  bv  one  of  Rama*s  most 
efficient  allies,  the  monkey-^od,  Hunoomun,  commander  of  the  army  of  monkeys, 
who  assisted  Rama*s  operalions.  Hunoomun  allowed  his  tail — a  tail  some  miles 
long — to  get  into  jeopardy  among  the  besieged,  and  they  imprudently  wreaked  their 
vengeance  on  this  formidable  member,  by  setting  It  on  fire,  and  feeding  the  flame 
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In  this  war>  Indrajit^  too,  was  slain 
bj  Lnzoomun^  Rama's  brother.  It 
may  be  wondered  at,  that  the  son  of  a 
demon  should  have  so  glorious  a  future 
destiny  predicted  him ;  or  that  those 
who  wished  to  represent  Narayun  as 
a  god,  should  thus  identify  him  with  a 
titanic  hero.  But,  through  the  whole 
Hindoo^  system,  the  demoniacal  or  ti- 
tanic nature  and  the  divine  melt  into 
each  other.  Their  external  pheno- 
mena are  opposed,  but  this  is  maya, 
or  illusion  : — ^their  internal  essence  is 
one.  Indrajit,  in  his  former  appear- 
ance  on  earth,  had  himself  overcome 
the  god  Indra  (the  atmospheric  Jove), 
and  wrested  the  thunderbolt  from 
him.*  Rawun,his  father, was,  although 
a  Titan,  an  ascetic  of  exalted  devotion. 
His  very  death,  at  the  hand  of  the  god 
Rama,  was  a  glorious  reward  for  this 
virtue.  In  the  pantheistic  and  mystic 
views  of  the  Hindoos,  all  oppositions 
and  diversities  are  reconciled  in  unity. 
The  i^parent  enmity  and  punishment 
of  the  devout  Demon  King  was  only 
external  mat  a,  phenomenal  illusion; 
the  hostile  contact,  the  death-embrace 
with  Rama,  was,  in  reality,  union  with 
the  Divinity ! 

|k  There  was,  therefore,  no  difficulty 
on  the  score  of  Indrajit*s  former  ti- 
tanic character : — this  was  quite  con- 
astent  with  his  now  coming  as  a  god 
and  deliverer  of  mankind.  All  that 
was  necessary  was,  to  make  the  verses 
of  Toolsee-das  fit  Narayun  Deo.  This, 
with  the  help  of  a  little  interpolation. 


was  easily  effected;  and  the  predic- 
tion, thus  altered,  was  speedily  circu- 
lated, and  before  long  was  in  every 
hand  and  on  every  tongue,  through 
the  Mahratta  country. 

The  following  is  a  translation  of  the 
metrical  prophecy  of  the  poet  Tool- 
see-das. It  was  written  during  the 
supremacy  of  the  Mogul  or  Turkish 
dynasty,  whose  fall  it  predicts:  and 
the  first,  second,  fourth,  and  fifth 
stanzas,  being  found  in  most  copies, 
may  be  considered  genuine.  The 
long  third  stanza,  however,  is  not  in 
any  old  copy,  and  must  have  been  spe- 
cially framed  to  represent  the  rise  and 
fall  of  the  British  power  in  theDeckan. 
The  particular  locality  and  the  heal- 
ing of  disease  are  evidently  introduced 
to  adapt  it  to  Narayun  Deo.  It  will 
be  observed,  too,  that  the  four  last 
lines  of  this  stanza  repeat,  in  a  com- 
bined form,  particulars  mentioned  se- 
parately in  the  first,  fourth,  and  fifth 
stanzas :  and  the  omission  of  the  whole 
third  stanza  will  not  injure  the  sense 
of  the  genuine  prophecy.  It  is  clearly 
an  interpolation  and  a  forgery.  The 
nineteenth  century  of  Vikrumajit,  with- 
in which  the  prophecy  was  to  be  ac- 
complished, terminates  in  1844.  The 
fifteenth  year  of  the  British  rule  in  the 
Deckan,  when  it  was  to  be  overthrown, 
and  the  year  Nundun,  when  Indrajit 
was  to  establish  his  supremacy  at  Delhi, 
and  the  new  golden  period  of  eighty 
years  was  to  commence,  correspond 
with  1832-33. 


PaOPHECY   OP   THE    POET    TOOLSEE-DAS. 


Why,  mind,  art  thou  impatif'nt  ?     There  shall  come, 
Within  one  thousand  and  nine  hundred  years, 
A  destined  period,  when  Indraijit, 
The  son  of  Rawun,  shall  again  be  born. 


with  all  the  available  oil  in  the  city.  But  as  soon  as  it  was  well  kindled,  Hunoomun 
commenced  wagging  it  to  and  fro  through  their  capital,  and  thereby  produced  the 
most  magnificent  conflagration  on  record. 

•  Perhaps,  like  Franklin,  of  whom  it  is  said,  metaphorically,  Eripuit  fulmen 
ccdo.  Indeed  one  is  led  to  suspect  that  Rawun  and  his  son  were  in  reality  men  of 
great  scientific  resources.  A  remark  on  this  subject  was  once  made  to  us  by  a 
mndoo,  which  is  so  curious  that  we  here  record  it : — "  The  Hindoos,  who  watch 
and  reflect  upon  the  proceedings  and  achievements  of  you  Europeans,  say  that  all 
your  actions  resemble  those  attributed  in  our  Poorans  or  religious  poems,  to  giants 
and  demons.  Thus  it  is  said  in  the  Ramayun,  that  Rawun  had  taken  several  of 
the  gods  prisoners,  and  made  them  bis  household  servants.  The  god  Agni  (fire) 
was  his  cook,  and  dressed  his  food ;  the  god  Wayoo  (wind)  was  his  housemaid,  and 
swept  his  chamber ;  the  god  Waroonu  (water)  was  his  gardener,  and  watered  his 
trees;  and  so  with  the  rest.  You,  too,  have  mastered  and  imprisoned  these 
elements,  and  make  them  serve  you.  The  wind  works  your  ships ;  the  ether  (gas) 
lights  your  bouses ;  you  have  harnessed  the  fire  and  water  ^  like  horses  to  your 
carriages  and  your  steamers  ;  they  work  in  your  mills,  and  coin  your  money." 
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II. 

•  Why,  inind,  art  thou  impatient  ? — for,  behold  I 
The  splendoar  of  the  Turkish  race  shall  fade, 
Even  as  a  garment  fretted  by  the  moth  : 
And  to  the  North,  the  South,  the  East,  the  West, 
The  destined  one  his  kingdom  shall  set  up. 

III. 

'  Why,  mind,  art  thou  impatient? — ere  that  day, 
Large  armies  of  a  race  impure  shall  come 
Into  the  Deckan,  and  set  up  a  sway 
For  a  brief  period,  which  shall  wane  away 
And  perish  of  itself.     Behold  I  behold  I 
Out  of  the  sea — with  hat  upon  his  head — 
A  reddish-bodied  waterman  shall  come. 
To  man  nor  woman  working  aught  of  good 
And  hold  dominion  for  some  fifteen  years ; 
Till  Indrajit,  the  son  of  mighty  Rawun, 
In  Huree  Bulevunt  Punchal's  land  be  born  : 
At  Delhi  he  shall  rule  for  eighty  years  ; 
Shall  heal  disease,  and  shall  consume  the  wicked. 


"  Why,  mind,  art  thou  impatient  ?    In  that  day 
Bhoolbula,  bom  in  Powar's  ancient  race. 
Shall  rule  at  Delhi.    In  the  year  called  Nundun, 
In  the  sixth  day  of  Vusunt's  vernal  season, 
There  shall  be  spread  his  regal  canopy. 

V.  , 

"  Why,  mind,  art  thou  impatient  ?    Eighty  years 
This  golden  age  shall  last : — virtue  shall  flourbh, 
And  all  the  wicked  be  destroyed ; — ^by  aid 
Of  Rughoobeer,  thus  Toolsee-das  [foretells]." 

Psalmists  were  not  wanting  to  hymn  his  celebrity.     Of  these  we  subjoin 

Narayan's  praise.     Many  hymns  and  one  which  was  circulated  at  an  early 

canticles  were  composed  in  his  honour  stage  of  his  appearance^  and  became 

by  the  Bramhins  around  him,  and  for-  very  widely  known  :— 
warded  to  every  quarter  to  increase 

TRANSLATION  OF  AN   UBIIUNG  OR  METRICAL  HYMN,  IN  PRAISE  OP  NARAYUN  DEO. 
Compoted  and  ctrcuUted  by  Balcrishn*,  the  Koolkomee  or  Begiftnur  of  the  village  of  Fimpoordee. 


**  In  the  hamlet  of  Pimpoordee, 
In  the  ancient  line  of  Powar, 

Young  Narayun  rose  to  life. 
Numbering  only  eight  brief  summers. 
But  in  glory  all  outgrowing. 

Young  in  years  and  old  in  fame. 
Gathering  all  the  children  round  him^ 
On  the  ground  behold  him  sporting. 
Or  with  cowries  joyous  play. 
Hark  to  Balcrishna's  cry  I — *  Approach  all  ye  who  will, 
And  be  delivered  from  the  toils  of  life  !* 


**  Rumour  spread,  the  infant  played  with 
Scorpions,  snakes,  and  deadly  reptiles. 

Granting  every  faithful  vow. 
On  the  ocean,  oh,  Narayun ! 
Tempest-tossed  a  vessel  laboured. 

And  had  perished  but  for  thee. 
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extravagant  destiny — the  recover j  of 
the  old  Hindoo  empire  over  all  the 
nations  professing  Hindooism,  &c. 
These  predictions  were  regularly  taken 
down  as  uttered,  by  her  husband,  or 
some  other  party,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  raja.  Copies  of  them  were  found 
In  the  Zenana  after  the  raja's  depo- 
sition  by  Sir  James  Carnac ;  and  of 
other  papers,  showing  that  his  High- 
ness placed  implicit  credence  in  them, 
and  acted  upon  them.  There  is  little 
doubt  that  they  mainly  contributed  to 
his  ruin.  It  was  wittily  remarked  by 
a  native,  when  speaking  on  this  sub- 
ject —  *'  The  lady's  waren  (familiar 
spirit)  promised  that  he  should  re- 
move his  throne  to  Delhi,  (an  expres- 
sion implying  his  obtaining  the  whole 
empire  of  Hindostan)  ;  and  the  pro- 
phecy is  now'  fulfilled — he  has  been 
removed  to  Delhi  or  its  neighbour- 
hood." This  fact,  only  recently  dis- 
covered, fully  accounts  for  the  oppo- 
sition which  the  raja  alone,  of  all  the 
Mahratta  nation,  oflFered  to  Narayun 
Bawa's  pretensions.  Looking  upon 
himself  as  the  person,  who,  according 
to  the  voice  of  prophecy,  was  destined 
to  achieve  universal  dominion,  and 
expel  the  British,  he  could  ill  brook 
the  rival  claims  set  up  for  this  child, 
as  the  incarnation  of  Indraj it,  foretold 
by  Toolseedas.  The  progress  of  his 
worship,  therefore,  caused  him  consi- 
derable uneasiness,  not  unmixed  with 
fear.  But,  indeed,  this  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at ;  for  stronger  minds  than 
his  bad  been  shaken  by  the  accounts 
which  every  day  brought,  of  new 
wonders  performed  by  this  extraordi- 
nary child,  and  by  the  rapidity  with 
which  all  men  seemed  forced  to  own 
and  bow  to  his  divinity.  At  the  time 
the  mania  was  at  its  height,  the  writer 
of  this  paper  asked  a  European  gen- 
tleman of  distinguished  attainments 
aa  a  scholar,  and  a  firm  believer  in 
Christianity,  what  was  his  opinion  of 
Narayun  Bawa?  His  reply  was  as 
follows : — **  The  facts  which  I  have 
heard  have  quite  staggered  me :  the 
whole  Hindoo  population  are  tho- 
roaghly  convinced  of  the  divinity  of 
this  child,  and  are  going  mad  aAer 
him.  It  18  impossible  to  say  what  ex- 
traordinary mecMs  God  may  see  Jit  to 
adopt  for  the  spiritual  recovery  of  the 
Hindoos.  Ordinary  means  and  mis- 
sions seem  to  have  failed  with  them." 
But  in  the  midst  of  all  this  enthu- 


siasm and  expectation,  a  message  of 
dismay  came  to  every  city — **  Narayun 
Bawa  is  dead  T  At  first  no  one 
would  believe  it ;  but  the  next  day 
came  other  messengers  with  further 
tidings ;  and  while  they  confirmed  the 
fact  of  his  death,  they  brought  with 
them  the  assurance  that  he  was  to  rise 
again  in  a  few  days. 

It  appears  that  while  Narayun  was 
as  usual  exhibiting  his  control  over 
all  the  snakes  brought  to  him  by 
strangers,  a  Mhar,  or  Pariah,  pro- 
duced a  very  large  one,  which  he  said 
he  had  brought  all  the  way  from 
Benares,  or  some  other  far-ofT  place. 
Narayun  laid  hold  of  the  reptile  with 
his  usual  boldness,  and  attempted  to 
play  with  it ;  but,  for  the  first  time, 
he  found  a  serpent  which  he  could  not 
manage.  The  snake  became  irritated, 
and  bit  him  mortally.  In  a  few  hours, 
the  wretched  child,  whom  imposture, 
or  delusion,  or  both,  had  elevated  into 
a  divinity,  was  a  corpse — affording  one 
more  example  in  confirmation  of  an 
awful  remark,  which  has  been  more 
tlian  once  made,  that  no  human  being 
has  long  survived  the  assumption  of 
divine  honors.  By  his  disciples  his 
death  was  attributed  to  the  malice  of  the 
Kaja  of  Sattara,  who,  it  was  asserted, 
had  sent  the  Mhar  that  presented  the 
fatal  snake.  The  Mhar  himself  was 
believed  to  have  been  a  magician 
in  disguise.  But,  though  Narayun 
was  dead,  the  delusion  or  imposture 
did  not  die  with  him.  It  was  confi- 
dently given  out  that  he  would  rise 
from  the  dead  on  the  third  or  eighth 
day  ;  and  a  vast  multitude  of  the  pil- 
grims, clinging  to  this  hope,  awaited 
on  the  spot  to  witness  his  resurrection. 
The  predicted  days  passed  ;  no  resur- 
rection took  place ;  and  the  disappoint- 
ed and  sorrowing  crowd,  awaking  too 
late  to  their  delusion,  began  to  dis- 
perse. But  even  here  the  infatuation 
did  not  terminate.  Reports  continued 
to  be  circulated  that  Narayun  was 
shortly  to  re-appear  in  different  places, 
and,  now  and  then,  that  he  actually 
had  appeared.  In  Poena  it  was  for  a 
time  believed  that  his  soul  had  lodged 
iuelf  in  the  body  of  a  Bramhin,  who 
would  fulfil  all  that  had  been  predicted 
of  the  peasant  boy  ;  but  this  imposture 
speedily  died  away. 

In  the  Conkan  it  was  in  like  manner 
given  out  that  he  was  to  re-appear 
there  .  and  the  town  of  Hurnee,on  the 
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coasts  was  specified  as  the  appointed 
place.  The  inhabitants  in  consequence 
were  in  a  state  of  great  excitement 
and  expectation ;  and,  at  one  time,  it 
was  thought  Narayun  had  really  ap- 
peared. 

One  evening  at  dusk,  some  people 
going  to  the  temple  to  pay  their  ves- 
per worship,  found  a  person  lying 
prostrate  before  the  idol,  apparently 
m  a  trance.  His  features  were  un- 
known to  any  present,  and  the  idea 
struck  one  of  the  'party  that  it  must 
be  Narayun.  "  The  sound  of  his 
name,**  to  quote  a  letter  written  from 
the  spot,  "flew  like  lightning,  and 
**  Narayun  has  appeared  I  Narayun 
lias  appeared  1**  was  soon  proclaimed 
throughout  the  vills^.  The  work- 
men threw  down  their  implements  and 
ran ;  the  bazaar  was  soon  deserted, 
and  the  fat  and  sleeky  Brahmin  hob- 
tied  along  with  the  moving  crowd  to 
pay  his  adoration  to  this  new  incarna- 
tion. Some  brought  flowers,  and 
Others  rice  or  ghee,  or  pice,  or  other 
offerings :  one  ran  for  lamps  to  light 
Up  the  temple;  others  for  tom-toms, 
without  which,  of  course,  nothing  can 
go  off  with  eclat ;  and  as  large  a  crowd 
as  a  large  village  can  turn  out  was 
soon  collected  around  the  temple. 
Narayun  in  the  meantime  appeared  to 
play  his  part  pretty  well.  He  raised 
himself,  so  soon  as  those  who  first 
discovered  him  began  to  adore  him, 
and  received  afterwards  the  prostra- 
tions and  offerings  of  the  crowd  with 
a  great  deal  of  calmness,  but  spake 
little  or  none ;  and  all  went  off  well 
for  the  first  night.  Next  morning,  a 
few  of  the  more  intelligent  of  the  peo- 
ple thought  proper  to  inquire  into  the 
claims  of  this  said  person  to  be  recog- 
nised as  a  second  Narayun.  They 
began  to  question  him  as  to  the  truth 
of  these  claims,  when  the  poor  man 
honestly  confessed  that  such  claims  he 
had  never  made.  He  was  a  poor 
weaver,  who  had  come  from  a  dis- 
tance, and  was  going  further  down 
the  coast  on  some  business.  He  had 
been  taken  ill  in  going  through  Hur- 
nee,  and  had  thrown  himself  down  in 
the  temple,  as  he  was  unable  to  pro- 
ceed further.  He  had  no  idea  of 
ever  being  recognised  as  Narayun  ; 
but  being  awoke  by  people  paying 
their  adorations,  he  sat  up  and  calmly 
received  all  they  had  to  give  him. 
Thus  ended  Narayun's  second  appear- 


ance, and  with  it  appear  to  have  ended 
all  the  hopes  of  the  people  in  this 
quarter." 

In  the  village  of  Nagaon,  on  the 
island  of  Bombay,  a  similar  occur- 
rence took  place.  A  stranger  had 
been  discovered  in  the  temple,  seated 
beside  the  idol ;  the  report  spread 
that  it  was  Narayun,  and  three  or  four 
hundred  persons  assembled,  prostrated 
themselves  before  him,  and  presented 
their  offerings.  But  two  Brahmins 
from  a  distant  village  happening  to 
come  in,  recognised  in  the  object  of 
all  this  homage  an  idiot  boy  who  had 
strayed  from  his  home. 

Some  days  afterwards  a  Mahratta 
peasant,  who  was  said  to  have  a  Waren* 
or  Pythpnic  spirit,  prophesied  that 
Narayun  would,  on  a  certain  day,  rise 
from  the  ground  near  the  tank  of 
Cowasjee  Pat  ell,  in  the  middle  of  the 
town  of  Bombay.  His  declaration 
met  with  implicit  belief,  and  a  large 
crowd  assembled  on  the  spot,  loaded 
with  cocoa-nuts,  and  other  offerings ; 
and,  planting  a  toolsee  or  shrub  of 
sacred  basil  in  the  ground,  near  the 
place  whence  he  was  expected  to 
emerge>  sat  down  to  await  the  event. 
But  the  day  waned  away,  the  sun 
went  down,  and  the  coming  darkness 
at  length  forced  them  to  retire. 

Similar  expectations  and  reports  con- 
tinued to  prevail  in  many  parts  of  the 
country  for  two  or  three  months  after 
Narayun's  death  ;  but  all  these  hopes 
at  last  ended,  and  though  a  few  still 
clung  to  the  persuasion  of  his  divinity, 
the  majority  at  length  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  was  nothing  but  a 
Rakshus  or  demon,  who  came  for  a 
while  on  earth  to  amuse  himself  by  de- 
luding mankind. 

The  foregoing  history  is  calculated 
to  throw  light  on  the  manner  in  which 
some  of  the  gods  of  the  Hindoo  Pan- 
theon may  have  originally  come  to  be 
deified;  and,  perhaps,  on  hero  wor- 
ship in  generaL  It  is  admitted  by  the 
ablest  Sanscrit  scholars  of  the  present 
day,  that  the  Bhagvut,  and  many 
other  of  the  Hindoo  Poorans,  which 
celebrate  the  praises^  and  advocate  the 
worship  of  these  divinities,  are  of  a 
comparatively  modern  date,  though 
compiled  from  older  materials.  Per- 
haps it  would  not  be  a  very  improba- 
ble conjecture,  that  they  were  framed 
from  popular  ballads,  not  very  differ- 
ent in    character  from  the  hvnm  in 
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praise  of  Narayun  Bawa>  above  trans- 
lated. 

One  thing  is  calculated  to  strike  the 
Christian  reader  in  this  history — the 
resemblance,  whether  casual  or  inten- 
tional, between  some  of  the  attendant 
circumstances  and  pretensions  of  Na- 
rayun, and  those  which  are  narrated 
of  Christ  in  the  Gospel.  When  it 
was  boldly  asserted  that  Narayun 
Bawa  cleansed  lepers,  gave  sight  to 
the  blind,  and  restored  the  lame  to 
the  use  of  their  limbs,  a  suspicion 
naturally  arose,  that  some  parties, 
well  acquainted  with  the  Gospels  were 
endeavouring  to  get  up  a  Pseudo- 
Messiah,  in  imitation  of  the  Christian 
Saviour :  when  prophecy  was  brought 
forward  in  support  of  his  mission,  and 
it  was  stated  that  four  Brahmins  at- 
tended the  child  daily,  to  register  his 
words  and  actions,  the  suspicion  was 
strengthened ;  and  when  it  was  given 
out,  on  his  death,  that  he  would  rise 
again  on  the  third,  and  afterwards  on 
the  eighth  day,  it  almost  became  con- 
verted into  a  certainty.  Yet,  it  must 
be  allowed,  the  resemblances,  in  some 
degree,  spring  naturally,  almost  ne- 
cessarily, from  the  very  nature  of  the 
design  of  enacting  incarnate  deity. 

If,  however,  such  imitation  was 
reidly  intended,  the  attempt  was  a 
signal  failure.  The  tax  levied  upon 
all  who  came  to  seek  relief,  presented, 
at  the  very  outset,  a  striking  contrast 
with  the  gratuitous  benevolence  of  the 
merciful  Redeemer.  The  want  of 
reality  in  the  alleged  miracles  was 
another  conclusive  point  of  difference. 
The  Jews,  who  were  contemporaries 
of  Christ,  never  disputed  the  reality 
of  his  miracles,  but  imputed  them  to 
demoniacal  agency.  Those  who  suc- 
ceeded equally  admitted  their  reality, 
but  accounted  for  them  by  his  having 
obtained  possession  of  the  Tetra  gram- 
maton,  or  sacred  name  of  the  Most 
High  from  the  temple  ;  by  his  having 
watched   the  secret  devotions  of  his 


preceptor  in  the  night-time,  and  thus 
learned  the  mystic  words  which  in- 
vested him  with  thaumaturgic  power ; 
and  by  other  asserted  means,  which 
will  be  found  in  the  Toldoth  Yesu, 
and  similar  Rabbinical  works.  But, 
of  all  the  alleged  miraculous  cures  by 
Narayun  Bawa,  which  were  so  loudly 
bruited  in  his  life-time,  not  one  was 
eventually  well  authenticated,  or  sur- 
vived the  decline  of  his  reputation. 
When  the  mania  was  at  an  end,  it  was 
admitted  by  the  most  respectable  na* 
tives  who  had  visited  him,  that  the 
only  thing  miraculous  they  had  seen 
was  his  manner  of  handling  serpents. 

The  blind,  who  had  gone  to  meet 
him  in  hope,  came  back  complaining 
that  they  had  paid  their  money  and 
consumed  their  time,  and  were  now 
nothing  the  better  for  it ;  they  had,  in 
the  emphatic  language  of  Isaiah,  spent 
their  money  for  that  which  was  not 
bread.  If  the  history  of  Narayun 
Bawa  afford,  on  the  one  hand,  a  re- 
markable example  of  the  facility  with 
which  religious  delusion  may  be  propa- 
gated among  a  credulous  people,  it 
evinces,  on  the  other,  in  the  most 
striking  manner,  the  difficulty  of  coun- 
terfeiting genuine  prophecy  and  mi- 
racles, and  gives  a  new  value  to  the 
evidence  of  that  kind,  which  is  ad- 
mitted, by  its  greatest  enemies,  to  exist 
in  support  of  Christianity.  Of  the 
prophecies  in  the  Old  Testament,  the 
Jews  themselves  are  the  providential 
guardians  ;  to  the  genuineness  of  the 
miracles  recorded  in  the  New,  the 
Toldoth  Yesu  and  other  Rabbinical 
writings  bear  conclusive  tesflmony. 

U  is  sad,  it  is  wonderful,  to  contrast 
the  blind  enthusiasm  and  worship 
which  greeted  this  tool  and  victim  of 
imposture,  with  the  reception  which 
the  real  Saviour  of  mankind  met,  not« 
withstanding  the  splendour  of  his  mi- 
racles, and  the  divine  purity  of  his  life 
and  doctrine. 
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HISTORY   OF  OIL   PAINTING." 


From  the  day  that  Walpole  gave  utter- 
ance to  his  sneering  remark  on  the 
futility  of  researches  into  what  he  was 
pleased  to  call  **  the  Antiquity  of  Ig- 
norance,*' has  that  very  investigation 
occupied  the  minds,  and  enlisted  the 
ablest  efforts,  of  some  of  the  most 
intelligent  intellects  of  each  succeed- 
ing generation,  up  to  the  present  day. 
The  establishment  of  the  earlier  links 
in  the  chain  of  progression  of  any  one 
science,  may  lead  to  the  most  valuable 
results,  when  applied  to  another  pos- 
sessing an  analogy  with  it,  and  exist- 
ing perhaps  only  in  a  state  of  compa- 
rativelv  incomplete  development.  To 
control  the  conduct  of  such  studies, 
and  as  far  as  possible  to  lead  them  to 
practical  conclusions,  should  be  one  of 
the  most  earnest  efforts  of  the  utilitari- 
an 5  and  happy,  indeed,  is  it  for  the  cause 
of  science  and  art,  when  the  qualities 
of  the  antiquarian,  the  true  "indaga- 
tor,"  and  those  of  the  earnest  practical 
philosopher,  are  united  in  one  and  the 
same  person  ;  then  it  is,  that  know- 
ledge really  advances,  and  while  the 
history  of  science  is  truthfully  record- 
ed, fresh  energy  is  lent  to  the  aspirant 
for  its  successful  cultivation. 

The  art  of  painting,  and  indeed  the 
fine  arts  generally,  have  been  peculi- 
arly fortunate,  in  numbering  among 
those  who  have  devoted  themselves  to 
the  record  of  their  principles  and 
history,  many  who  have  possessed 
the  happy  mental  combination  we 
have  described,  as  so  eminently  bene- 
ficial ;  and  whether  it  be  owing  to  the 
humanizing  and  refining  effect  of  the 
practice  of  the  art  of  painting  on  the 
intellectual  powers,  many  of  those  who 
have  wielded  the  pencil  with  the  great- 
est ability,  have  been  led  to  give  up 
the  harvest  of  pictorial  honours,  and 
resigning  the  pencil  for  the  pen,  strug- 
gle to  add  the  crown  of  literary  dis- 
tinction to  that  already  obtained  by 
their  artistic  abilities.  It  is  to  the 
latter  class  that  the  author  of  the  work 


under  consideration  belongs,  and  it  is 
most  highly  to  his  honour  that  he  has 
possessed  the  energy,  and  found  the 
time,  during  a  highly  successful  pro- 
fessional career,  to  pursue  the  most 
arduous  studies,  and  to  bring  them  to 
so  admirably  practical  a  result  as  that 
evidenced  by  his  present  volume. 

And  yet,  ungrateful  and  unsatisfied 
creatures  that  we  are,  we  cannot  re- 
frain from  expressing  a  wish  that  Mr. 
Eastlake  had  made  his  work  either 
more  directly  useful  to  artists,  or  more 
interesting  to  the  general  reader  ;  the 
addition  of  a  little  of  his  own  practi- 
cal and  critical  judgment  on  the  com- 
parative value  of  the  several  processes 
he  describes,  would  have  effected  the 
former,  while  a  little  more  care  in  the 
arrangement  and  aggregation  of  his 
evidence,  and  a  somewhat  less  ram- 
bling division  of  his  subject,  would 
have  equally  gained  the  latter  result 
In  the  accumulation  of  that  evidenoe 
from  every  available  source,the  author 
has  been  indefatigable  ;  his  work  is  a 
perfect  Mosaic  of  compilation — he  has 
procured  the  most  able  assistance,  ac- 
cess appears  to  have  been  afforded  him 
to  every  document  likely  in  any  way 
to  forward  the  object  of  bis  research  ; 
and  in  the  progress  of  his  studies  he 
would  seem  to  have  been  accompanied 
with  the  cheering  sympathy  of  most 
intelligent  and  accomplished  friends — 
an  incentive  to  exertion,  the  value  of 
which  no  literary  man  can  too  highly 
appreciate.  In  judging  the  merits  and 
demerits  of  this  work,  it  is  therefore 
to  be  recollected,  that  its  author  baa 
enjoyed  very  considerable  advantages, 
and  that,  should  he  be  arraigned  at 
the  bar  of  criticism  for  the  commis- 
sion of  a  few  literary  peccadilloes,  he, 
as  an  already  distinguished  writer, 
cannot  claim  forbearance  on  the  score 
of  tyroship. 

Had  Mr.  Eastlake  entitled  his  book 
"  A  History  of  the  Materials  of  Oil 
Painting,"  instead  of  "  Materials  for 


•  "Materials  for  a  History  of  Oil  Pamting."    By  Charles  Lock  Eastlake,  B.A., 
F.R.S.,  F.S.A.,  &c.     London:  Longman,  Brown,  and  Co.    8vo.     1847. 
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a  History  of  Oil  Painting,"  he  would 
perhaps  have  conveyed  to  the  public  a 
clearer  idea  of  the  nature  of  its  con- 
tents, and  prepared  them  for  a  disquisi- 
tion on  the  antiquities  of  vehicles  and 
pigments,  instead  of  such  a  critical, 
historical,  and  biographical  treatise  on 
the  lives  and  merits  of  the  early  oil 
painters  and  their  processes,  as  the 
general  meaning  of  the  terms  of  his. 
title  page  would  appear  to  promise. 

The  preface,  in  its  first  lines,explains 
(as  all  judicious  prefaces  should)  the 
author's  reasons  for,  and  objects  in, 
producing  his  work ;  and  it  is  certainly 
most  just  that  his  own  words  should 
declare  them.  Mr.  Eastlake  avers, 
therefore,  that : — 

"  The  following  work  was  undertaken 
with  a  view  to  promote  the  objects  of 
the  commissioners  on  the  fine  arts.  It 
professes  to  trace  the  recorded  practice 
of  oil  painting  from  its  invention  ;  and 
by  a  comparison  of  authentic  traditions 
with  existing  works,  to  point  out  some 
of  the  causes  of  that  durability  for 
which  the  earlier  examples  of  the  art 
are  remarkable.  It  was  considered  that 
such  an  inquiry,  if  desirable  on  general 
grounds,  must  be  especially  so  at  a 
time  when  the  best  efforts  of  our  artists 
are  required  for  the  permanent  decora- 
tion of  a  national  edifice. 

**  The  want  of  a  suflficiently  extensive 
Investigation  of  original  authorities,  re- 
lating to  the  early  practice  of  oil  paint- 
ing, has  led  to  various  contradictory 
theories  j  and  the  uncertainty  which  has 
been  the  result,  has  too  often  induced 
an  impression  that  the  excellence  of  art 
in  former  ages  depended  on  some  tech- 
nical advantages  which  have  been  lost. 
It  is  the  object  of  the  present  work  to 
supply,  as  far  as  possible,  the  facts  and 
authorities  which  have  hitherto  been 
wanting,  so  as  to  enable  the  reader  to 
form  a  tolerably  accurate  notion  re- 
specting the  origin  and  purpose  of  the 
methods  described,  and  to  estimate  the 
influence  of  the  early  characteristics  of 
the  art,  even  on  its  consummate  prac- 
tice. Whatever  may  be  the  value -of  the 
methods  in  question,  considered  in  them- 
selves, a  knowled&^e  of  them  cannot  fail 
to  be  at  least  indirectlv  useful.  It  is 
hoped  that  by  substltutmg  an  approach 
to  historical  evidence  for  the  vagueness 
of  speculation,  and  by  rendering  it  pos- 


sible  for  modern  professors  to  place 
themselves  in  the  situation  of  their  great 
predecessors  in  regard  to  merely  tech- 
nical circumstances,  one  source  of  inter- 
ruption, if  not  of  discouragement,  in 
the  study  of  the  more  essential  qualities 
of  art  will  be  removed.  At  the  same 
time,  the  author  trusts  that  details  re- 
lating to  the  careful  processes  which 
were  familiar  in  the  best  ages  of  paint- 
ing will  not  lead  the  inexperienced  to 
mistake  the  means  for  the  end ;  but  only 
teach  them  not  to  disdain  even  the  me- 
chanical operations  which  have  contri- 
buted to  confer  durability  on  the  pro- 
ductions of  the  greatest  masters.'* 


To  the  professions  herein  contained^ 
we  may  perhaps  recur,  before  termi- 
nating our  notice,  and  will  now,  leav- 
ing them  for  the  present  unnoticed, 
proceed  to  open  to  our  readers  some 
of  those  stores  of  learning  that  have 
been  accumulated  for  their  informa- 
tion and  delectation,  pausing  for  a  mo- 
ment to  explain  generally,  and  briefly, 
a  few  of  the  essential  ingredients  in  all 
developments  of  pictorial  design.  Pig- 
ments generally  are  composed  of  either 
metallic  oxides,  earths,  or  vegetable 
preparations,  and  are  invariably  re- 
duced to  a  finely  friable  and  attritu- 
rated  powder  ;  in  this  state,  it  is  of 
course  necessary  to  mix  them  with 
some  liquid,  which  shall  possess  such 
binding  properties  as  when  dried  by 
evaporation,  or  congelation,  shall  hold 
locked  up  in  an  Indurated  und  homo- 
geneous  mass  the  particles  of  colouring 
matter  ;  such  a  liquid  is  called  a  ve- 
hicle ;  and  when  the  pigment,  blended 
with  its  vehicle,  is  spread  upon  a  sur- 
face, prepared  especially  for  its  recep- 
tion, that  surface  is  denominated  a 
ground.  The  whole  of  the  different 
processes  that  have  at  any  time  been 
applied  to  the  production  of  coloured 
representations,  are  resolvable  into  five 
great  generic  divisions — Fresco,  En- 
caustic, Tempera,  Vitreous,  and  Oil- 
painting  ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  the  ac- 
companying table  will  indicate  pretty 
clearly  the  broad  general  distinctions 
of  these  classes,  and  the  nature  of  pig- 
ment,  vehicle,  and  ground  pectilia^  to 
each. 
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style  of  ProceM. 

Vehiole.           ! 

Figment. 

1 
Ground. 

1.  *<  Fresco  baono/* 

Lime  sufpended  in 

Some   earths 

An  unset  coat  of  plaster,  called  by  the 

or  genuine  f TOKO) 

water 

and  metallic 

ItalUns  •»  intonaoo,"  which  may  bs 

ud 

oxides  . 

"Fresco  eecoOt** 

The  lame 

The  same 

A  set  or  hard  coat  of  plaster,  veU 

orbMtaxd  f^eeeo 

moistened  prerious  to  tbe  applica- 
tion of  the  colours. 

2.  **  Encanitlo,**  <x 

Wax  liquified  by 

All    varieties 

Wax,  imbibed,  when  in  a  state  ap- 

WAX  painting 

heat,  diiMlred  in 

not   :of    an 

proaching  liquefaction,  by  an  ab- 

an ewential  ollt 

evanescent 

sorbent  surfmcv.sttch  as  that  of  stone, 

or  by  union  with 

charaeter. 

plaster  of  Fwls,  &o. 

a  "  lixiyium,**  or 

lubatance     (such 

as  soap  or  honey) 

Uendable  with  ei- 

ther wax  or  water 

8.  "Tempew.**    or 

A  mucilage,  or  so- 

The same 

An  absorbent  material  blended  with 

Bietemper    and 

lution  of  cohesire 

a  mucilage,  having  an  afinity  for 

Water  Colour 

substances,    such 

the    vehicle    employed  i    such   u 

as  gums,  animal 

'>  gesso,"   or  whiting   mixed  with 

glues,  &e.,  in  wa- 
ter 

sixe,  paper,  &c. 

4.  Vltrlfaction,  in- 

Fluxes, readily  fu- 

MetaUic   ox- 

cluding    glan, 

sible  by  heat 

ides  only. 

being  usually  Indented  to  form  a 

enamel*  and  por- 

key for  the  colouring  layer. 

celain  painting 

6.  OU  painting. 

Oils  and  Tarnishes, 

All  not  eran- 

that  is,  resinous 

ewsent 

such  as  white  lead  with  oU,  applied 

gumsdiswlTedin 

to  any  surface  to  which  it  will  ad- 

essential oils 

here. 

It  ifl^  of  course,  essential  that  every 
liqmd  used  as  a  vehicle  should  possess 
the  properties  of  drying  readily^  and 
indurating^and,  above  all»  that  it  should 
not,  when  once  fixed,  be  liable  to  change 
from  time,  atmospheric  changes,  or  any 
other  accident  of  its  condition.     Oil 
is,  perhaps,  of  all  other  fluids  that  which 
has  been  found  best  calculated  to  fulfil 
these  several  requirements;   and  the 
special  object  of  Mr.  Eastlake's  work 
\a,  to  record  the  nature  of  its  various 
preparations  and  combinations,  at  dif- 
ferent periods,  and  in  the  course  of  his 
examinations  of  the  subject,  to  expose 
the  various  popular  errors  and  falla- 
cies that  have  hung  for  centuries  about 
the  subject,    and   more    particularly 
about  the  history  of  its  first  intro- 
duction, errors,  and  fallacies  that  a 
crowd    of    careless   examiners     and 
unconscientious  students  have  agreed 
in  so  perpetuating,    that  until   very 
lately    it   would    nave    been    almost 
equivalent  to  doubting  ^*  truth  to  be  a 
liar,"  to  hesitate  to  receive  Va8ari*s 
account  of  Van  Eyck's  invention  of 
oil  paintmg,  as  almost 

(*  Confirmation  strong  as  proof  of  Holy  Writ." 

As  we  must  frequently  have  to  re- 
cur to  oils  of  various  natures,  in  de- 


scribing their  employment,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  inform  the  reader  (since  all 
cannot  be  supposed  to  be  acquainted 
with  the  fact)  that  oib  are  divided  na- 
turally  into  two  kinds — the  fixed  or 
fat  oils,  as  they  are  technically  called, 
and  the  volatile  or  essential ;  the  for- 
mer can  only  be  raised  to  a  state  of 
vapour  at  a  very  ^reat  heat,  while  tbe 
latter  can  be  volatilized  at  a  temperature 
in  some  cases  considerably  below  that 
of  boiling  water.  Both  varieties  may 
be  procured  from  plants,  and  some- 
times from  the  very  same,  but  always 
from  different  parts;  for  while  the 
seeds  vield  the  fixed  oil,  the  bark  sup- 
plies tne  volatile. 

The  careful  examiner  of  Mr.  East- 
lake's  work,  may,  we  fancy,  be  able  to 
trace  how  its  author  set  out  with  the 
intention  of  limiting  his  writings  to  an 
account  of  the  various  processes  of  oU- 
painting,  and  how,  once  embarked  in 
the  study,  and  in  the  collection  of  ma- 
terials, facts  of  such  interest  and  im- 
portance, of  such  novelty  and  practk^ 
value,  presei^ted  themselves  to  him,  in 
connexion  with  a  thousand  and  one 
other  branches  of  the  art  of  decora- 
tion, that  he,  like  a  kind  friend  and 
good  citizen,  could  not  refrain  from 
givmg  them  to  the  world ;  and  ibm. 
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from  a  meagre  notice  of  a  limited  de- 
partment of  the  practice  of  art,  his 
work  has  swelled  into  a  storehouse  of 
information  and  detail—^  omnibus 
rebus  et  quibusdam  aliis — of  which  we 
shall  proceed  to  offer  a  slight  chrono- 
logical analysis. 

Painting,  among  the  Egyptians,  as 
far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  scanty 
fragments  that  have  come  down  to  us, 
remained,  during  the  long  period  of  its 
practice,  in  a  state  of  monotonous  im- 
becility, and  its  more  ancient  processes 
are  marked  bv  considerable  ignorance 
of  the  laws  o/both  chemistry  and  art. 
Winckelman  describes  their  pictures 
as  consisting  of  a  ground  prepared 
with  white  lead,  on  which  the  outlines 
were  traced  with  black  strokes  ;  their 
colours  (four  only  in  number — blue, 
red,  yellow,  and  green)  were  then  laid 
on,  without  either  mixing  or  shading. 
What  the  vehicle  was  with  which  the 
ground  and  the  colours  were  mixed, 
does  not  very  clearly  appear.     Fab- 
broni,  an  Italian  writer  on  encaustic 
painting,  is  mentioned  by   Mr.  East- 
lake,  as  having  analysed  the  colours  of 
a  mummy-cloth,    and,  in  so    doing, 
"found  that  they    bad  been    mixed 
with  pure  wax.     He  concluded  that  a 
volatile  oil,  probably  naphtha,  had  held 
it  in  solution."     In  whatever  manner 
their  tints  may  have  been  prepared 
and  applied,  the  fact  of  their  brilliancy 
and  texture  remaining  unimpaired  at 
the  present  day,  is  a  strong  testimony 
to  the  excellence  of  their  method.  The 
colours  they  have  made  use  of,  in  tint- 
ing the  figures  on  their  papyri,  would 
appear  to  have  been  used  much  as  our 
modern   water-colours.      Mr.  Robert 
Hendrie,  one   of  the  most    eminent 
authorities  of  the  present  day  on  such 
subjects,  expresses  a  decided  opinion, 
that   "probably  the  Egyptians  knew 
the  advantage  of  oil  as  a  vehicle  for 
pigments."     But,  perhaps,  the  branch 
of  the  mechanical  development  of  art 
m  which  this  highly-gifted  people  most 
distinguished  themselves  was  the  "  vi- 
treous*"   To  them  we  appear  to  be 
indebted,  not  only  for  the  discovery  of 
glass,  as  a  substance,  but  for  even  the 
most  elaborate  modes  of  producing  co- 
loured representations,  through  vitri- 
faction.  Their  glass-mosaics,  and  beau- 
tifully coloured  and  striated  ornaments, 
must  be  familiar  to  all  acquainted  with 
the  contents  of  the  Museums  of  Lon- 
don or  Paris.     Monsieur  Roziere^  in 


a  passage  quoted  by   Mr.    Hendrie, 
says : — 

**  I  have  often  found  in  the  ruins  of 
ancient  cities  of  the  Theba'id,  amongst 
the  fragments  of  coloured  glass  with 
which  they  abound,  some  pieces  tinted 
with  various  colours.  Many  of  them, 
affording  in  some  of  their  parts  beauti- 
ful tints  of  purple,  were,  I  think,  re- 
mains of  the  ancient  artificial  vasa  murr" 
hina — frits,  glasses,  and  enamels,  are 
also  found  coloured  by  metallic  oxides." 

M.  Roziere  accompanied  the  French 
expedition  into  Egypt. 

All  that  was  valuable  in  the  Egyp- 
tian processes,  was  probably  commu- 
nicated by  them  to  the  Greeks,  who 
unquestionably  added  many  new  varie- 
ties to  their  stock  of  pigments,  and 
superadded  to  theirs  many  most  valu- 
able and  highly-improved  artistic  re- 
cipes. 

Although  Mr.  Eastlake  concedes  to 
the  early  Greeks  the  probable  posses- 
sion of  most  of  the  materials  essential 
to  the  process  of  oil  painting,  he  ap- 
pears decidedly  to  lean  to  the  convic- 
tion that  it  was  not  practised  by  them. 

Tempera,  or  a  mixture  of  the  tints 
to  be  employed  with  a  glutinous  vehi- 
cle and  water,  would  seem  to  have 
obtained  most  universally,  antecedent 
to  the  full  development  of  encaustic 
painting  in  Greece,  and  to  have  gained 
the  highest  popularity,  and  received 
the  noblest  sanction  for  its  employ- 
ment. Mr.  Eastlake  remarks,  that  at 
a  very  early  period 

"  It  had  gained  the  support  of  the 
highest  names — those  of  Zeuxis,  Parr- 
hasius,  Apelles,  and  others — painters 
who  had  established  their  reputation, 
and  that  of  their  process,  before  encaus- 
tic had  time  to  develop  itself.  The 
practice  of  the  latter  prevailed  only 
when  art  was  declining ;  and  hence,  as 
regards  the  ancients,  its  resources  were 
never  fully  displayed  or  appreciated." 

In  a  country  where  knowledge  was 
rarely  communicated  except  through 
an  oral  medium,  and  whose  population 
evinced  always  a  far  greater  predispo- 
sition for  the  cultivation  of  their  ima- 
ginative powers  than  for  the  develop- 
ment of  those  bearing  more  immedi- 
ately on  the  practical  business  of  life, 
it  may  readily  be  conceived  that  im- 
provement in  the  mechanical  processes 
of  art  must  have  been  a  flower  of  most 
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tardy  growth.  Speaking  of  Greece, 
Fuseli  exclaims,  with  his  accustomed 
fire  and  elegance : — 

"  Great  as  were  all  her  advantages, 
it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Nature  de- 
viated from  her  gradual  prop^ress  in  the 
development  of  human  faculties  in  favour 
of  the  Greeks.  Greek  art  had  her  in- 
fancy, but  the  Graces  rocked  the  cradle, 
and  Love  taught  her  to  speak.  If  ever 
legend  deserved  our  belief,  the  amorous 
tale  of  the  Corinthian  maid,  who  traced 
the  shade  of  her  departing  lover  by  the 
secret  lamp,  appeals  to  our  sympathy 
to  grant  it." 

He  then  describes  the  form  assumed 
by  their  earliest  attempts  at  delinea- 
tion, as  that  probably  of  the  "  Scia- 
gram or  Silhouette,"  the  representa- 
tion of  the  boundary  line  only  of  the 
form  depicted.  Thence  he  deduces, 
the  next  step,  the  "  monogram,"  or 
outline  of  the  object,  unassisted  by  in- 
dications of  light  or  shade,  but  tracing 
various  forms  contained  within  the 
bounding  line  of  the  object.  The 
next  stage  on  the  onward  jt)urney,  ap- 
pears to  have  been  the  **  monpchrom," 
or— 

**  Painting  of  a  single  colour,  on  a 
plane  or  tablet,  primed  with  white,  and 
then  covered  with  what  they  called  Punic 
wax,  first  amalgamated  with  a  tough 
resinous  pigment,  generally  of  a  red, 
sometimes  dark  brown,  or  black  colour. 
In,  or  rather  through,  this  thin  inkv 
ground,  the  outlines  were  traced  with 
a  tirm,  but  pliant  style,  which  they 
called  oestrum.  When  the  whole  design 
was  settled,  and  no  further  alteration 
intended,  it  was  suffered  to  dry — was 
covered,  to  make  it  permanent,  with  a 
brown  encaustic  varnish — the  lights  were 
worked  over  again,  and  rendered  more 
brilliant,  with  a  point  still  more  delicate, 
according  to  the  gradual  advance  from 
mere  outlines  to  some  indications,  and 
at  last  to  masses  of  light  and  shade ;  and 
from  those  to  the  superinduction  of  dif- 
ferent colours,  or  the  invention  of  the 
*  polychrom,'  which,  by  the  addition  of 
the  pencil  to  the  stylo,  raised  the  mez- 
zotiuto,  or  stained  drawing,  to  a  let;iti- 
mate  picture,  and  at  length  produced 
that  vaunted  harmony,  the  ms^ic  scale 
of  Grecian  colour." 

The  processes  of  painting  on  the 
ancient  Greek  vases,  seem  to  agree, 
both  in  manner  and  in  order  of  time, 
with  these  ingenious  hypotheses ;  and 
many  of  the  representations  of  figures. 


painted  in  black  upon  the  deep  red 
ground- tint  of  the  pottery,  and  in 
which  the  internal  outlines  are  indi- 
cated by  allowing  lines  of  the  ground- 
tint  to  appear,  coincide  exactly  with 
Mr.  Fuseli's  description  of  the  **  mo- 
nochrom"  process. 

It  is,  perhaps,  worthy  of  remark, 
that  in  their  earlier  struggles  for  ex- 
istence and  development,  the  three 
sisters — Painting,  Architecture,  and 
Sculpture — appear  to  unite  themselves 
as  almost  one  great  art ;  and  that,  as 
they  progress  in  popular  estimation,  so 
do  they  divide,  and  assume  indepen- 
dent existences,  almost  irrespective  of 
one  another.  This  supposition  aids 
us  in  accounting  for  two  peculiarities 
to  be  met  with  in  early  Greek  art — 
one  being  the  probably  sculpturesque 
character  of  their  painting,  the  other 
its  architectural  tendency.  Phidias 
(the  most  illustrious  sculptor  the  world 
ever  saw)  is  said  to  have  guided  the 
hand  of  his  brother,  Panoenus,  in  de- 
corating the  walls  of  the  Paecile  portico 
at  Athens.  Polygnotus,  who  was  a 
near  contemporary,  is  celebrated  as 
not  only  having  improved  his  art,  by 
indulging  in  a  much  greater  brilliancy 
of  colour,  but,  by  his  having  given 
more  ease  and  motion  to  the  figures 
he  depicted,  is  also  renowned  as  hav- 
ing adorned  with  paintings  the  Lesche, 
or  public  hall,  at  Delphi;  of  all  of 
which  Pausanias  gives  a  minute  and 
circumstantial  account.  From  their 
time,  downwards,  frequent  reference 
is  made  to  architectural  and  monu- 
mental decoration  ;  and  if  the  techni- 
cal process  of  applying  the  colours  was 
not  exactly  coincident  with  the  modern 
Italian  <'  fresco,"  it  seems,  at  least, 
probable  that  lime  and  water  was  con- 
stantly employed,  as  well  as  glutinous 
sizes,  in  the  production  of  wall  pic- 
tures, and  in  the  application  of  colour- 
ed decoration  to  architectural  orna- 
ments and  surfaces. 

Our  readers  are  doubtless  aware 
that  recent  investigations  have  estab- 
lished beyond  a  doubt,  the  practice  of 
external  •*  polychromy,"  that  is,  the 
adornment  of  architectural  forms  with 
paint,  and  gilding  among  the  Greeks, 
at  the  best  periods  of  their  cultivation 
of  art. 

We  gain  from  Pliny,  and  from  se- 
veral collateral  authorities,  a  tolerably 
good  idea  of  the  encaustic  process,  as 
practised  by  them  doring  the  Litter 
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part  of  their  existence  as  a  nation,  and 
probably  during  the  whole  period  of 
their  comparative  death,  as  a  province  5 
but  it  would  be  intricate  and  tiresome 
to  repeat  here  his  "  thrice-told  tale." 
It  is  sufficient  now  for  us  to  know, 
that  their  moveable  pictures  were  con- 
stantly executed  in  that  method,  and 
that  their  artists  in  wax-painting  were 
held  in  the  highest  esteem  by  the 
Romans.  Every  one  is  supposed  to 
be  aware  how  completely  this  latter 
people  were  dependant  for  artistic  ex- 
cellence upon  the  nations  they  over- 
came ;  from  Carthage,  Egypt,  and 
Greece,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
great  and  precious  spoils  of  works  of 
art  were  brought  to  swell  the  pomp, 
and  pamper  the  luxury  of  imperial 
Rome,  the  then  mistress  of  the  world, 
as  least  as  imperious  as  imperial.  The 
"  parvenu"  condition  of  suddenly- 
grown  wealth,  that  provides  means  to 
patronize,  but  not  taste  to  discrimi- 
nate, appears  to  have  hung,  during 
its  haughtiest  days,  like  an  incubus, 
over  the  magnificent  but  comparatively 
tasteless  Roman?,  and  we  are  naturally 
prepared  to  meet  with  corresponding 
symptoms  in  the  progress  of  their 
decorative  processes. 

As  the  use  of  lime  with  pigments 
invariably  detracts  from  their  bril- 
liancy and  intensity,  so  we  find  wax- 
painting  susceptible  of  a  high  polish, 
mosaic  pictures  formed  with  gaudy- 
coloured  stones,  and  vitreous  pastes  of 
unchanging  and  most  vivid  tints, 
generally  substituted  for  **  fresco 
painting,"  and  even  where,  as  at 
Pompeii,  that  process  has  been  re- 
tained, the  colouring  appears  to  have 
been  eked  out  with  the  more  brilliant 
colours,  applied  with  distemper,  and 
portions  frequently  covered  with  a 
hydrofuge  varnish,  alluded  to  by  Mr. 
Eastlake,  as  known  to  the  Greeks, 
and  specially  mentioned  by  Vitruvius. 
The  works  executed  at  Rome  appear 
to  have  exhibited  a  sad  degeneracy,  as 
compared  with  the  Greek  examples, 
and,  as  Kugler* remarks,  the  setting  of 
the  sun  of  painting,  was  far  more 
sudden  than  its  uprising,  and  the 
honoured  occupation  of  monumental 
and  mural  decoration,  sunk,  in  the 
decrepit  days  of  Rome's  senility,  to 
become  the  occupation  and  business  of 
slaves. 


A  very  great  hiatus  in  the  history 
of  art,  extending  from  the  declension 
of  the  Roman  empire  to  the  middle  of 
the  thirteenth  century,  has,  until  within 
the  last  few  years,  existed  in  all  popu- 
lar narratives  of  the  progression  of 
the  fine  arts  ;  and  there  is  no  portion 
of  time  which  has  received  more  light 
from  the  labours  of  recent  **  illumi- 
nati"  than  this,  over  which  the  palpable 
clouds  and  darkness  of  ignorance  had, 
for  so  many  centuries,  hung  so  hope- 
lessly. This  enlightenment  being  in- 
debted principally  for  its  existence  to 
the  discovery  and  production  to  the 
world  of  several  manuscripts,  which 
had  lain  dormant  for  many  centu- 
ries in  the  dusty  recesses  of  those 
most  deeply  private  boroughs,  public 
librarie3,  a  short  notice  of  the  nature 
of  those  which  are  regarded  as  our 
most  valuable  documentary  evidence, 
for  the  condition  of  the  processes  of 
art,  during  the  period  to  which  we 
have  alluded,  may  not  be  deemed  here 
irrelevant  or  unimportant. 

We  must  not,  in  examining  those 
manuscripts  for  which  we  are  in- 
debted to  the  labours  of  ecclesiastics, 
neglect  to  render  to  them  that  tribute 
of  praise  which  is  due  to  the  earlier 
students  of  arts,  most  difficult  of  pur- 
suit in  ignorant  times,  chemistry  and 
pharmaceutics.  In  their  hands  rested 
for  a  long  time  a  great  portion  of  the 
cure  of  bodies,  as  well  as  of  souls  ; 
and  we  are  greatly  indebted  to  them 
for  keeping,  as  was  commonly  their 
habit,  records  of  their  successful  prac- 
tice in  the  various  arts  and  avocations 
they  pursued.  Mr.  Eastlake  tells  us, 
that— 

*•  It  was  not  merely  by  oral  instruction 
that  technical  details  were  communi- 
cated ;  the  traditional  and  practical 
knowledge  of  the  monks  was  condensed 
in  short  manuscript  forraulse,  some- 
times on  the  subject  of  the  arts  alone, 
but  oftener  mixed  up  with  chemical  and 
medicinal  receipts.  These  collections, 
still  more  heterogeneous  in  their  contents 
as  they  received  fresh  additions  from 
other  hands,  were  afterwards  published 
by  secular  physicians,  under  the  title  of 
*  Secreti.'  These  earlier  manuals  serve 
to  show  the  nature  of  the  researches 
which  were  undertaken  in  the  convent 
for  the  practical  benefit  of  the  arts. 
Various  motives  might  induce  the  monks 
to  devote  themselves  with  zeal  to  such 


*  Handbuch  der  Kunstgeschicht^.    Stuttgart:  1842. 
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pursuits :  their  chemical  studies  were 
analogous  ;  their  knowledge  of  the  ma- 
terials fittest  for  technical  purposes — 
derived  as  it  was  from  experiments 
which  they  had  abundant  leisure  to 
make — was  likely  to  be  of  the  best  kind. 
Painting  was  holy  in  their  eyes;  and 
although  the  excellence  of  the  work  de- 
pended on  the  artist,  it  was  for  them  to 
insure  its  durability." 

It  appears,  therefore,  that  we  have 
every  reason  to  feel  indebted  to  these 
worthy  fathers  for  the  fruits  of  much 
of  what  the  world  generally  is  disin- 
clmed  to  allow  them  the  possession, 
patient  and  laborious  industry,  devoted 
to  useful  and  practical  purposes. 

The  earliest  manuscript  appro- 
priated to  the  mediaeval  practice  of 
the  arts,  appears  to  be  one  existing  at 
Lucca, whicn  has  been  somewhat  care- 
lessly printed  in  Muratori's  great  work 
on  Italian  Antiquities.  It  is  referred 
by  Mabillon  (the  great  chronicler  of 
the  Benedictines)  to  the  time  of  Char- 
lemagne— i.  e.,  the  eighth  century  ; 
and  the  descriptions  of  methods  and 
materials  it  contains  appear  to  bear 
an  internal  testimony  to  the  correct- 
ness of  his  judgment.  The  age  of 
that  great  monarch  having  been  always 
regarded  as  one  of  those  glorious 
periods,  when  the  civilization  and  art 
of  whole  kingdoms  seem  to  shoot  for- 
ward, to  the  astonishment  even  of 
those  who  aid  in  the  propulsion  of  the 
vast  machine  of  government,  any  trea- 
tise on  the  condition  of  art,  at  such  a 
moment,  becomes  of  extreme  interest. 
Its  contents  principally  refer  to  the 
employment  of  mosaic  as  a  decorative 
adjunct,  but  it  contains,  besides,  many 
notices  and  recipes  of  considerable 
historical  importance. 

The  next  author  who  has  illustrated 
the  condition  of  contemporary  art  is 
Heraclius,  or  Eraclius,  in  his  essay, 
**De  Artibus  Romanorum,"  and  his 
work  is,  on  grounds  of  internal  evi- 
dence, ascribed  by  Mr.  Hendrie  to  the 
middle  of  the  ninth  century.  Mr. 
Eastlake  informs  us  that — 

"  Two  copies  of  the  treatise  of  Erac- 
lius are  familiar  to  the  antiquary  ;  one, 
formerly  at  Cambridge,  and  now  in  the 
British  Museum,  appears  to  have  been 


transcribed  in  the  latter  half  of  the 
thirteenth  century :  it  was  published, 
not  very  accurately,  by  Raspe.*  The 
other,  which  is  more  complete,  is  in  the 
Royal  Library  at  Paris:  it  was  tran- 
scribed by  Jehan  Le  Begne,  in  1431, 
apparently  from  a  copy  by  an  earlier 
compiler,  Alcherius,  who  is  to  be  traced 
from  1382  to  1411.  The  treatise  is  di- 
vided into  three  books;  the  Brst  two 
are  metrical,  the  third  is  in  the  form  of 
the  usual  compendiums  of  the  middle 
ages,  from  which  collections  of  *  secret!' 
were  afterwards  printed." 

It  contains,  among  a  variety  of  other 
matters,  some  interesting  notices  of 
the  manufacture  and  painting  of  glass 
and  porcelain,  and  bears  the  first  di. 
rect  testimony  to  the  fact  of  the  exist- 
ence of  oil-painting  at  so  early  a  pe- 
riod. 

Next,  in  order  of  time,  comes  the 
curious  and  interesting  "  Mappse  Cla- 
victtla,"  or  "  Key  to  Drawing ;"  a  col- 
lection to  many  valuable  artistic  re- 
ceipts, referred  by  Mr.  Eastlake  to 
the  twelfth  century — the  date  probably 
of  both  the  transcription  of  the  MSS. 
and  the  compilation  of  the  recipes. 
The  only  existing  copy  of  the  work  is 
in  the  possession  of  Sir  Thomas  Phil- 
ips, and  it  has  recently  been  printed 
under  the  able  editorship  of  Mr.  Al- 
bert Way. 

We  now  come  to  the  author  whose 
writings  throw  the  greatest  light  on 
the  subject  of  mediaeval  processes — the 
Monk  Rugerns,  or  Theophilus ;  the 
latter  name  being  probably  only  an 
assumed  one,  for,  as  the  Abbe  Texier 
eloquently  declares : — 

"  Theophile  est  un  nom  de  guerre, 
un  nom  de  religion.  L*humble  moine, 
qui  s'oublie  si  compl^tement  en  un  traite 
qui  ponvait  donner  la  gloire,  dont  le 
travail  artistique  netait  qn'une  pri^re, 
Thumble  pretre,  qui  se  regardait  comme 
indi^ne  du  nom  et  de  la  profession  mo- 
nastique,  a  cache  sa  personnalit^  sous 
une  appellation  allegorique ;  il  se  nom* 
me  Theophile,  comme  Tame  devote 
de  Saint  Francois  de  Sales  s'appeUe 
«Phaothe^.'"t 

No  circumstance  at  all  authentic, 
connected  with  this  artist-monk,  leads 
UB  to  a  positive  conclusion  regarding 


•  In  his  "  Critical  Essay  on  Oil  Pamting."    London :  1781. 
t  "  Analyse  du  traits  de  Theophile,  par  M.  TAbb^  Texier,  Annales  Arch6ologi- 
ques,  Didronain^."    Parb;  March,  1846.    Quoted  by  Mr.  Hendrie. 
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either  his  country  or  himself,  but  pro- 
bability wonld  appear  to  lean  to  the 
side  of  his  German  origin.  The  pro- 
cesses he  describes  are  principally  By- 
zantine, and  he  seems  to  have  travelled 
far  and  wide,  and,  daring  his  joumey- 
ings,  to  have  neglected  no  opportunity 
of  procuring  additional  information  on 
the  object  ofhis  studies  and  researches. 
He  himself  professes,  in  the  introduc- 
tion  to  his  first  book,  to  unfold  to  his 
disciples  and  to  the  generally  curious, 
the  arts  and  mysteries  of  all  the  art 
processes  of  his  age : — 

**  Whatever  Greece  possesses  in  kinds 
and  mixtures  of  various  colours  ;  what- 
ever Tuscany  knows  of  in  mosaic  work, 
or  in  variety  of  enamels;  whatever 
Arabia  shows  forth  in  work  of  fusion, 
ductility,  or  chasing;  whatever  Italy 
ornaments  with  gold  in  diversity  of 
vases  and  sculpture  of  gems  or  ivory ; 
whatever  France  loves  in  a  costly  varie- 
ty of  windows ;  whatever  industrious 
Germany  approves  in  work  of  gold,  sil- 
ver, copper,  and  iron,  of  wood,  and  of 
stones.  ** 

Mr.  Hendrie,  whose  able  and  learned 
notes  form  a  most  valuable  running 
commentary  on  his  excellent  transla- 
tion of  Theophilus,  ascribes  his  text 
to  the  first  half  of  the  eleventh  cen- 
tury.  Some  of  the  most  eminent  an- 
tiquarian writers  on  art,  such  as  Les- 
sing,  Leist,  Kaspe,  and  Emeric  David 
have  given  it  to  as  early  a  period  as 
the  tenth  century ;  and  some  of  still 
greater  weight,  such  as  M.  Guichard, 
M.  Didron,  the  Abbe  Texier,  and  Mr. 
Kastlake,  place  it  as  late  as  the  close 
of  the  twelfth  century.  Mr.  Hendrie 
succeeds,  we  think,  in  establishing  a 
very  excellent  case ;  but  to  enter  into 
his  arguments  would  detain  us  too 
long.  He  enumerates  nine  or  ten  dif- 
ferent copies,  more  or  less  complete, 
of  the  original ;  of  these,  the  Wolfen- 
buttel,  the  Cambridge,  the  Paris,  and 
the  London  are  the  most  important-^ 
the  first  as  the  earliest,  the  second  as 
having  supplied  the  text  published  by 


Raspe,  the  third  as  having  formed  the 
basis  of  Count  de  L'Escalopier's  trans- 
lation, and  the  fourth,  discovered  by 
Mr.  Hendrie  among  the  imperfectly 
classed  Harleian  manuscripts,  as  being 
the  most  complete,  and  as  having  been 
given  to  the  world  under  his  admirable 
editorship. 

The  interesting  collection  of  MSS. 
made  by  Johann  Le  Begue,  in  the 
year  1431,  contains  another  highly 
curious  document,  of  the  latter  part 
of  the  twelfth  century,  entitled,  in  his 
catalogue,  "  Liber  magistri  Petri  de 
Sancto  Audemaro,  de  color ib us  faci- 
endis."  The  author  is  described  as 
a  Frenchman,  and  an  ecclesiastic,  and 
his  work  contains  numerous  references 
to  the  practice  of  oil  painting,  and  the 
preparation  of  pigments.  Nearly  si- 
milar to  this,  in  both  style  and  subject, 
is  another  manuscript  of  later  tran- 
scription, but  probably  cotemporary 
compilation,  preserved  in  the  British 
Museum. 

These  works  afford  the  most  valua- 
ble testimony  it  is  now  in  our  power 
to  procure,  concerning  the  condition 
of  the  technicalities  of  art,  from  the 
time  of  Constantine  to  the  thirteenth 
century ;  and  in  illustration  of  the 
subsequent  period,  up  to  the  invention 
of  printing,  Mr.  Eastlake  refers  to 
many  more,  too  numerous  to  detail. 
He  dwells  with  considerable  unction 
on  sundry  particulars  furnished  by  a 
Venetian  manuscript,  preserved  in  the 
British  Museum,  and  some  provided 
by  a  German  one,  now  existing  at 
Strasbourg.  But  of  all  the  authori- 
ties extant,  that  throw  light  on  the 
art  processes  of  the  **  early  revival 
epochs"  of  Italy,  none  can  at  all  com- 
pete with  that  most  naive  and  inter- 
esting picture  of  the  "bottega"  and 
its  mysteries,  the  treatise  on  Paintmg 
by  Cennino  Cennini.  It  affords  a 
clear  and  detailed  description  of  all 
the  mechanism  of  art  in  the  days  of 
Giotto  and  his  successors — that  is,  of 
the  fourteenth  century.  The  work 
was  completed  in  the  year  1437,  while 


•  In  giving  this  passage,  we  have  followed  Mr.  Hendrie's  translation,  but  it  may 
be  well  to  note,  that  the  original  for  the  word  "  enamels,"  used  in  connexion  with 
an  enumeration  of  the  branches  of  art  for  which  Tuscany  was  celebrated,  is  nigelli, 
which  term  is  employed  throughout,  by  Theophilus,  to  express  niello,  an  art  pe- 
culiarly Tuscan  ;  and  that  wherever  glass-enamel  is  meant,  the  word  used  is  efec- 
trum.  Now,  the  art  of  enamelling  not  having  been  highly  developed  until  the 
fourteenth  century,  in  that  part  of  Italy,  the  misapprehension  that  might  arise 
fVom  this  mistake  has  induced  us  to  call  attention  to  it. 
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its  poor  and  aged  author  was  confined 
in  the  debtor's  prison  at  Florence.  In 
his  youth,  having  studied  under  Angi- 
olo,  son  of  Taddeo  Gaddi,  who  had, 
in  his  turn,  been  pupil  to  Giotto. 
Taddeo*8  father,  Gaddo  Gaddi,  a  scho- 
lar of  Andrea  Tafi,  and  the  Greek 
mosaic  workers,  having  laboured  more 
on  the  Byzantine  system,  and,  doubt- 
less, imparted  much  of  his  knowledge 
to  his  son,  and  through  him  to  his 
grandson,  Angiolo,  Cennini  stood  the 
best  chance  of  a  thorough  acquaint- 
ance with  both  the  traditional  Greek 
processes  and  the  improvements  effected 
on  their  system  by  Cimabue  Giotto, 
and  the  early  Siennese  masters.  His 
"Trattato  della  Pittura"  was  first 
published  by  Tambroni,  accompanied 
with  an  interesting  preface  and  notes, 
in  1S2]  ;  and  an  admirable  translation 
and  notes  have  since  then  been  given 
to  the  English  public,  by  that  accom- 
plished lady,  Mrs.  Merrifield,  who  is, 
we  are  happy  to  learn  from  Mr.  East- 
lake,  on  the  point  of  producing  a 
valuable  work  on  the  Le  Begue  ma- 
nuscripts. 

We  shall  now  dwell  only  on  one  more 
collection  of  artistic  precepts,  which, 
although  placed  last  on  our  list,  is  by 
no  means  last  in  interest  or  importance. 
It  was  brought  to  light  by  M.  Didron, 
and  published  by  him  in  his  most 
learned  and  valuable  manual,  "d'lco- 
nographie   Chretienne — Paris:  1845. 

The  original  copy  was  discovered  in 
the  Greek  monastery  at  Mount  Athos, 
and  was  regarded  by  the  monks  as 
having  been  originally  composed  by 
one  Dionysius,  a  painter  and  ecclesias- 
tic, as  early  as  the  tenth  or  eleventh 
century.  M.  Didron,  however,  finds 
in  it  so  much  that  is  modern,  and  of 
so  recent  a  date  as  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, that  the  claim  to  such  remote 
antiquity  cannot  for  a  moment  be  al- 
lowed. He  readily  concedes  that  many 
of  the  receipts  have  internal  evidence 
of  great  age,  and  looks  upon  the  whole 
compilation  as  the  most  valuable  re- 
cord now  existing  of  tl  e  traditional 
Byzantine  usage. 

Let  us  now  return  to  the  history  of 
art,  and  our  endeavour  to  glean  infor- 
mation from  Mr.  Eastlake's  materials. 
The  tendency  that  existed  among  the 
later  Romans  to  embody  in  painting 
the  "  myths"  of  their  theology,  appears 
to  have  extended  itself  to  the  earliest 
Christians,  and  it  is  probably  to  that 


spirit  of  imitation  that  we  are  indebted 
for  the  primitive  decoration  of  the  ca- 
tacombs, or  abiding  places  botli  in  life 
and  death  of  the  really  "  church  mill- 
tant  on  earth."  As  the  habit  and  con- 
ventional forms  of  representation  were 
mainly  borrowed  from  the  pagan  Ro- 
mans, so  probably  were  the  pictorial 
methods,  and  it  is  not  until  after  the 
age  of  Constantine,  that  a  very  per- 
ceptible difference  is  to  be  traced  be- 
tween the  primitive  Christian  and  de- 
generate Roman  productions.  In  these 
earliest  days,  this  infancy  of  Christian 
art,  when  it  seemed  struggling  for 
existence  amidst  the  turbulence  of 
war,  and  the  adversities  of  a  disorder- 
ed treasury,  we  find  the  peculiarity 
that  we  have  already  noticed  as  ob- 
servable in  the  probationary  period 
of  Greek  painting,  again  occurring, 
namely,  the  bolstering  up  its  preca- 
rious existence  by  a  strict  union  with 
the  other  branches  of  the  fine  arts. 
Thus,  through  the  medium  of  mosaic 
lining,  the  entire  surfaces  of  church  or 
basilica,  we  trace  painting  as  a  subsi- 
diary to  architecture ;  and  thus  shall 
we  find  it  employed,  until  the  united 
efforts  of  many  daring  innovators 
secured  for  it  a  separate  and  indepen- 
dent position.  This,  almost  exclusive 
use  of  mosaic,  which  may,  perhaps,  be 
classed  under  the  head  of  vitreous 
painting,  obtained  until  the  ninth  cen- 
tury, when  the  Byzantine  Greeks  be- 
gan to  call  the  attention  of  Europe  to 
the  long-neglected  processes  of  tern- 
pera  and  encaustic.  A  most  interest- 
ing and  original  quotation  given  us  by 
Mr.  Eastlake,  from  the  writings  of 
Aetius,  a  medical  author  of  the  fifth, 
and  beginning  of  the  sixth  century,  at 
length  mentions  a  drying  oil  in  con- 
nexion with  works  of  art.  Over  and 
above  the  medicinal  uses  of  walnut  oil, 
he  states  that  "it  is  employed  by 
gilders,  or  encaustic  painters ;  for  it 
dries,  and  preserves  gildings  and  en- 
caustic paintings  for  a  long  time.** 
From  the  period  of  the  institution  of 
monachisro,  the  medical,  chemical,  lite- 
rary, and  artistic  employments  rested 
almost  exclusively  in  the  hands  of  the 
monks ;  but  among  all  their  varied 
occupations,  the  one  most  in  accord- 
ance with  the  tranquillity  of  monastic 
retirement,  appears  to  have  been  the 
transcribing  and  embellishment  of 
books.  Kiigler  observes,  **that  ^in 
the  Byzantine  paintings,  both  in  larger 
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works,  and  mannscript  miniaturesi  the 
execution  is  generally  distinguished  by 
extreme  finish,  though  not  by  particu- 
lar harmony  of  colour.     A  prevailing 
greenish- yellow  dull  tone  is  peculiar 
to  them :  this  has  been  attributed  to  a 
more  tenacious  vehicle,  which  has  also 
produced  a  streakiness  in  the  applica- 
tion  of  the  pigment;  another  pecu- 
liarity is,  the  frequent  use  of  gold,  par- 
ticularly in  the  grounds,  which  are  en- 
tirely    gilt/*     Among    the     modern 
Greeks,  art  became  a  regular  tradi- 
tional system;  technical  methods  de- 
scended as  property  from  master  to 
apprentice;  and   the  manufacture  of 
pictures  was  as  regularly  organized  as 
that  of  any  other  article  of  constant 
and  regular  demand.     During  all  the 
earlier  centuries,  in  the  Eastern  em- 
pire the  artist  was  generally  confound- 
ed with  the  workman,  and  only  the 
"master  of  works,"   or  architect,   a 
person  who,  it  is  true,  sometimes  united 
to  his  own  profession  the  practice  of 
painting,  was  held  in  esteem,  and  fitly 
rewarded.     Among  a  people  who  re- 
garded any  innovation  in  art  as  a  spe- 
cies of  heresy,  we  may  readily  imagine 
the  mechanical  departments  were  far 
more  attended  to,  and  better  develop- 
ed, than  the  purely  aesthetic  qualities. 
Thus  we  find  the  manufacture  of  gold 
and  silver,  the  ornamentation  of  books 
with  conventional  forms,  in  brilliant 
and    permanent  colours,    heightened 
with  burnished  gold,  the  elaboration 
of  mosaic  of  excellent  construction, 
and  its  subsidiary  branch,  "mosaic," 
or  **  Byzantine  enamel,"  and  the  em- 
broidery of  precious  vestments,  carried 
to  the  highest  pitch  of  perfection,  and 
their  formulae  for  all  details  connected 
with  these  productions,  compose  the 
basis  of  the  collections  of  Eraclius  and 
Theophilus — of  that  of  the  latter  more 
particularly.     We  meet,  from  time  to 
time,   in   accounts    of  the   luxurious 
adornment  and  splendour  of  the  tem- 
ples  of  Roman   Catholic   worship  in 
Italy,  and  occasionally  in  other  parts 
of  the  Continent,  with  notices  of  the 
very  extensive  employment  of  Greek 
artists  and  artizans.   At  Rome, Venice, 
and  Ravenna,  specimens  of  their  skill, 
of  the  most  elaborate  nature,  are  pre- 
served, and  from  different  historical 
documents  we  learn  how  much  Italy 
is  indebted  to  Byzantium  for  the  early 
excellence  of  her  artificers.     To  quote 
again  from  Mr.  Hendrie's  admirable 
notes — 


"  The  persecution  of  the  artists  by 
the  iconoclasts,  under  Leo  the  Isaurian, 
A.  D.  726,  and  which  lasted  120  years, 
and  the  cruelties  inQicted  upon  them, 
wiiile  it  broke  the  chain  which  had  so 
long  bound  them,  only  excited  them  to 
new  efforts.  The  more  the  artists  were 
dragged  to  martyrdom  by  their  oppres- 
sors, the  more  the  class  augmented. 
The  woods  and  caves  were  filled  with 
them.  The  dissemination  of  the  arts 
was  a  natural  consequence  of  such  pro- 
scription :  the  popes  of  Rome  opened 
vast  monasteries  for  the  reception  of 
those  artist  monks  who  fled  from 
Greece,  which  the  benefits  bestowed  by 
Pepin  increased.  France,  England,  and 
Germany  were  visited  by  them." 

Antecedent  to    this   period,    seed.4 
destined   to   bear  the  most   precious 
flowers,  had  been  sown  in  the  north  of 
Europe,  by  the  mission  of  the  earlier 
saints,  and  the  intercourse  and  con- 
stant relation  maintained  by  them  with 
the  great   head   quarters   of  religion 
and  art,  tended,  no  doubt,  to  dissemi- 
nate   artistic   precepts.     Thus,   from 
St.   Augustine  and   St.  Patrick  may 
England  and  Ireland   have  gained  a 
knowledge    of  some    arts,    and   that 
knowledge,  engrafted,  perhaps,  on  the 
remains  of  Roman  or  barbaric  tradi- 
tion, may  have  been  pursued  with  such 
ardour  and  patient  industry,  as  to  out- 
strip the  progress  of  the  nation,  from 
natives  of  which  they  had  first  obtained 
their    instruction.      The    Irish    and 
Anglo-Saxon      manuscripts     of    the 
seventh  and  eighth  centuries,  display 
in  their  illuminations,  the  most  extra- 
ordinary elaboration,  though,  truth  to 
tell,  a  somewhat  barbarous  taste,  and 
evidently  show  that  distance  from  the 
traditional  sources  of  art,  had  thrown 
their  designers  back  on  their  own  in- 
ventions.    May  we  not  reasonably  ask, 
whether,  in  other  countries,  a  similar 
cause — the  absence  of  existing  models, 
and  the  consequent  necessity  to  invent 
or  adapt  from  the  nearest  example — 
may  not,  modified  by  the  nature  of  the 
material   in  which   the   designer  was 
working,  have  led  to  the  gradual  in- 
troduction of  those  peculiar  ornaments 
and  forms,  which  have  been  univer- 
sally allowed  a  northern,  though  denied 
a  **  Gothic"  origin.     After  the  year 
1000,  art,  from  various  causes,  made 
a    great    leap     forward     throughout 
Europe,  and   through    the    vigorous 
intervention   of  Hildebrand   and   the 
Roman    Church,  monuments   of  the 
greatest  splendour  arose  on  all  sides. 
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This  era  may  be  looked  on  as  a  spe- 
cies of  starting-pointy  at  which  the 
forms  and  processes  of  art  assumed 
much  the  same  externals  in  all  parts 
of  the  Continent,  and  from  which  the 
lines  of  national  individuality  diverge. 
We  may  now,  therefore,  enter  on 
that  portion  of  Mr,  Eastlake's  subject, 
which  is  to  most  of  us  highly  and  na- 
tionally interesting.  It  is  scarcely  ne- 
cessary to  say  that  we  allude  to  the 
history  of  the  art  of  our  own  country, 
a  subject  to  which  the  awakening  at- 
tention of  many  learned  inquirers  is 
now  being  directed,  and  connected 
with  which  we  may  safely  prophesy, 
ere  long,  the  development  of  much 
valuable  information.  The  students 
of  the  early  Irish  hagiology,  with  Mr. 
Petrie  at  their  head,  have  collected 
much  most  curious  detail  on  the  early 
state  of  learning  and  the  fine  arts  in 
Ireland,  from  the  year  550  to  the  year 
1000 ;  and  during  the  whole  of  that 
period  we  freely  confess  that,  in  the 
practice  of  art  at  least,  they  appear  in 
advance,  both  in  mechanical  execution 
and  originality  of  design,  of  all  Eu- 
rope, and  the  Anglo-Saxons  in  parti- 
cular. The  comparisons  instituted  by 
Mr.  Westwood  in  his  learned  "  Pa- 
lasographia  Sacra,"  between  the  Irish 
and  Anglo-Saxon  MS S.,  are  decidedly 
in  favour  of  Ireland,  and  through  the 
monks  of  lona  and  other  sources,  he 
traces  much  of  the  Saxon  work  to  Irish 
influence.  But  in  England  we  are 
enabled,  in  very  early  times,  to  trace 
several  other  influences.  Quoting  Mr. 
Hendrie — 

"  We  find  that,  previously  to  the  edict 
by  which  Charlemagne  resolved  to  en- 
courage the  various  arts  to  the  utmost 
of  his  power,  Wilfred,  Bishop  of  York, 
and  Biscops,  his  friend,  had  already  ex- 
tensively availed  themselves  of  the  as- 
sistance of  the  artists,  in  order  to  de- 
corate the  Cathedral  of  St.  Peter,  be- 
fore the  year  675.  Biscops  undertook  a 
iourney  to  the  Roman  States,  and 
brought  home  many  pictures  with  which 
the  churches  of  St.  Peter  and  Were- 
mouth  were  ornamented.  The  second 
visit  of  Alfred  to  Rome  with  Ethelwolf, 
although  undertaken  at  an  early  a^e, 
would,  doubtless,  not  be  without  its  m- 
fluence  on  such  a  mind.  The  painted 
chamber  at  Westminster,  in  which  Ed- 
ward the  Confessor  died,  the  renown  of 
St.  Dunstan  as  an  accomplished  painter, 
and  a  skilful  contriver  of  instruments, 
the  remains  of  the  Saxon  chased  and 
enamelled  work,  which  was  esteemed  on 


the  continent  as  early  as  the  seventh 
century,  and  the  manuscripts  which  are 
yet  extant,  prove  that,  in  this  country 
at  least,  the  arts,  as  introduced  by  the 
Romans,  were  never  wholly  lost.  Re- 
cords  exist  of  Alfred  the  Great's  having 
summoned  workmen  from  all  parts  of 
Europe,  to  assist  in  the  construction  of 
the  edifices  he  purposed  to  erect,  and  it 
is  probable  many  Byzantine  traditions 
may  thua  have  been  acquired  for  Eng- 
land." 

She  certainly,  with  some  few  ex- 
ceptions, possessed  and  practised,  at 
the  periods  of  their  compilation,  all 
the  formulae  of  Eraolius  and  Theopbi- 
lus,  including  probably  the  occasional 
use  of  oil-painting.  Now,  iC  is  ex- 
ceedingly interesting  in  connexion  with 
the  primitive  use  of  oiU  both  in  this 
and  the  other  countries  of  Europe,  to 
remark  that  the  original  mode  of  em- 
ploying it  appears  rather  to  have  been 
borrowed,  as  Mr.  Eastlake  remarks, 
from  some  analogous  process  in  con- 
nexion with  a  transparent  picture.  A 
white  gesso  ground  was  always  pre- 
pared and  made  use  of,  when  covered 
with  semi-transparent  colour^  to  ex- 
press the  high  lights ;  for  dri^eriee,  a 
silver-gilt  or  tin  ground  waa  some- 
times substituted,  and  the  sheen  of  the 
metal  served  to  indicate  the  parts  most 
touched  with  light. 

In  the  year  1239  (one  year  before 
the  birth  of  Cimabne),  we  find  a  re- 
cord giving  directions  for  the  pay- 
ment, to  Odo  the  goldsmith,  of  *•  1 17 
shillines  and  10  pence,  for  oil,  varnish, 
and  colours  bought,  and  for  pictures 
executed,  in  the  queen*8  chamber  at 
Westminster." 

From  a  careful  examination  of  spe- 
cimens of  English  art  yet  remaining, 
and  comparison  of  entries  in  different 
rolls,  Mr.  Eastlake  concludes  that  the 
oil,  so  frequently  mentioned,  was  pro- 
bably employed  for  saturatingthe  walls 
in  preparation  for  general  and  orna- 
mental painting;  for  the  formation, 
by  union  with  Sandarac  resin,  of  a 
varnish  used  probably  to  cover  both 
oil  and  distemper  work ;  for  mordants, 
or  binding  erounds  for  grilding;  and 
occasionally  for  a  peculiar  kind  of  glass- 
painting,  some  fragments  of  which 
have  been  found  in  St.  Stephen's  Cha- 
pel, Westminster.  He  considers  it 
probable  that  the  English  practice  co- 
incided with  that  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
until  the  time  of  Van  Eyok,  and  that 
painting  in  distemper,  or '' a  temper«»^' 
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as  the  Italians  call  it,  was  principally 
employed  for  pictures  requiring  any 
delicacy  of  execution.  Our  readers 
will,  doubtless,  recollect  that  "tem- 
pera" painting  was  defined  as  that 
mode  ofexecution  in  which  substances, 
such  as  gums,  size,  white  of  e^^,  fig- 
milk,  &c.,  originally  soluble  in  water, 
are  used  as  the  binding  vehicle  (the 
**  bindemittel*'  of  the  Germans).  Now, 
owing  to  the  rapidity  with  which  this 
medium  dried,  it  became  necessary,  in 
order  to  model  the  pictured  forms, 
"  to  cover  the  surface  with  lines  *  trat- 
teggiare  il  disegno,*  Anglice  hatch  the 
drawing."  This  difficulty  was  some- 
times evaded  by  the  employment  of 
honey,  in  conjunction  with  white  of 
egg,  &c.,  as  a  retarding  agent. 

Mr.  Eastlake  accounts  for  the  sup- 
posed predisposition  to  oil-painting 
among  the  northern  nations — Ger- 
many, England,  &c. — by  reference  to 
the  humidity  of  the  climate. 

The  prodigality  of  Henry  the  Third, 
and  •*  his  partiality  to  foreigners,"  was, 
in  1258,  made,  by  his  barons  "in  ar- 
mour assembled,"  one  of  their  chief 
causes  of  complaint  affaint  his  govern- 
ment, and  we  accordingly  find  a  co- 
temporaneous  influx  of  foreign  work- 
men and  art  processes.  The  curious 
mosaic  works,  carried  on  in  connexion 
with  the  recently-erected  shrine  of  St. 
Edward  the  Confessor  (inaugurated 
about  ten  years  afterwards),  are  of 
unquestionable  Italian  workmanship, 
and  we  find  in  )  252,  and  agun  in  1256, 
reference  made  in  connexion  with  cer- 
tain pictures  ordered  by  the  king  to 
the  Monk  of  Westminster,  Master 
William,  elsewhere  referred  to  as 
William  of  Florence,  who  appears  to 
have  been  paid  at  the  rate  of  sixpence 
a-day.  The  rate  of  remuneration  to 
artists  rose  somewhat  towards  the  end 
of  the  century,  since,  in  the  early  part 
of  the  reign  of  Edward  the  First,  the 
principal  painter.  Master  Walter,  was 
paid  at  the  rate  of  14d.  per  day  (from 
the  fact  of  the  absence  of  any  English 
patronymic,  he  may  be  assumed  as 
most  probably  a  foreigner) ;  the  two 
next  in  rank  to  him,  Andrea  and  Gi- 
letto,  evidently  Italians,  received  8d. 
each  per  day,  and  the  average  of  the 
other  decorators  employed  were  given 
only  4d.  per  day.  Whether  through 
the  instrumentality  of  a  School  of  Art, 
founded  by  these  men  in  England,  or 
through  the  efforts  of  a  more  national 
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development,  it  was  that  the  practice 
of  painting  became  shortly  after  this 
period  both  honourable  and  lucrative 
cannot  now,  perhaps,  be  discovered. 
Mr.  Brayley,  in  describing  the  state 
of  English  art  at  the  time  of  the  deco- 
ration of  St.  Stephen's  Chapel,  about 
1350,  says: — 

"  That  the  chief  artists  were  men  of 
distinguished  eminence  in  their  profes- 
sion, there  can  be  no  doubt;  and  to 
them  was  entrusted  the  power  both  of 
selecting  their  assistants  and  compelling 
them  to  serve  at  the  king's  wages  in  the 
pictorial  embellishment  of  the  chapel."  , 

Such  a  commission  was  on  the  18th 
of  March,  1350,  delegated  by  King 
Edward  III.  to  his  beloved  Hugh  de 
St.  Albans,  and  accordingly,  in  the 
summer  of  the  following  year,  we  find 
Master  Hugh  and  his  assistants  hard 
at  work  on  the  adornment  of  the  cha- 
pel. The  staff  appear  to  have  been 
collected  from  all  parts  of  England, 
evidencing  a  regular  local  organization, 
and  consisted,  probably,  of  the  elite  of 
the  profession.  The  majority  of  the 
men  were  paid  from  eight-pence  to  ten- 
pence  per  day.  Hugh  himself  re- 
ceived one  shilling,  and  one  other  ar- 
tist, probably  of  first-rate  abilities, 
named  John  Bameby,  as  much  as  two 
shillings  per  day,  a  large  sum  at  that 
time.  Many  of  the  works  of  this  pe- 
riod, of  which  vestiges  have  come 
down  to  us,  exhibit  considerable  ability 
and  much  dexterity  in  manipulation,  but 
we  are  free  to  confess  do  not  evidence 
anything  like  the  sense  of  beauty,  and 
the  real  fervour  of  poetic  sentiment, 
that  characterize  the  contemporary 
Italian  productions.  Our  country  un- 
fortunately possessed  no  antique  to  fall 
back  upon.  Our  artists  could  not  feeU 
from  the  evidence  of  glorious  monu- 
ments still  existing  around  them,  that 
they  were  yet  only  in  the  infancy  of  art, 
and  therefore,  probably,  did  they  waste 
their  energies  on  the  production  of  neat 
draperies,  and  elaborate  jewelling,  gild- 
ing, and  diaper,  insteaa  of  stretching 
forward,  like  the  Italians,  to  a  pure 
and  regular  style  of  composition  and 
drawing.  We  are  led,  therefore,  rea- 
sonably to  presume  that  in  early  times, 
and  among  a  comparatively  ignorant 
people,  dexterity  of  hand  and  a  know- 
ledge of  recipes  for  the  production  of 
brilliant  and  glossy  colouring,  were  es- 
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teemed  and  remunerated  much  more 
^>glily»  than  the  possession  of  pure 
taste  or  more  refined  artistic  skill ; 
that  even  in  the  "  high  and  palmy  days 
of  art**  the  race  was  not  always  to  the 
truly  swift,  is  testified  by  the  curious 
anecdote  (mentiontfd  by  Taia  in  his 
description  of  the  Vatican)  of  the  Flo- 
rentine painter,  Cosimo  Rosselli,  who 
when  called  upon  by  Sixtus  IV.  to  con- 
tribute to  the  decoration  of  the  Sistine 
Chapel,  completely  distanced  all  his 
competitors  in  the  judgment  of  his 
mighty  patron,  by  enlivening  his  work 
with  ill  kinds  of  cheerful  colour,  and 
pretty  gilded  ornament.  Now  when, 
on  referring  to  his  list  of  rivals,  we 
ipe«t  with  B\xc\k  names  as  those  of  Pietro 
Perugnoi,  Sandro  Botticelli,  Luca  Sig- 
Qprelli,and  Domenico  Ghirlandaio,mea 
incomparably  bis  superiors  in  all  the 
great  essentials  of  art,  and  think  that 
in  I^ly,  and  at  the  almost  culminat- 
ing period  pf  the  revival  of  learning, 
these  tricks  of  ornamentation  should  be 
thus  over-esteemed,  may  we  not  rea- 
sonably infer  th^t  in  England,  at  a 
much  earlier  time,  and  among  a  peo- 
ple proverbially  not  too  much  alive  to 
severity  of  style,  a  similar  result  should 
have  been  arrived  at.  One  need  scarce- 
ly go  80  far  back  in  quest  of  materials 
K>r  the  deduction  of  such  analogies, 
unhappily  the  price-books  of  almost 
every  exhibition  of  modern  times  would 
supply  an^ple  authorities. 

The  York  and  Lancastrian  troubles, 
of  course,  interfered  with  the  further 
successful  prosecution  of  the  arts  of 
peace  ;  and  accordingly  we  find  a  sen- 
sible degeneracy  in  the  painting,  as  in 
the  architecture  of  this  country  after 
the  reign  of  Richard  II. ;  and  from 
that  period,  until  the  days  of  Hogarth 
and  pir  James  Thornhill,  England  can 
scarcely  lay  claim  to  anything  like  a 
national  school  of  design. 

The  arts  in  Germany — which  had, 
pronably,  during  the  eleventh,  twelfth, 
thirteenth,  and  fourteenth  centuries, 
been  proceeding  "pari  passu"  with 
the  ]p)nglish — at  this  point  of  time  (the 
end  of  the  fourteenth  century)  started 
in  advance,  and  in  the  persons  of  Hu- 
bert ^nd  John  Van  Eyck,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  fifteenth  century, 
achieved  both  an  intellectual  triumph 
in  the  boldness  and  increased  vigour 
of  the  study  and  representation  of  na- 
ture, and  a  mechanical  "  Ovation,"  in 
the  form  of  the  amazing  development 


of  the  resources  of  oil-painting  as  a 
medium  in  art.  In  order  fully  to  com- 
prehend the  nature  of  the  Van  Eyck*s 
improvement,  it  will  be  necessary  to 
take  a  passing  glance  at  the  condition 
of  the  technicalities  of  painting  imme- 
diately previous  to  their  era. 

Mr.  Eastlake  remarks  that  (with  the 
exception  of  a  greater  inclination  for 
oil,  as  a  medium,  for  the  use  of  var- 
nish, and  for  a  peculiar  sort  of  trans- 
parent water-colour  painting  on  can- 
vas) : — 

**  The  technical  processes  in  England, 
durins^  the  fourteenth  century,  closely 
resembled  these  of  Italy.  This  is  ap- 
parent if  we  compare  the  records  of  the 
works  executed  at  Westminster,  during 
that  and  the  preceding  age,  with  early 
Italian  documents  and  treatises.  The 
English  methods  occasionally  indicate 
even  greater  precautions,  chiefly  with  a 
view  to  intercept  damp.  Walls  which 
were  to  receive  paintings  of  figures  ap- 
pear to  have  been  prepared  with  cloth 
glued  over  the  surface ;  sometimes  leaf- 
tin  was  found  immediately  next  the  wall, 
even  under  the  gilt  plaster  ornaments. 
Wood  was  generally  covered  either  with 
parchment,leather,  or  linen.  Plaster  of 
Paris — the  careful  preparation  of  wbidb 
for  the  purposes  of  painting,  is  described 
by  writers  earlier  than  Cennini  —  was 
used  for  grounds.  The  common  parch- 
ment size  was  employed  for  tempering 
the  *■  gesso,'  or  plaster,  and  as  the  ordi- 
nary vehicle  for  painting,  with  or  with- 
out the  addition  of  honey ;  the  egg  me- 
dium being  reserved  for  finer  work." 

Cartoons  were  made  previous  to  the 
commencement  of  the  picture.  The 
most  expensive  colours  were  employed 
— **  Cynople,**  or  madder  lake,  at 
thirty  shillings,  and  azure  (the  true 
"  mantello  di  nostra  donna"  colour)  at 
ten  shillings  the  pound.  Fresco  seccO| 
or  the  use  of  a  lime  medium  on  a  set 
plaster,  appears  to  have  obtained  ge- 
nerally in  Europe ;  but  "fi-esco  buono," 
or  painting  on  unset  plaster,  was  con- 
fined to  Italy.  Colours  were  occasion- 
ally ground  in  inspissated  oil,  and  used 
in  flat  tints  and  portions  of  drapery  ; 
but,  owing  to  the  intractibility  of  the 
material,  rarely  or  ever  for  flesh  tints. 
Oils  were  rendered  drying  by  im- 
mixture with  lime,  copperas,  white- 
lead,  &c.,  and  by  exposure  to  the  sun. 
Varnishes  composed  of  sandarac  and 
other  resins  dissolved  in  linseed  oil, 
and  oil  thickened  only  in  the  sun,  were 
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constantly  applied  to  pictures  both  on 
wall  and  panel,  as  hydrofuge  covering. 
Portable  pictures  were  usually  painted 
on  white  poplar  wood  in  Italy  ;  on  oak 
panel  in  the  North  of  Europe.  The 
greatest  care  was  taken  that  these 
should  be  properly  seasoned  ;  and 
Cennini,  with  reference,  probably,  to 
an  early  practice,  recommends  that, 
where  the  dimensions  allow,  the  wood 
be  boiled.  Let  us  now  briefly  follow 
Mr.  Eastlake  in  his  roost  interesting 
account  of  the  nature  and  manner  of 
Van  Eyck's  discoveries. 

Hubert  Van  Eyck  was  born  in  1366, 
and  died  in  1426.  His  brother  John 
died  in  the  prime  of  life  about  1445. 
All  writers  agree  that  the  improve- 
ments in  oil'painting  were  effected 
about  the  year  1410.  "The  earliest 
work  painted  in  the  method  is  in  the 
possession  of  Professor  Passavant,  at 
Frankfort.**  It  is  by  Peter  Christophsen 
(called  by  Vasari,  Pietro  Christa),  a 
scholar  of  Hubert  Van  Eyck,  and  has 
the  date  1417.  At  that  time,  accord- 
ing to  the  above  chronology,  John  Van 
Eyck  was  not  twenty  years  old.  It 
would  thus  appear  that  Hubert  was 
the  real  inventor  or  improver.  Our 
limits  will  not  allow  of  a  transcription 
of  Vasari's  very  interesting  and  gene- 
rally correct  account  of  the  circum- 
stances connected  with  the  origin  of 
the  improvement,  therefore  we  must 
content  ourselves  with  noticing  its  na- 
ture only.  Van  Eyck  is  believed  to 
have  succeeded  in  compounding  a  co- 
lourless drying  varnish,  probably  by 
dissolving  powdered  amber  in  linseed 
oil,  and  then  to  have  mixed  it  with  his 
colours,  and  so  produced  delicate  glaz- 
ing tints  ;  this,  in  the  flrst  experiment, 
was,  probably,  blended  with  tempera 
painting,  so  as  to  produce  a  kind  of 
distemper  picture, heightened  and  glaz- 
ed with  coloured  varnish.  This  man- 
ner afterwards  gave  way  to  pictures 
painted  originally  in  one  tint,  and 
shaded  in  water-colours,  on  white 
*'  gesso"  ground,  and  then  worked 
over  with  colours  ground  in  oil,  di- 
luted with  this  amber  varnish.  In  both 
the  Munich  Van  Eycks,  and  in  that  in 
the  National  Gallery,  the  colouring 
remains  to  this  day  perfectly  bright, 
pure,  and  delicate,  and  the  surface  of 
all  is  perfectly  uninjured.  The  co- 
lours are  applied  very  thinly — more 
•0  in  the  lights  even  than  in  the  shades. 

It  appears*  aocording  to  Vasari's  ac- 


count, that  some  Florentine  merchants 
who  traded  in  Flanders,  sent  to  King 
Alfonso  I.,  of  Naples,  an  excellent  pic- 
ture by  John  Van  Eyck,  which,  on  its 
arrival,  became  the  object  of  much  in- 
terest and  admiration.  Antonello  da 
Messina,  then  a  young  painter  of  great 
promise,  visiting  Naples,  made  interest 
to  obtain  a  view  of  it,  which  having 
procured,  he  was  so  charmed  and  asto- 
nished, that  he  determined  forthwith 
to  repair  to  Flanders,  and,  ingratiating 
himself  with  Van  Eyck,  learn  from  him 
the  method  by  which  such  exquisite 
works  could  be  produced.  All  these 
intentions  he  seems  to  have  success- 
fully carried  out,  for  we  find  him, 
about  the  year  1455,  returning  to  Italy 
by  way  of  Venice,  where,  making  a 
short  stay,  he  communicated  his  secret 
to  a  painter,  who  carried  an  account  of 
the  process  to  Florence.  Antonello 
revisited  his  native  place,  and,  probably 
after  the  lapse  of  some  years,  returned 
to  fix  himself  finally  at  Venice,  where 
he  painted  several  pictures  in  oil,  the 
date  of  the  earliest  being  1474. 

**  Among  the  painters  who  were  then 
in  repute  in  Venice,  a  certain  Maestro 
Domenico  was  considered  very  excellent. 
On  the  arrival  of  Antonello  in  Venice, 
this  person  treated  him  with  the  greatest 
attention,  such  as  bespeaks  a  warm 
friendship.  Antonello,  not  willing  to  be 
outdone  m  kindness  bv  Maestro  Dome- 
nico, after  a  few  months  taught  him  the 
secret  and  method  of  colouring  in  oil." 

Domenico  appears  to  have  executed, 
on  the  Van  Eyck  principle,  several 
works  at  Florence,  and  to  have  been 
afterwards  basely  murdered  by  Andrea 
del  Castagno,  to  whom  he  had  gene- 
rously confided  his  secret.  Whether 
through  the  revelations  of  Antonello 
or  Domenico,  or  through  some  of  the 
Flemish  painters,  such  as  Hugo  van 
der  Goes,  Roger  of  Bruges  (Van 
Eyck's  native  place),  Hans  Memling, 
&c.  we  know  not;  but  certain  it  is, 
that  shortly  after  1480,  the  practice 
seems  to  have  greatly  extended  through- 
out Italy. 

At  Venice  it  particularly  took  root, 
as  we  find,  toward  the  end  of  the  cen- 
tury, Giovanni  Bellini  making  use  of  it 
there.  Mr.  Hendrie  aflSrms  the  pic- 
ture by  him  in  the  National  Gallery  to 
have  been  painted  entirely  with  the 
amber  varnish  vehicle.  The  peculiar 
after-modifications  in  oil-painting  that 
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supervened  there«  and  elsewhere  in 
Italy,  the  triumphs  it  achieved,  and  the 
celebrity  it  attained,  Mr.  Eastlake 
holds  out  a  promise  (which  we  trust 
heartily  he  may  be  blest  with  health 
and  strength  to  redeem)  to  record, 
and  we  shall  therefore,  for  the  present, 
stay  our  pen,  and  return  from  this 
branch  of  the  subject  to  the  Van  Eycks 
and  the  Flemish  art  traditions.  One 
practice,  which  might,  on  all  panel  pic 
tures,  be  revived  with  an  excellent  re- 
sult, he  mentions  in  describing  the 
picture  in  the  National  Gallery,  by  John 
Van  Eyck,  the  **  back  of  which,"  he 
says— ' 

"Is  protected  by  a  composition  of 
gesso  (plaster  of  Paris),  size,  and  tow, 
over  which  a  coat  of  black  oil-paint  was 
passed.  This,  whether  added  when  the 
picture  was  executed,  or  subsequently, 
has  tended  to  preserve  the  wood  (which 
is  not  at  all  worm-eaten),  and  perhaps 
to  prevent  its  warping." 

Mr.  Eastlake  provides  an  extremely 
interesting  chapter  on  the  preparation 
and  purification  of  oil,  in  which  he  re- 
curs to  many  practices  of  this  period, 
but  the  details  are  somewhat  too  tech- 
nical for  the  pages  of  a  review  : — 

T  "  He  notices  the  strange  peculiarity, 
that  perhaps  the  only  technical  process 
which  has  survived  without  change  from 
remote  antiquity,  is  the  method  of  pre- 
paring grounds  on  wood,  or  other  sur- 
faces, for  painting.  The  layer  of  chalk 
and  size,  which  is  found  under  the  co- 
lours of  the  Egyptian  mummy-eases,  is 
nearly,  if  not  precisely,  the  same  as  that 
employed  by  the  painters  of  the  middle 
ages,  and  which  is  often  used  at  the  pre- 
sent day.  This  preparation,  whether 
the  solid  ingredient  consist  of  washed 
chalk  (whitening),  or  plaster  of  Paris 
prepared  in  water  and  finely  ground 
(called  by  the  Italians  gesso  Marcio),  is 
fittest  for  an  inflexible  surface,  as  it  be- 
comes brittle  with  age." 

The  curious  poem  by  Van  Mauder, 
1604,  frequently  quoted  by  Mr.  East- 
lake,  contains  many  curious  notices  of 
early  Flemish  practice.  He  informs 
us  that — 

**  Van  Eyck,  Albert  Durer,  Lucas  van 
Leyden,  and  Peter  Brueghal,  were  in 
the  habit  of  spreading  the  white  ground 
over  panels  more  thickly  than  we  do  : 
they  then  scraped  the  surface  as  smooth 
as  possible.     They  also  used  cartoons. 


which  they  laid  on  the  smooth  fair  white 
ground,  and  then  sat  down,  and  traced 
them,  first  rubbing  any  dark  (powder) 
over  the  back  of  the  drawing :  they  then 
drew  in  the  design  beautifully  with 
black  chalk  or  pencil ;  but  an  excellent 
method  which  some  adopted  was,  to 
grind  coal-black  finely  in  water :  with 
this  they  drew  in  and  shaded  their  de- 
signs with  all  possible  care.  They  then 
delicately  spread  over  the  outline  a  thin 
primin?,  through  which  every  form  was 
seen,  the  operation  being  calculated  ac- 
cordingly; and  this  priming  was  flesh 
coloured.'* 

Mr.  Eastlake*s  experiments  point  to 
the  invariable  adoption,  both  in  Flan- 
ders and  Italy,  of  a  non-absorbent 
ground.     He  reasonably  infers— 

"That  in  the  first  practice  of  oU 
painting,  the  habits  of  the  Italian  and 
Trans-alpine  painters  closely  corres- 
ponded ;  but  while  the  Italians  gradually 
modified  the  process  first  adopted,  the 
Flemish  artists  remained  more  constant 
to  their  traditional  methods.  The  per- 
fection of  Van  Eyck's  technical  system 
is  even  apparent  in  the  works  of  Ra- 
bens,  notwithstanding  the  vast  differ- 
ence of  style  between  the  two  paint- 
ers." 

Rubens  painted  sometimes  on  a  quite 
white,  sometimes  on  a  light  tinted 
ground ;  but  one  of  the  causes  of  the 
extraordinary  transparent  quality  of 
his  shadow  colour  was,  that  by  paint* 
ing-in  those  portions  of  his  picture 
very  thinly,  he  never  neglected  to  avail 
himself  of  the  translucent  property  of 
his  light  ground. 

**  Sir  Theodore  de  Mayemewas  bom 
in  1573,  at  Geneva,  where  his  father, 
Louis,  had  distinguished  himself  by 
various  literary  productions.  Theodore 
selected  the  medical  profession ;  and 
after  studying  at  Montpelier  and  Paris, 
accompanied  Henri  Due  de  Rohan  to 
Germany  and  Italy." 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  he  endea- 
voured to  practise,  but  the  envy  aad 
jealousy  of  his  professional  brethren 
essayed  by  all  possible  means  to  pre- 
vent hun  doing  so : — 

**  In  1611,  James  I.  invited  him  to 
England,  and  appointed  him  his  first 
physician.  Do  May  erne  enjoyed  the 
same  title  under  Charles  I. :  he  died  at 
Chelsea,  leaving  a  large  fortune,  m 
1C55.     The  name  of  Theodore  de  Ma- 
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yerne  a|)pears  with  honour  in  the  history 
of  chemistry.  His  knowledge  of  paint- 
ing and  remarkable  predilection  tor  in- 
vestigating its  technical  processes  and 
materials,  were  of  great  service  to  the 
artists  with  whom  he  was  in  commmii- 
cation.'* 

Dallaway  remarks  that  "  his  appli- 
cation of  chemistry  to  the  composi- 
tion of  pigments,  and  which  he  libe- 
rallj  communicated  to  the  painters  who 
enjoyed  the  royal  patronage,  to  Ru- 
bens, Vandyck,  and  Petitot,  tended 
xnoet  essentially  to  the  promotion  of 
the  art  From  his  experiments  were 
discovered  (query  re-discovered)  the 
principal  colours  to  be  used  for  ena- 
melling and  the  means  of  vitrifying 
them."  Rubens  painted  his  portrait, 
certainly  one  of  the  finest  extant. 

**  It  is  not  surprising,'*  continues  Mr. 
Eastlake,  *'  that  such  an  amateur  as  De 
Mayeme  should  enjoy  the  confidence  of 
the  first  painters  of  his  time ;  or  that 
in  return  for  the  useful  hints  which  he 
was  sometimes  enabled  to  give  them, 
they  should  freely  open  to  him  the  re- 
sults of  their  practical  knowledge.  Such 
communications,  registered  at  the  time 
bj  an  intelligent  observer,  throw  con- 
siderable light  on  the  state  of  painting 
at  one  of  its  most  brilliant  periods,  and 
tend  especially  to  illustrate  the  habits 
of  the  Flemish  and  Dutch  schools." 

The  manuscript  in  question  is  en- 
titled *'Pictoria  Sculptoria  tinctoria 
et  quae  subaltemarum  artium  spectan- 
tia  in  lingua  Latina,  Gallica,  Italica, 
Germanica  conscripta  a  Petro  Paulo 
Rubens,  Van  Dyke  Somers,  Green- 
berry  Jansen,"  &c.,  a.d.  1620.  T.  de 
Mayerne. 

In  his  interesting  but  very  elaborate 
chapter  on  the  preparation  of  colours, 
Mr.  Eastlake  quotes  frequently  from 
this  document;  but  as  Mr.  Hendrie, 
who  has  only  recently  drawn  out  this 
carious  treatise  from  the  dusty  recesses 
of  the  Sloane  MSS.,  has  announced 
his  intention  of  giving  it  to  the  public 
entire,  we  scarcely  think  it  fair,  either 
to  him  or  to  our  readers,  to  diminish, 
by  giving  garbled  extracts,  the  interest 
that  must  be  excited  by  its  appearance. 
In  this  work  we  have  a  complete  key 
to  the  mysteries  of  the  Atelier ;  we 
meet  with  Sir  Anthony  Van  Dyke's 
varnish,  and  Sir  Peter  Paul  Ruben's 
opinions  on  the  preparation  of  colours. 


Mr.  Eastlake,  quoting  De  Mayerne, 
tells  us  that 

"  Rubens  said,  that  all  colours  should 
be  ready  ground,  employing  for  this 
purpose  (highly  rectified)  spirit  of  tur- 
pentine, which  is  better  than  spike  oil^ 
and  not  so  strong." 

It  is,  perhaps,  great  presumption  to 
differ  on  a  point  of  language  from  so 
good  a  philologist  as  Mr.  Eastlake; 
but  we  cannot  quite  agree  in  his  ren- 
dering the  word  "presto" by  "ready;" 
the  sense  we  should  give  it  would  ra- 
ther be  that  of  "  recently,"  at  least  in 
this  phrase.  Rubens  probably  meant 
to  express  the  advantage  of  using  co- 
lours "recently"  ground,  instead  of 
those  which  had  been  some  time  pre- 
pared. About  this  time  we  find  the 
use  of  essential  oil  and  spirit  varnishes 
prevalent  in  the  north ;  in  Italy  they 
had  been  employed  considerably  ear- 
lier. 

The  "  Genre"  painters  of  this  time, 
in  their  manipulation,  differed  amaz- 
ingly, not  only  from  one-another,  but 
at  various  times  of  their  lives,  from 
themselves.  What  can  be  more  diffe- 
rent than  Tenier's  "  thick"  and  "  thin" 
— than  Berghem's  smooth  and  rough 
manners  ? 

Mr.  Eastlake*s  volume  concludes 
with  a  copy  of  some  manuscript  notes 
of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  which  are 
of  very  great  interest,  as  he  was  no- 
torious as  a  dabbler  in  vehicles  and 
media.  These  notes  were  published 
some  years  ago  by  poor  Haydon,  in  the 
Architect  and  Engineer*8  Journal ;  but 
as  the  readers  of  that  publication  are 
mostly  professional,  they  still  possess 
considerable  novelty  for  the  general 
student.  The  multitude  of  tricks, 
materials,  varnishes,  and  "dodges," 
poor  Sir  Joshua  appears  to  have  be- 
wildered himself  with,  would  have 
been  enough  to  have  ruined  any  body 
else^s  pictures  but  his  own,  and  they, 
as  we  know  too  well,  did  not  in  all 
cases  escape  the  consequences  of  his 
experiments.  His  memoranda  of  his 
portrait  of  Miss  Kirkmao,  executed 
Oct.  2,  1772,  are  most  amusing,  and 
the  language  employed  scarcely  less 
incongruous  than  the  processes  de- 
scribed. His  note  is^"Miss  Kirk- 
man,  gum  dr.  et  whiting  poi  cerata- 
poi  ovata,  poi  verniciata  e  retouched, 
cracks."  (  -  i 
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Cracks,  indeed  1  it  would  be  very 
odd  if  a  picture,  begun  with  whitening 
and  gum  tragacanth,  then  covered  suc- 
cessively with  wax,  white  of  egg,  and 
varnish,  should  escape  cracking. 

A  sketch,  of  the  length  of  our  pre- 
sent notice,  can  give,  of  course,  but  a 
very  feeble  idea  of  the  value  of  Mr. 
Eastlake*s  materials,  and  of  the  la- 
bour, industry*  and  intelligence,  he  has 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  subject. 
We  only  hope  it  may  be  sufficient  to 
induce  some  of  our  readers  to  explore 
for  themselves  •  but  we  cannot  refrain, 
in  recommending  this  work  to  the  no- 
tice of  artists,  young  and  old,  from  re- 
minding them  of  Vasari's  caution  as  to 
the  too  engrossing  nature  of  technical 
studies,  «  That  all  professions  and  in- 
genious arts  are  evidently  derived  from 
design^  which  is  the  necessary  founda- 
tion of  all.  He  who  has  not  that,  has 
nothing.  Wherefore,  although  all  se- 
crets and  methods  are  good,  that  is 
most  excellent  by  which  everything 
lost  may  be  retraced,  and  everything 
difficult  become  easy,  as  may  be  seen 
in  reading  the  lives  of  those  artists 
iirho,  aided  by  nature  and  study,  have 
produced  works  almost  divine  by 
means  of  design  alone." 

Mr.  Eastlake,  like  a  true  antiquary, 
"  checks  at  every  feather,"  and  argues 
every  question  with  the  most  conscien- 
tious pertinacity  ;  the  text  of  his  work 
being  the  arena  of  the  struggles  of  con- 
flicting authorities,  the  progress  of  any- 
thing like  narration  is  stopped,  and 
anything  approaching  an  "epic  interest" 
taken  away,  Had  Mr.  Eastlake  related 
the  results  to  which  his  examinations 
had  led  him,  in  connexion  with  the 
progress  of  the  history  of  art,  in  his 
text,  and  confined  most  of  the  argu- 
mentative portion  of  his  work  to  notes 


and  an  appendix,  his  book  would  have 
been  much  more  generally  intelligible 
and  interesting.  He  woiUd  certainly 
have  almost  doubled  the  practical  va- 
lue and  utility  of  his  materials,  by  the 
addition  of  a  careful  general  or  analy- 
tical index.  We  trust  that  his  second 
volume  may  be  provided  with  one*  ap- 
plying to  the  contents  of  both. 

In  concluding  our  scanty  notice,  we 
cannot  but  congratulate  the  artists  on 
the  good  service  they  have  received  ia 
the  collection  of  these  valuable  practi- 
cal details — the  public,  on  the  acquisi- 
tion, through  this  book,  of  an  important 
contribution  to  a  real  history  of  art ; 
and  Mr.  Eastlake  himself,  on  the  ho- 
nour that  must  accrue  to  him,  for  the 
performance  of  such  public  services. 
We  only  wish  that  he  would  bestow 
the  same  labour  and  zeal  in  procuring 
tangible  materials  for  the  history  of 
oil-painting,  to  be  placed  in  a  new  Na- 
tional Gallery.  We  must  confess  it 
goes  to  our  hearts  to  see  such  galleries 
as  the  Fesch  and  Mr.  Otley's  dispersed, 
and  no  examples  of  Fra  Beato,  Giotto, 
Pietro  Alunno,  or  Mantegna,  yet  de- 
posited in  our  (save  the  mark)  **  Na- 
tional Gallery." 

Whoever  examines  Mr.  £astlake*s 
book,  even  superficially,  must  feel  the 
thorough  conscientiousness  of  the  au- 
thor ;  that  he  has  recoiled  before  no 
difficulties,  and  that  his  struggles  for 
excellence,  both  in  theory  and  practice, 
have  doubtless  developed  this  most  va- 
luable quality,  if  at  least  Michael  An- 
gelo's  sentiment  be  true — "Que  U 
bonne  peinture  est  noble  et  devote  par 
elle-meme,  car  chez  les  sages  rien  n'- 
Sl^ve  plus  r&me,  et  ne  la  porte  plus  i 
la  devotion  que  la  diffloult6  de  la  per- 
fection." 


\  i 
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THB   MAaVELLOUS  BELL— A   POPOLAE   LEOIND. 
(VBOM  THB  BOHBMIAN  OB  K4BBL  BTJDiaiE  BXAIDB.) 


Dove-hearted  maidens^  come  and  listeD^ 

And  you  shall  hear  a  thrilling  tale^ 
A  tale  to  make  your  blue  ejes  glisteUf 

And  turn  your  bright  cheeks  pale. 
And  you^  young  mountaineers,  assemble 

Around  me  also  :  he  who  hath 
One  angry  thought  should  henceforth  tremble 

At  all  unbridled  wrath  ! 


Who  hath  not  heard  of  the  Marvellous  Bell  ? 
Down  deep  in  the  Well  of  Gdlszadow  it  lieth. 
Till  the  night  comes  when  the  olden  year  dieth^ 
Then^  though  none  spy  h,  its  dolorous  knell 
Booms  hollowly  round— 
*'Dong!  Dong  I 

Djon  I  Djon  I 
Go  along,  go  along  I 

Along  for  the  hound ! 
Djon  is  gone ! 
Dong  I  Dong! 

But  the  bound  is  not  found !" 

2. 

Once,  only  once,  hath  it  ever  been  seen. 
But  she  on  whose  eyes  it  rose  looming  in  shadow. 
Lay,  they  say,  drowned  in  that  Well  of  G51s26doir> 
Ere  the  new  leaves  of  the  forest  were  green. 
Hark  I     Hear  ye  the  sound  ? 
**  Dong  !  Dong ! 

Djon  1  Djon  I 
Go  along,  along  I 

Along  for  the  hound  1 
Djon  is  gone  I 
Dong  I  Dong  1 

But  the  hound  is  not  found !" 

III. 

Earl  Rovzki,  the  proud  lord  is  he  of  Zerdov's  rich  domains-. 

He  rideth  forth  to  hunt  the  deer  across  the  hills  and  plains. 

He  rideth  south,  he  rideth  north,  all  on  his  brindled  courser — 

Till  noon  he  rideth  forth  and  forth — when,  hark !  the  winds  grow  hoarser. 

And  storm-clouds  gather  in  the  skies.     Earl  Kovzki  turneth  round — 

**  By  heaven,  the  hound  is  gone,"  he  cries — "  my  favorite  Bosnian  hound  I 

Djon !  search  each  path,  and  dread  my  wrath,  tmless  he  soon  be  found." 

2. 
Away  rode  Djon  through  rain  and  storm — away  by  copse  and  dell. 
By  beetling  crag  and  birken  shaw,  by  field,  and  flood,  and  fell. 
He  rode  all  day,  he  rode  all  night,  and  a.s  the  crimsion  morn  brake. 
He  saw  the  hound — a  rueful  sight ! — stretched  dead  amid  a  thorn-brake. 
Home  then  he  went,  with  heart  so  rent  by  grief,  he  could  not  speak, 
And  fierce  fire  flashed  from  Kovzki's  eye,  and  burned  upon  his  cheek. 
For  he  wiit  not  that  the  hound  was  dead  that  Djon  rode  forth  to  se^nDOQlC 
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et !"  80  he  cried,  "  thy  quest  hath  proved  in  vain 

'riedst  loiteriog  on  the  hill-side  and  the  plain. 

ower  beneath  mine  eye ! — well  may  thy  false  heart  wither  1 

saints !  whom  have  we  here  ? — what  hideous  hag  limps  hither? 

ceress  of  Livorn — I  know  the  accursed  crone  I 

>eakl     What  wouldst  thou  with  me?     Speak  1     We  are  here 

rceress  gave  response,  in  croaking,  raven  tone. 

4. 

\  blood ! — A  young  man's  blood  1     Mine  own  creeps  chill  and 

)od  within  my  veins — oh,  let  me  feel  it  flow  1 

by  huntsman,  Djon, — Lord  Kovzki,  I  implore  thee ! 

ord,  and  lo !  thy  hound  again  shall  bound  before  thee !" 

1  found  his  tongue  at  length — *'  Thou  liest,  hag ! "  he  said, 

ither  with  thy  spells  I     The  Bosnian  hound  is  dead  1 

d  the  £arl-.<«  Thou  slewest  him,  then  ?— Wretch  I  thou  shilt 

,dr 

^hted  huntsman  spake :  his  words  were  oil  on  fire  1 

irned  him  with  his  foot,  and  thundered  forth  in  ire — 

i !     Take  him,  blood  and  soul !" — Whereon, — sight  all-astound- 

door  swang  wide,  the  Bosnian  hound  came  bounding  I 
t  Earl  Kovzki  then  ; — hut,  glancing  round  him,  lo ! 
mtsman  both  were  gone !     The  Earl  paced  to  and  fro, 
was  blent  that  night  with  dreams  of  coming  woe  I 

re  well  may  wot,  full  early  in  the  morn, 
i  for  the  huntsman  and  the  Sorceress  of  Livorn, 
n,  for  never  more  was  either  seen  or  heard  of, 
lour  there  fell  a  gloom  upon  the  halls  of  Zerdov. 
md  mysterious  fate  the  Earl  forbore  to  speak — 
intsman's  name  was  uttered,  pallor  blanched  his  cheek, 
look,  for  Guilt  is  ever  fearful-souled  and  weak. 

IV. 

'Tis  well  that  in  this  world  of  ours. 
Where  Wickedness  is  always  rife, 
God's  mercy  should  have  placed  a  bound 
To  Magic's  dreadftil  powers  1 

The  Sorceress  could  but  g^ve  the  hound 
A  false  and  simulated  life— 
And  so  he  peaked  and  pined,  and  when 
The  seventh  sun  set  he — died  agen* 

Remorse,  that  ever  comes  too  late, 
Now  seized  upon  Earl  Kovzki's  heart. 
"  Oh,  Djon !"  he  often  cried  with  tears, 
*'  Thou  whom  in  frenzied  hate 

I  murdered  in  thy  green  youth's  years. 
Look  down  from  Heaven — for  there  thou  art«- 
Look  down  from  Heaven,  and  pity  me. 
Albeit  I  did  not  pity  thee  1" 

And  now—so  Zerdov's  beadsmen  tell — 
He  reared  a  chapel  in  a  wood. 

And  built  a  belfry.tower  anear. 
Wherein  he  hung  a  Bell, 

To  toU  Djon-»  kneU  from  yegr,toje.^oOgle 
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"  Pray  God,*'  he  often  <irieil,  **  his  blood 
Rise  not  in  red  and  dread  array 
Against  me  on  the  Judgment  Day !" 

But  oh  I  the  awful,  awful  sound 
Outgiven  by  that  avenging  Bell  1 
A  thunder-sound  in  sooth  it  was. 
That  echoed  miles  around ! 

And,  morning  after  morning  as 
Earl  Kovzki  Ibtened  to  the  knell,^ 
His  dark  brow's  ever- deepening  gloom 
Foreshowed  an  overshadowing  doom. 

At  last,  grown  grey  with  Grief,  not  Age, 
He  doffed  his  robes  of  silk  and  gold. 
And,  with  a  pilgrim-staff  in  hand. 
He  made  a  pilgrimage. 

For  penance,  to  tie  Holy  Land. 
And  Thirst  and  Hunger,  Heat  and  Cold, 
He  learned  all  patiently  to  dree. 
So  much  subdued  in  soul  was  he ! 

A  hair-shirt  and  a  sackcloth  cloak, 
With  sandal-shoon,  were  all  his  garb. 
He  fasted  oft  in  solitude. 
But  never  smiled  or  spoke. 

At  last  the  death  he  long  had  wooed 
Overtook  him :  the  corroding  barb 
Of  Conscience  now  could  wound  no  more- 
He  slept  in  peace  on  Syria's  shore. 

And  from  the  day  whereon  he  died 
No  voice  was  ever  heard  to  come 
From  that  strange,  sympathetic  Bell ; 
Silent  it  hung  inside 

Its  lone  and  darksome  turret-dome. 
Until  the  year's  last  evening  fell. 
When  it  rang  out,  all  clear  and  strong. 
Its  wondrous  peal  o^ound  and  song. 

And  ages  rolled,  and  when  Decay, 
Which  cometh  upon  all  things,  fell 
On  Zerdov's  halls, — ^by  angel-hands 
The  Bell  was  borne  away. 

And  buried  in  GSlszadow's  Well. 
But,  once  a  twelvemonth,  as  the  sands 
Of  the  old  year  run  out,  it  still 
Tolls  thus,  men  say,  in  tones  that  thrill 
The  listeners  round,^ 
"  Done  I  Dong ! 

Djonl  DjonI 
Go  along !  along ! 

Along  for  the  hound  I 
Djonisgone! 
Dongl  Dong! 

But  the  hound  is  not  found  I" 


Such,  youths  and  maidens,  is  the  tale  they  tell 

Anent  this  Marvellous  and  Mysterious  Bell. 

Be,  therefore,  warned,  and  guard  your  hearts  in  time 

Against  all  Passion,  for  it  leads  to  Crime  I 

But,  place  your  trust  in  God  ;  forget  Him  never. 

And  he  will  guard  your  souls,  and  guide  your  steps  for  ever  I  '  ^ 

J«    Ca    M« 
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TODCHINO  FATHER  PBOUT'S  LJk8T  BOOK.* 

BT  MOROAH  RATTIER. 

TO  THE  SDITOR  OF  THE  DVBUIT  UXITBRSITT  MAOAZIMB. 

Sir, — After  the  battle  of  Austerlitz  had  been  fought,  and  won  bv  the  French, 
Lockhart  tells  us,  *'  The  Prussian  Envoy  returned,  and  presented  to  Napoleon 
his  master's  congratulations  on  the  victory  thus  achieved."  The  Emperor 
whispered  to  Haugwitz,  «*  Here  is  a  message,  of  which  circumstances  have 
altered  the  address."  Well,  Sir,  **  here  is  an  article,  of  which  circumstances 
have  altered  the  address, "_  thoueh  there  was  no  battle.  This  paper,  it  will  be 
at  once  perceived,  was  written  lor  another  Magazine,  though  now  submitted  to 
your  notice ;  and  all  I  can  venture  to  say  in  its  recommendation  is,  that  it  has 
been  sent  by  an  old  Trinity  Man,  who  has  always  loved  and  honoured  his  Alma 
Maler,  and  that  it  treats  of  a  work  by  one  who  has  added  largely  to  the  literary 
renown  of  Ireland. 

I  am.  Sir,  with  best  wishes  for  the  continuing  and  increasing  prosperity  oi 
your  journal,  your  obedient  servant, 

Morgan  Rattler,  M.A.,  T.C.D. 

London,  September  21,  1847. 


I  HATE  just  opened  a  small  parcel, 
and  find  it  contains  a  print  ot  "  the 
Fraserians,"  which  I  had,  some  time 
since,  in  honour  of  *'  auld  lan^  syne," 
sent  to  be  framed.  This  prmt  was 
published  with  one  of  the  current 
numbers  of  Eraser's  Magazine,  a  good 
many  years  ago.  As  I  gaze  upon  it  I 
count  seven-and-twenty  heads.  I  knew 
them  one  and  all.  Together  we  had 
broken  bread — ^together  we  had  shared 
the  sacred  salt — together  we  had  re- 
velled in  all  the  exuberance  of  intel- 
lectual converse  and  becoming  mirth, 
in  free,  frank,  safe,  and  well-tiled  so- 
ciety. But  of  these  heads,  as  I  now 
run  my  eye  over  them,  I  find  (alas 
the  while !)  that  more  than  half  the 
number  are  laid  low — a  prey  for 
worms ;  that  others  have  retired  to 
seek  repose  upon  that  well-won  pil- 
low, whereon  age  may  be  allowed 
gracefully  to  wear  away;  and  that 
out  of  tne  large  muster  at  Regina's 
**  table  round,"  but  a  few,  compara- 
tively, of  the  straightforward,  daunt- 
less, and  stalwart  Fraserians  of  the 
olden  time  remain  in  presence.  Time 
did  his  work  upon  them,  and  in  all, 
except  three  or  four  instances,  in  due 
course  of  nature — ^the  fruit  was  ripe 
— it  was  seasonably  gathered,  and  Time 
has  taught  us,  the  survivors,  to  tame 
down  our  sorrow.  Well,  so  be  it ;  as 
such  must  be  1     But  all,  as  they  toere 


achromatically  in  the  show  of  the  flesh, 
(O'e  now  before  me,  assembled,  as  it 
might  so  seem»  to  a  feast  of  Memory, 
and  in  contemplating  their  counte- 
nances I  feel  a  sadsome  pleasure. 
These  men  were,  and  I  have  choice 
recollections  of  them.  They  are  not. 
But  to  me,  in  prevailing  imagination, 
their  very  dust  is  hallowed  as  bavins 
been  of  that  coverture  of  clay  by  which 
a  great  and  pervading  mind  was  for- 
merly encased.  And  marvellously 
does  head  after  head,  above  the  circle 
of  the  convivial  table,  stand  out  in  its 
unmistakeable  individuality,  upon  the 
few  inches  of  engraved  paper.  It  is 
a  triumph  of  the  draughtsman's  and 
delineator's  art ;  and  so  long  as  it  shall 
last,  the  outward  likenesses  of  those 
there  figured  forth  can  never  perish  in 
the  hearts  of  their  friends,  nor  in  the 
fancies  of  those  to  whom  it  is  assured, 
on  competent  authority,  that  the  re- 
semblances are  faithful.  Still,  though 
many  of  those  Fraserians,  good  and 
true,  have,  in  the  gentle  plJaseology 
of  the  Greek,  glided  under  the  earui, 
a  goodly  number  yet  bear  their  heads 
erect,  and  look  towards  heaven.  It 
boots  not  to  name  those  whose  repu- 
tation  is  at  once  declared  to  all  the 
literary  world,  by  the  value  of  the 
syllables  which  constitute  their  names 
— names  which,  in  point  of  fact,  pre- 
figure essentially,  if  not  exclusively. 


*  '*  Facts  and  Figures  from  Italy."    By  Don  Jeremy  Savonarola,  BenediotiiM 
Monk.    London*  R.  Bentley,  New  Burlington-street.    ')g4;j;.^^  byCiOOQle 
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literary  men ;  but  I  myself^  as  an  old 
Fraserian,  rejoice  to  reckon  amongst 
those  yet  ez&ting  certain  gentlemen 
who  could  not  well  contribute  to  the 
pages  of  a  magazine,  and  especially  in 
light  and  lively  strain,  except  under 
the  guise  of  some  sobriquet — and  this 
eren  at  the  long  intervals  of  their  most 
leisure.  Of  this  little  band  are  pre- 
eminently— Bon  Gualtier,  Comelitis 
O'Donohue,  and  Father  Prout.  The 
Spectator  (t.  e.  Addison's,  not  Rin- 
towl's),  I  think,  opens  with  the  pro- 
position, that  every  reader,  on  taking 
a  book  in  his  hand,  starts  with  a  cu- 
riosity as  to  the  author;  but  it  is 
entirely,  as  explained,  a  physical  cu- 
riosity :  is  he  a  tall  man  or  a  short — 
of  a  dark  complexion  or  a  fair,  and 
the  like  ?  So>  if  I  remember  rightly, 
it  runs,  and  then,  if  not  astray  m  my 
reminiscence,  for  I  have  not  looked 
into  the  maudlin  book  for  j-ears,  Mr. 
Spectator  proceeds  to  describe  himself 
as  arrayed  in  his  mortal  habiliments 
of  clay,  and,  I  believe,  too,  of  cloth, 
wig,  hnen,  &c.  He,  of  course,  leaves 
his  courteous  readers  to  find  out  all 
about  his  intellectual  qualities,  and 
what,  in  the  language  of  Lord  Brough- 
am, would  be  styled  his  psychological 
powers  and  developments,  from  the 
pages  which  he  lays  before  him,  the 
aforesaid  courteous  reader.  As  to 
O'Donohue,  however,  and  Bon  Gual- 
tier, I  fear  that  the  intelligent  reader 
must  be  content  with  the  latter  phasis 
of  the  acquaintance,  by  gathering  what 
he  may,  respecting  them  psychologi- 
cally, by  referetice  to  their  admirable 
contributions  to  &e  periodicals  in  bye- 
gone  days.         ■*  • 

The  greater  portion  of  their  lives, 
for  several  years  past,  has  been  de- 
voted to  lofty  labours,  in  which  all 
classes  of  the  people  have  an  interest ; 
and  those  literary  pursuits  which  they 
so  much  love  can  only  be  followed  for 
a  brief  hour  or  twain,  and  at  intervals 
few  and  far  between*  But  everybody 
Imows  my  friend  Father  Front,  not 
simply  in  the  spirit,* through  his  many 
excellent  and  exquisite  productions, 
but  likewise  in  the  flesh — everybody 
from  Cork  to  Constantinople,  from 
Dublin  to  Delhi,  from  Jermyn-street 
to  Jerusalem,  from  Paris  to  St.  Pe- 
tersburgh,  from  Madrid  to  Moscow, 
from  Paul's  Cross  to  St.  Peter's  Cu- 
pola— ^ImowB  him.  He  is  "as  broad 
and  general  as  the  casing  air."  Where 
18  the  table  on  which  good  men's  feasts 
are  wont  to  be  spread  which  he  luu  not 


set  in  a  roar  ?  Where  the  society  in 
any  capital  city  in  Europe  or  Asia 
wmch  this  locomotive  peripatetician 
has  not  gladdened  with  his  wit  and 
humour,  and  enlightened  with  his  vast 
and  various  learning  ?  Nowhere !  Or 
if  anywhere,  it  must  be,  as  the  Yankees 
say,  **  at  the  other  end  of  nothing." 
But  though  so  many  be  familiar  with 
the  outward  man,  and  with  his  high  fa- 
culties and  rare  talents,  few  are  aware 
how  warm  and  bold  and  noble  is  the 
heart  which  beats  within — ^how  stanch, 
and  leal,  and  true  I  In  short,  how- 
ever, and  sooth  to  say,  he  is  the  wor- 
thy herald  to  proclaim  to  this  mighty 
Protestant  empire,  and  to  all  Chris- 
tendom,  the  merits  and  the  claims  up- 
on all  men  who  love  light  and  freedom, 
and  who  hate  darkness  and  oppression, 
of  the  present  pope.  And  this  brings 
us  to  Front's  book,  on  the  very  cover 
of  which  fine  fancy  and  good  taste  are 
made  apparent.  These  make  the  chief 
matter  within,  after  a  delicate  mode  of 
homage,  whereof  no  man  breathing  is 
more  capable,  dedicatory  to  his  Holi- 
ness Count  John  Mastai  Ferretti.  We 
know  not  whether  his  holiness  be  in- 
debted to  the  heralds,  or  to  Father 
Prout,  for  the  canting  (heraldic)  motto 
accorded  to  him — **  Mai  sta  Ferretti  I" 
— '* Never  standstill,  Ferretti,"  and 
which  maybe  rendered Yankice,  **Ever 
go-ahead,  Ferretti  1 — a  good  motto  to 
auspicate  the  proceedings  of  a  good 
chief  in  a  good  cause.  Let  us  only 
add  parenthetically,  "  Do,  Ferretti, 
and  every  heart  in  Christendom  which 
beats  truly  w  ill  throb  w  i  th  the  pulsations 
of  thine.  High  Priest,  High  Prince,  and 
Ecclesiastical  Hercules  of  many  la- 
bours, which  fortunately,  however, 
you  can  enter  upon  of  your  own  free 
will  and  enterprise,  and  without  the  wi- 
thering bidding,  or  under  the  perverse 
power  of  any  Euristheus  I  rroceed, 
Ferretti,  proceed  1  and  oh !  be  it,  for 
the  sake  of  all  human  \indL,pedefdusto! 
No  such  mission  as  that  which  is  now 
yours  was  ever  yet  entered  on  and 
committed  to  created  and  enlightened 
man ;  and  your  triumph,  if  the  tri- 
umph should  be  yours,  will  be  the 
greatest  upon  human  record." 

But  back  to  the  book ! — ^back  to  the 
cover !  Above  the  motto  the  arms  of 
his  holiness*  house  are  emblazoned 
in  their  proper  colours,  or  and  argent, 
and  surmounted  by  the'  triple  crown  ; 
and  dropping  all  language  of  enthu- 
siasm, very  neat,  and  pretty,  and  ap- 
propriate the  whole  thing  looks.   Blue 
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and  white  though,  b^  the  way,  would 
have  been  more  desirable  for  our  pre- 
sent pope — ^the  colours  chosen  for  Gar- 
gantua  by  his  father,  for  reasons  re- 
cited by  the  historian.  "  Car  le  blanc 
luy  signifioit,  joye,  plaisir,  dclices  et 
resjouyssance :  et  le  bleu,  choses  ce- 
lestes." Or  take  the  other  interpre- 
tation, which  is  still  better  for  our 
purpose— **  et  dictes  que  blanc  signifie 
foy:  et  bleu  fermete."  But  now, 
dismissing  mottoes,  arms,  and  colours, 
and  all  such  vanities,  let  us  turn  over 
the  cover  and  observe  the  title-paffe. 
Well,  what  do  we  perceive — a  gentle, 
good-humoured  joke,  and  a  little  play- 
ful trick,  which  shows  that  our  friend 
the  Benedictine  monk  is  no  more  de- 
void than  other  modem  authors  of 
mercantile  tact  in  disposing  of  his 
literary  wares.  With  one  stroke  of 
his  pen,  Prout  has  secured  the  whole 
of  "Uie  Fickwickians,  who  otherwise 
would  be  little  inclined  to  set  any 
store  upon  facts  and  figures  from  Italy 
or  anywhere  else.  For  what  says  he 
on  his  title-page  ?  *  *  Facts  and  F^ures 
from  Italy,  by  Don  Jeremy  Savona- 
rola, Benedictine  Monk,  addressed, 
during  the  last  two  winters,  to  Charles 
Dickens,  Esq.,  being  an  appendix  to 
his  Pictures."  Appendix  I  Why,  for 
all  the  connexion  that  exists  be- 
tween the  two  works,  it  would  be  just 
as  rational  to  call  a  heavy-laden  £ast- 
Indiaman,  outward  bound,  an  appen- 
dix to  a  painted  steam-tug,  employed 
to  haul  tne  ship  down  the  river.  In 
fact,  each  book  is  the  contrast,  and 
not  the  counterpart,  of  the  other.  The 
father  himself  has  pointed  this  out 
quaintly  but  peremptorily,  and  if  not 
sardonically,  certainly  with  a  tinge  of 
bitter  mirth,  which  would  have  be- 
come a  Lucian,  a  Rabelais,  a  Swift, 
or  the  Hope  who  wrote  Anastasius. 
Prout  says  to  Dickens — ^but  first  I  feel 
I  ought  to  explain  how  the  father 
really  comes  to  select  Boz  as  his  cor- 
respondent, touching  the  afi&irs  of 
Italy.  The  fact  is,  that  a  certain 
number  of  letters  were  written  by 
Prout  from  Rome,  to  a  London  news- 
paper, called  •*  the  Daily  News,"  and 
published  therein ;  and  they  have  na- 
turally been  'made  in  large  part  the 
foundation  of  the  work  beiore  us.  In 
this  very  journal  too,  sundry  chapters 
of  Boz*s  "Pictures  from  Italy"  had 
been  also  published.    Now,    in    the 


story  of  all  nations,  a  fabulous  period, 
boasting  of  a  line  of  shadowy  kings, 
precedes  the  real  men  who  rmed,  and 
the  true  chronology.  It  ^^ears  to 
have  been  so  in  likesort  with  uus  news- 
paper. It  would  seem  that  it  had  a 
number  of  phantom  editors,  of  whom 
Boz  (Dickens),  it  is  alleged^  was  the 
Nimrod,  and  "  a  great  lubberly  boy," 
such  as  him  who  played  himself  off 
on  Master  Slender*  as  sweet  Anne 
Page,  the  Semiramis,  in  thb  series  of 
mythical  types.  And  it  is  to  Dickens, 
as  an  editorial  Nimrod,  that  Prout  ad- 
dressed his  letters,  and  funnily  enough, 
receives  a  stamp  of  their  authenticity 
from  the  real  and  not  the  mythological 
Dickens,  as  may  be  seen  on  the  second 
page  of  the  book.  Having  now  given 
this  little  explanation,  which,  it  must 
be  admittea,  was  necessary  to  the 
correct  comprehension  of  what  may 
follow,  I  proceed  to  cite  what  the 
father  says  to  his  astounded  voucher, 
Dickens  :— 

"  By  this  time  you  will  have  rejoiced 
all  Cockneydom  with  your  pleasant  pic- 
tures from  Italy,  from  which  I  uaaer- 
stood  you  to  intend  carefully  eliminating 
all  shadow  of  our  Peninsular  politics — 
perhaps  you  are  right.  You  have  passed 
too  rapidly  amongst  us  to  penetrate 
these  darker  objects;  and  though  gifted 
with  the  most  observant  eyo  of  all  mo- 
dern seers,  your  glance  was  but  transi- 
tory. As  you  passed  along,  you  have 
Bim^lyDaguerreotyped  the  glorious  land- 
scape, the  towered  cities,  and  the  raoUey 
groups ;  but  your  countrymen,  the  lana- 
soape-painters  here,  at  whose  mess-table 
I  am  an  occasional  guest,  have  stigma* 
tized  that  new-fangled  process,  no  ooubt 
from  jealousy,  dog-trapping.  The  old 
method  of  the  Ccunera  obscnra,  which 
they  still  cling  to,  allows  a  more  patient 
study  of  details,  and  involves  a  more  la- 
borious investigation  of  varying  appear- 
ances; the  phcenomena  of  our  Italian 
institutions,  I  apprehend,  must  be  con- 
templated by  aid  of  the  older  instrument; 
and  much  delicacy  of  handling  is  requi- 
site in  bringing  it  to  bear  upon  the  Ca- 
mera Apostolica  of  Rome." 

Having  now  got  over  this  cunning 
and  facetious  title-page,  with  the  Fa- 
ther's own  embellisnment,  we  addre^ 
ourselves  solely  to  his  volume.  Thefe 
is  a  preface,  of  rare  power  and  excel- 
lence in  those  degenerate  days.  The 
spirit  of  some  one  or  other  of  the  wits, 
satirists,  and  sages  of  old,  seems  to 


•  "  Slender. — I  came  yonder  at  Eton  to  marry  Mistress  Anne  Page,  and  she's  a 
great  lubberly  boy,"— -ATmy  Wives  of  Windsor.  (    ^'^^  \  ^ 
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have  animated  Prout^  in  this  strange  so  far  forth  as  such  parts  may  indeed 

pjrod action,  which  he  is  pleased  to  en-  be  played  in  these  modem  times.     So 

title,  **  Some  account  of  Don  Jeremy  Prout  then,  with  a  sort  of  reckless  rol- 

himself,  and  of  a  very  famous  Contem-  licking,  but  deeply-modulated  tra-la- 

porarj',  by  an  eminent  hand/*    The  la,  like  that  of  Alboni,  first,  best,  and 

choice  of  the  sobriquet  itself,  of  *'  Sa-  most  exquisite  of  singers,  in  the  well- 

vonarola,**  is  something  amusing,  as  known  scene  and  song  of  Donizetti's 

indicating  a  consciousness  on  the  part  Bettley,  declares  himself  to  have  been 

of  the  gentleman  who  so  dashingly  as-  of  the  lineage  of  this  fierce  preacher 

siunes  it,  that  he  is  a  learned,  pious,  against  Pope  and  Prince,  and  all  the 

and  eloquent  individual  who  can,  if  he  pride,  pomp,  and  vanity  of  this  wicked 

list,  at  once  play  the  parts  of  Jeremiah  world — who  was  hanged  and  burnt  at 

and  of  Demosthenes — of  the  consecrat-  Florence,  in  the  year  1498.*    He  was 

ed  prophet  and  the  republican  orator,  in  his  46th  year,  and  died  with  all  that 

*  Savonarola  was,  in  truth — 

«  One  of  thoie  madmen  'who  do  make  men  mad, 
ConqoerorB,  and  kings,  and  statesmen,  aU  iinquiet  things." 

Perhaps  a  few  words  about  him  here  will  not  be  unacceptable  to  the  general  reader, 
as  one  may  guess  that  his  story  is  not  widely  known,  from  the  fact,  that  of  all  the 
writers  who  have  criticised  Prout*s  volume,  only  one  seemed  to  have  ever  heard  of 
the  dauntless  reformer,  and  that  one  made  a  baa  use  of  his  loose  bit  of  information. 
Every  public  man  has  two  characters,  and  both  are  invariably  drawn  in  extremes. 
Accordingly,  with  some,  Savonarola  was  an  inspired  person — a  saint,  and  a  martyr ; 
with  others  he  was  a  half-crazed  person,  an  impostor,  and  a  knave,  who  justly  paid 
on  the  scafiTold  the  forfeit  of  his  crimes.     He  was  the  grandson  of  a  famous  physi- 
cian and  medical  writer,  who  was  brought  from  Padua,  his  native  place,  to  the 
Court  of  the  Este's  at  Ferrara,  where  he  lived  in  great  credit  and  honour,  and 
died  a  Knight  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem.     Our  Savonarola  was  born  at  Ferrara, 
and,  in  1474,  be  became  a  Dominican  monk  at  Bologna,  without  the  concurrence 
or  knowledge  of  his  parents.     He  was  distinguished  for  his  knowledge  of  physics 
and  metaphysics,  and  was  employed  for  years  by  his  superiors  as  a  lecturer 
thereon.     Subsequently  he  blazed  forth  as  a  popular  preacher  and  ardent  advo- 
cate for  the  reform  of  all  abuses  in  church  and  state.     The  incontestable  facts 
about  him  are  these — first,  that  he  was  a  man  of  pure  morality  and  of  austere  life ; 
secondly,  that  he  preached  with  uncompromising  boldness  and  with  fervid  eloquence 
against  all  evil  courses,  without  sparing  the  offences  and  debaucheries  of  the 
clergy,  nor  even  of  the  Court  of  Rome ;  thirdly,  that  he  pretended  to  being  blessed 
with  divine  revelations  ;  fourthly,  that  by  these  means  he  acquired  vast  credit  and 
authority  in  Florence,  and  enjoyed  the  veneration  of  its  whole  people  ;  fifthly,  that 
he  fell  from  his  high  place,  lost  his  canonization,  was  excommunicated,  stripped  of 
his  ecclesiastical  orders,  hanged,  and  burnt.    It  is  the  old  story  I     Visionary  and 
self-deceiver,  or  pretender  and  impostor,  be  he  which  he  may  in  his  religious  dreams 
and  doctrines,  Savonarola  was  still  the  zealous,  eloquent,  unselfish,  unbought,  and 
incorruptible  champion  of  freedom  and  the  people.     That  people,  as  usual,  with 
their  true  and  noble  defenders,  betrayed  and  deserted  him ;  and  he  fell  before  their 
tyrants,  as  fell  the  Gracchi,  and  thousands  of  other  generous  hearts,  in  all  coun- 
tries throughout  the  world's  long  story.     It  is  the  common  tale ;  but  here^  through 
no  fault  of  the  patriot  leader,  it  ended  in  an  explosion  of  the  ridiculous.     And  let 
it  be  treated  ludicrously,  however  tragical,  since  human  life  is  certainly  as  much  a 
jest  as  a  dream  of  shadows ;  and,  therefore,  the  present  chronicler  relates  that  a 
rather  curious  a£Pair  was  expected  to  come  off  in  Florence  just  at  the  time  preced- 
ing,  and  directly  leading  to  the  catastrophe  of  Savonarola ;  but  there  was  a  feeling 
against  this  proposed  event  amongst  the  professional  and  other  humanity-mongers, 
even  as  the  other  day  amonofst  the  magistrates,  and  other  anti-suicidal  people  of 
London,  in  the  case  of  a  night  ascent  in  a  balloon  with  fireworks.    Savonarola  was 
a  Dominican.    The  Pope  had  started  a  cordelier  against  him.    Both  preached  with 
hearts  of  steel,  and  lungs  of  brass,  and  heads  of  cast-iron,  without  bubble  in  the 
construction,  or  flaw  in  the  entirety,  when  sent  forth  from  the  manufactory.    They 
had  on  either  side  multitudinous  followers,  and  they  were  very  enthusiastic.     At 
last  the  excitement  rose  to  something  above  fever-heat,  and  a  Dominican  wrote  to 
the  BeWs  Life  of  the  time,  or  gave  some  equivalent  announcement,  to  say  that  he 
was  ready  to  prance  through  a  burning  pile  of  wood,  to  establish  the  sanctity  of 
Savonarola.    A  cordelier  undertook  to  do  the  same  thing,  to  show  that  Savonarola 
was  a  scoundrel.    Both  came  to  the  scratch,  but  both  funked  the  flames  when  they 
saw  them.     The  pile  was  raised,  and  the  people  in  vast  multitudes  assembled.     It 
was  on  Sunday,  the  7th  of  April,  1496.     But  let  the  Frenchman,  whom  I  emote, 
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•*  pluck  and  bottom"  whicli  would,  no 
doubt,  distinguish  the  gentleman  who 
has  assumed  his  name,  if  he,  in  the 
sporting  phrase,  should  choose  to  go  in 
for  martyrdom — a  glory  however, 
which,  we  apprehend,  he  is  too  good 
a  judge  to  court,  at  any  price  of  fame 
or  flattery. 

But  though  assuming  this  fanciful 
lineage,  unlike  some  of  his  contempo- 
rary celebrities  from  the  Irish  Cagli- 
ari,  whom  he  so  plainly  points  out,  he 
has  not  had  the  drivelling  insanity  to 
attempt  to  repudiate  the  ancestral  oc» 
cupations  by  which  bread  was  honestly 
won,  and  to  pretend,  so  to  speak,  that 
the  paternal  reaping-hook  was  in  truth 
a  scymetar.  No ;  if  he  had,  for  ex- 
ample, anything  to  do  with  leather, 
he  would  maintain  to  the  utmost — 
'*  there  is  nothing  like  leather ;"  and 
in  proof  thereof  having  had  some- 
thing hereditarily  to  do  with  wool,  he 
treats  the  whole  of  that  staple  commo- 
dity of  England  with  the  same  reve- 
rence as  if  It  had  never  been  applied 
to  any  meaner  use  than  that  of  stuff- 
ing the  sack  upon  which  the  keeper  of 
the  sovereign's  conscience  ana  the 
head  of  the  people's  law  proudly  sits. 
He  says  of  his  fabled  progenitors,  so 
far  as  name  and  locality  is  concern- 
ed— 

"  Quitting;  the  commercial  but  very 
profligate  city  of  Florence,  the  exiles 
appear  to  have  brought  with  them  and 
introduced  into  Sardinia  a  taste  for  in- 
dustry and  woollen  manufactures,  mat- 
ters not  much  understood  by  the  idle 
aborigines ;  and  we  find  the  family  set- 
tled near  the  southern  seaport  town  of 
Cagliari,  where  they  have  carried  on 
steadily  their  useful  pursuits  for  the 
last  hundred  years." 

Front  having  thus  settled  himself 
in  the  Cork  of  Sardinia,  proceeds  to 
give  us  a  comical  history  of  Ireland, 
under  the  name  of  Sardinia.  Cer- 
tainly the  similarity  of  outward  form 
and  feature  in  the  two  islands  is 
strange — and  still  more  so  is  the  re- 
semblance in  the  characteristics  of  the 
mere  native  population  of  each,  and  in 
the  stories  and  fortunes  of  the  respec- 


tive countries.  But  as  he  teHs  us  lit- 
tie  about  Cagliari  in  comparison  with 
Cork,  perhaps  from  tenderness  to  his 
native  city,  where,  according  to  himself^ 

*<  The  bells  of  ShAndon,  they  sound  so  grand  oa 
The  pleasant  vaten  of  the  river  Lee." 

we  will  aid  him  a  little  with  the  as- 
sistance of  a  recent  number  of  Cham- 
bers's Edinburgh  Journal — one,  in  fact, 
published  since  the  appearance  of  Fa- 
ther Front's  book,  but  in  no  way  re- 
ferring to  it,  and  recording,  in  the  ar- 
ticle to  which  we  allude,  merely  the 
writer's  own  recollections  of  Sardinia. 
He  praises  the  magnificent  bay  of 
Cagliari,  the  great  southern  port  of 
the  island  ;  but  observes  of  the  city, 
that  it  is  striking  without,  infemous 
within.  The  streets  are  narrow  and 
mean,  the  dirt  is  universal,  and  im]>os- 
sible  to  describe.  It  would  seem, 
moreover,  it  is  destitute  of  any  such 
commanding  edifices  as  the  two  gaols 
(the  city  gaol  and  the  county  gaol), 
which  frown  on  each  other  m  grim 
majesty  from  their  respective  heights, 
to  the  abomination  of  the  townspeople 
beneath,  and  to  the  admiration  of  all 
strangers.  Malaria  there,  too,  is  worse 
than  at  Rome.  The  state  of  things  in 
this  island  generally,  he  declares  to  be 
such  as  only  can  be  realized  by  ima- 
gining the  state  of  the  Highlands  un- 
der the  James's,  reproduced  with  the 
added  influences  of  an  African  sun. 
The  Communes  have  been  at  feud  with 
each  other  for  centuries,  for  causes 
that  are  now  forgotten,  if  any,  indeed, 
ever  existed.  Every  one  goes  armed 
to  the  teeth,  and  in  consequence  re- 
venge and  wrath  run  riot,  and  assassi- 
nations are  frecjuent.  In  1827,  there 
were  872  assassinations  in  a  population 
of  400,000.  The  murderers  generally 
fly  to  the  mountains,  and  Uiere  be- 
come banditti  (malvivenii  they  are 
called)  ;  and  they  in  their  turn,  when 
the  time  comes,  are  hunted  down  like 
dogs  by  the  regular  troops.  ''Lately," 
quoth  Mr.  Chambers,  a  diseirming  aei 
has  passed,  which  may  do  something ; 
but  the  evil  lies  deep  in  the  misma- 
nagement of  centuries,  which  only 
centuries  can  repair."    The  cabins  of 


tell,  in  his  own  tongue,  the  rest  of  the  story  : — *«  Les  champions  comparurent  aa 
milieu  d'une  foule  inorabrable ;  mais  quand  ils  virent  tons  deux  le  bucher  en 
flamme  ils  tremblerent  I'un  et  I'autre  et  leur  peur  commune  leur  suggera  une  com- 
mune evasion,  le  Dominicain  ne  voulait  entrer  dans  le  bucher  que  I'hostie  a  la  main, 
les  magistrats  le  lui  refuserent  et  par  ce  refus  il  fut  dispense  de  donner  I'affreuse 
comedie  <^uil  avait  prepared."  The  disappointed  people  in  coaseqiience.  urged  oa 
by  a  just  indignation,  very  properly  burnt  the  eonvQiit  «f  the  DoHoaasanu  £bv  • 
stout  resistance  on  the  part  of  these  pioos  perfom.  '  ^"^ 
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the  peasantry  are  most  miserable. 
The  walls  are  of  mud,  and  an  aperture 
or  two  in  these  serves  at  once  for  win- 
dow and  chimney.  The  ass,  pigs,  calf, 
cocks  and  hens,  &c.,  live  under  the 
same  roof  with  the  family.  So  much 
for  Mr.  Chambers's  account  of  Sar- 
dinia, which  no  doubt  will  suggest 
some  comparisons  to  the  reader. 

Of  the  island  itself  Father  Prout 
says — 

•*  Sardinia  is  an  oblong  bit  of  ground 
in  the  middle  of  the  Mediterranean,  con- 
taining near  ten  thousand  square  miles, 
but  60  shaped  that  it  resembles  what 
Robinson  Crusoe  was  so  frightened  at 
by  the  sea-shore  on  that  memorable  oc- 
casion when  he  saw  in  the  sand  the 
print  of  the  sole  of  a  man's  foot — 

**  *  Et  sola  in  slcci  •ecom  simtiatur  Aren&.* 

Some  superstitious  people  have  jumped 
at  once  to  the  conclusion  that  the  island 
was  originally  meant  to  be  trampled  on ; 
indeed  Junius  says  it  has  been  **  uni- 
formly plundered  and  oppressed ;"  but 
the  fact  of  its  peculiar  form  cannot  be 
denied  with  the  map  of  Southern  Europe 
staring  one  in  the  face.  So  sure  as  the 
peninsula  of  Italy  is  a  y'ls'ible  jack-boot, 
kicking  Sicily  before  it  as  it  were  a  sort 
of  triangular  foot-ball,  so  Sardinia  looks 
like  the  huge  vestio^e  of  some  Megethe- 
rian  Titan,  who  had  left  one  of  his 
monster  shoes  in  the  water,  as  Empe- 
docles  left  his  slipper  on  the  top  of  Etna. 
It  is  hence  called  a  sandal  by  Pliny — 
*  sandaliotes  ;*  (Hist.  Katur.  lib.  iii., 
cap.  7),  and  a  foot-mark,  «;^Mt;r«,  by 
Fausanias,  in  his  'History  of  the  Greek 
Colonies,'  book  x. ;  while  Claudian,  in 
his  poem  (De  Bell.  Gall.)  clinches  the 
matter — 

**  *  Htunanae  ■peci«in  plantte  rintioM  fignrat 
Insula,  Sardinian!  reteres  dixerc  coloni.*  *' 

In  allusion  to  which  one  of  their 
native  poets,  //  Moro  Melodioso^  has 
the  following  beautiful  sentiment, 
which  runs  capitally  in  the  original 
semi-Italian  patois  spoken  by  the  is- 
landers themselves : — 

**  Sardinia*  vhen  natare  embellithed  the  tint 

Of  thy  hilU,  and  thy  Tales,  and  gre«n  sod  i  anon 
She  failed  In  the  outline^  and  traced  but  the  print 
Of  %  footmark  in  order  to  give  us  a  hint. 
That  ve'U  always  ho  trampled  and  trodden  on." 

The  earliest  inhabitants  appear  to 
have  been  fugitives,  driven,  at  the 
divine  command,  out  of  the  land  of 
Canaan  by  the  children  of  Israel. 
These  poor  devils  are  known  to  have 
emigrated  in  numbers  at  the  ports  of 
Tyre,  Sidon,  and  Beyrout,  for  the 
western  islands  of  Europe.  They 
were  fond  of  building  round  towers,  the 


original  idolatry  of  Babol,  and  more 
than  three  hundred  of  these  destructive 
architectural  cylinders,  though  not 
exactly  after  the  Irish  pattern,  still 
exist  in  the  interior  of  this  island, 
besides  one  or  two  at  Malta.  The 
Carthaginians  soon  conquered  these 
eastern  colonists,  and  introduced, 
with  their  Arab  and  Numidian  flood, 
the  true  Punic  idiosyncrasy,  which  all 
subsequent  intermingling  of  more 
steady  northern  races  have  never  ef- 
fectually cured  or  tamed.  Prout  then 
remarks  that  the  island  was  most 
useful  to  that  great  trading  commu- 
nity as  a  grazing  ground  and  corn 
granary ;  but  it  was  doomed  to  follow 
the  fortunes  of  the  sea  that  surrounds 
it,  and  was  seized  accordingly  by 
Scipio  when  Rome  became  mistress  of 
the  Mediterranean.  Horace  alludes 
to  the  fertility  of  Sardinia  when  it  was 
a  Roman  province — 

"  Opimas 
Sordiniae  segetes  feracis." 

When,  however,  the  island  passed 
from  the  Roman  sway  into  the  hands 
of  the  northern  barbarians,  it  was 
thrown  several  centuries  backward  in 
civilization,  and  has  never  since  re- 
covered its  position  amongst  nations. 
Prout  says — 

"  The  Roman  system  had^xecf  every- 
thing: the  barbarians  left  everything 
vague,  loose,  and  undefined.  Their's 
was  the  Celtic  system  of  agriculture 
which  Caesar  describes  as  existing  in 
Celtic  Gaul.  Nee  quis  aari  modum  cer- 
turn  aut  fines  proprioa  habet  sed  magis- 
tratus  in  annos  singulos  gcntibus  cogna- 
tionibusque  hominum  (clans)  quantum 
agri  et  quo  loco  eis  visum  est  attribu- 
unt;  et  armo  post  alio  transire  cogunt. 
(De  Bell.  Gall.  lib.  vi.)  Horace,  a  Sa- 
bine farmer,  was  aware  of  this  defective 
system  among  the  Scythian  tribes  of 
agriculturists.     He  says — 

*  Immetatii  quibua  jugers. 
Nee  cultura  placet  longior  annuL* 

(Lib.  iii.  od.  24.) 

The  conacre  tenure  of  soil  was  thus 
fatally  introduced,  for  which  the  Sardi- 
nian word  '  tancave'  is  used  up  to  this 
day,  where  the  vidazzone  holdings  are 
annual  leases  of  tracts  of  ground,  for 
which  the  farmers  draw  lots  with  the 
middlemen,  and  all  is  confusion. 

But  "  the  real  old  Irish'*  gavelkind, 
so  to  call  it,  was  worse  even  than  the 
Sardinian  **tancave."  Of  the  former, 
Lord  Lyttleton,  in  his  life  of  Henry 
II.,  says  : — 

**The  infarior  tenancies,  bolow  the 
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degree  of  a  tanist,*  were  particible  by 
the  custom  of  the  Irish  gavel-kuid, 
among  all  the  males  of  a  sept,  the  spu- 
rious not  excepted.  And  i^  after  such 
a  partition,  any  one  of  them  died,  his 
proportion  was  not  shared  among  bis 
sons,  nor  did  it  go  by  inheritance  to  the 
next  of  kin,  but  a  new  division  was 
made  of  all  the  lands  of  the  sept  in  equal 
parts  hj  the  chief,  a  practice  very  dif- 
ferent from  the  Welsh  or  Kentish  gavel- 
kind, and  of  which  the  consequence  was 
that  the  landed  property  of  the  com- 
mons was  perpetually  changing  from 
one  man  to  another." 

The  effect  of  this  uncertainty  of 
possession  of  land  upon  agriculture 
and  industry  is  painfully  visible  even 
to  the  present  day  in  Ireland,  which 
leaves  it  half  a  century  behind  Eng- 
land,  and  the  best  portion  of  Scotland : 
but  if  we  look  to  the  statute-book, 
we  shall  find  that  so  late  as  the  reign 
of  Charles  II.,  it  was  the  practice  of 
the  native  Irish  agriculturists  to  turn 
up  the  soil  by  cumbrous  ploughs  fas- 
tened to  their  horses*  tails,  and  to 
bum  the  wool  off  their  sheep.  Father 
Prout,  after  alluding  brieify  to  the 
seizure  of  the  coasts  of  Sardinia,  in 
the  seventh  century,  by  the  Saracens, 
**a  sort  of  Danes,"  and  the  contests 
which  took  place  between  divers  fo- 
reira  invaders  for  the  sovereign  sway 
and  masterdom  of  the  island,  goes  on 
to  say.~ 

"  Matters  jogged  on  in  this  way,  heel 
and  toe,  until  a.d.  1300,  when  Pope  Bo- 
niface VII L  took  it  into  his  head,  by 
some  hocus  pocus,  to  discover  that  the 
island  belonged  to  him,  and  he  accor- 
dingly issued  a  bull  (in  the  exact  terms 
of  Adrian's  brief  to  our  Henry  II., 
making  him  a  present  of  Ireland),  and 
bestowed  the  foot  on  Jacobo  Secondo, 
king  of  Aragon.  See  this  grant  in  the 
Church  History  of  Cardinal  Baronius, 
continued  by  Raynaldo,  Anno  1299." 

In  short,  Spain  held  the  island  until, 
in  1708,  in  the  war  of  succession,  it 
was  captured  by  the  English  fleet,  and 
in  1720,  it  was  transferred  to  the 
House  of  Savoy,  in  whose  possession  it 
has  remained  ever  since,  as  our  author 
well  remarks — 


**  It  was  a  natural  consequence  of  the 
various  conquests  and  confiscations  of 
land,  which  so  many  successions  of  fo- 
reign rule  had  occasioned  in  the  island, 
that  there  should  exist  a  vast  variety  of 
discontented  spirits,  and  that  a  good  nam- 
ber  of  these,  differing  in  every  possible 
way  upon  every  practical  matter,  should 
stiil  join  in  a  wish  to  get  the  foot  into 
their  own  hands,  reckless  of  what  must 
necessarily  occur  after  that  difficult 
consummation.  During  the  short  inter- 
vals  of  foreign  conquest,  when  they  had 
the  isle  all  to  themselves,  it  is  in  black 
and  white  recorded  by  their  only  authen- 
tic historians  (*gli  Annali  dei  Quattro 
Mastri')  that  their  favourite  politiod 
economy  consisted  in  cutting  each  other's 
throats ;  for  having  taken  tbe  trouble  to 
read  that  work — a  rather  ponderous 
composition  of  400  pages — I  find  that 
the  average  for  each  historic  page  gives 
six  broken  heads  four  throats  cut, 
twenty  head  of  cattle  carried  off,  three 
rapes,  and  a  few  brace  of  minor  rob- 
beries. The  more  sensible  and  thought- 
ful patriots,  who  know  the  elements  of 
Sardinian  society,  will  ever  keep  aloof 
from  the  mischievous  mooting  of  this 
visionary  millennium,  as  not  merely  flat 
moonshine,  but  the  wildest  intemeoiae 
lunacy." 

Again  he  says — I  quote  to  complete 
his  picture : — 

"  The  crowned  head  of  the  House  of 
Savoy,  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  re- 
spectable monarchies  in  Europe,  reigns 
over  three  united  kingdoms,  vix.,  Pied- 
mont, Savoy,  and  Sardinia.  The  unbn 
of  these  three  countries  under  one  scep- 
tre, was  brought  about  and  elaborated 
by  a  chain  of  events  to  their  mutual 
clear  advantage ;  and  every  well-in- 
formed person  will  ejaculate  with  me, 
*  Esto  perpetua  I  Quis  separabit  V  Sa- 
voy  towards  the  north  was  the  cradle  of 
the  royal  familv.  *Twaa  originally  a 
poor  district  of  highlanders,  which  by 
the  transfer  of  its  court  to  Turin,  on  the 
acquisition  of  Turin,  thought  itself  rum- 
ed  outright ;  whereas  the  very  contrary 
has  taken  place,  and,  by  its  junction 
with  the  more  wealthy  and  enterprising 
population  of  the  south,  its  prosperity 
has  been  marvellously  developed.  Much 
of  this  is  owing  to  the  shrewd  common 
sense  and  matter-of-fact  tendencies  of 
the  thrifty  Savoyards,  who  are  not  to 


When  any  man  died,  seized  of  any  castle,  manors,  lands,  or  tenements  of  the 
tenure  and  nature  of  Tanistry,  the  same,  descended,  and  had  for  all  time  to  which 
the  memory  of  man  runneth  not  were  used  to  descend,  seniori  et  dignissimo  viro 
sanffuims  et  cognominis,  of  such  person  who  died  seized  of  the  same,  and  that  none 
of  them,  nor  no  part  thereof,  was  inheritable  by  the  son  or  sons  of  such  person— 
Ze  Case  d«  Tanistry,     Sir  John  Davyt's  Reportt. 
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be  deluded  or  gulled  by  ctgoling  appeals 
to  their  weak  side  or  Celtic  prejudices. 
Not  so  the  Sardinians  I  Averse  to  the 
habits  of  sustained  industry,  unwilling 
to  use  the  means  of  improvement  within 
their  reach,  taught  by  designing  rogues 
that  they  are  the  finest  peasantry  in 
Europe,  which  they  have  heard  so  often 
that  they  almost  believe  it  a  fact,  they 
imagine  that  they  should  cut  a  grand 
figure  in  the  world  if  they  could  only 
*  cut  the  painter.'  In  the  meantime  they 
sedulously  neelect  every  single  depart- 
ment of  local,  individual,  or  national 
amelioration." 

Prout  tben  ^oes  on  to  show  how, 
previous  to  the  mtrodaction  of  the  re- 
peal mania,  there  had  been  another  sub- 
ject of  **  angry  and  unprofitable  cita- 
tion." He  points  out  how  Mariolatry, 
a  new  form  of  the  old  heathen  worship 
of  Venus  and  of  Astarte  was  brought 
into  Sardinia  by  the  Spaniards,  in  whose 
country,  by  the  way  (see  Ford's  Hand- 
book) it  prevails  at  this  moment  to  a 
revolting  excess.  Father  Prout  says : — 

"  The  Dominicans  of  Spain  had  in- 
troduced among  the  people  an  exagge- 
ration of  the  respectful  homage  ever  due 
to  Christ*s  holy  mother  (the  most  exalted 
of  merely  human  beings ),  and  had  incul- 
cated the  debateable  aoctrine  of  her 
immaculate  conception',  as  a  point  of  be- 
lief without  which  no  intercommunion 
could  be  held  with  felIow-christianF-» 
The  Metropolitan  Church  was  dedicated 
under  this  title.  In  vain  for  the  pacifi- 
cation of  these  wild  theorists  did  the 
gigantic  intellect  and  unrivalled  erudi- 
tion of  Muraton  write,  at  the  suggestion 
of  government,  *  his  book  *  De  svpersti- 
tione  vitandd  adversus  vottim  sanguinarium 
pro  immaculatd  Deiparoe  conceptione  * 
(Milan,  1742, 4<»).  Unfortunately  a  Spati" 
ish  party  was  hereby  created  in  politics, 
under  the  outward  guise  of  simple  reli- 
gion.*' 

Then  follows  an  account  of  the  strug- 
gle for  '*  immaculate  emancipation"  (or 
Koman  Catholic  Emancipation),  and 
this  is  worthy  of  Swift,  in  his  best  vein, 
and  does  infinite  honour  to  Father 
Proufs  wisdom,  iudgment,  liberality, 
and  patriotism.  We  can  only,  however, 
give  one  of  the  closing  passages,  relat- 
mg  to  the  time  just  previous  to  O'Con- 
nell*s  appearance  upon  the  political 
stage.  As  to  the  agitators  for  eman- 
cipation, he  first  remarks— 

'*  Freedom,  toleration,  and  liberalitv, 
were  their  new  watch- words,  when,  in 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  178. 


{»oint  of  fact,  their  exclusion  (from  pub- 
ic ofiice,  under  the  operation  of  the  penal 
laws,  &c.)  had  been  originally  caused  by 
their  refusal  to  recognise  any  freedom, 
or  any  tolerance  of  opinion." 

However,  the  peruques  (Whigs) 
were  in  favor  of  the  grant  of  emanci- 
pation, and  the  songs  of  Tomaso  il 
Moro,  and  the  impassioned  eloquence 
of  its  advocates  in  the  Grand  CJouncil 
of  Piedmont,  had  made  it  not  alone 
fashionable,  but  extensively  popular. 

"  The  great  opposition  to  the  grant 
(Prout  says)  was  not  from  the  upright 
and  fair-pfay-loving  people  in  Italy.  Tu- 
rin is  known  to  be  so  called  from  Tau' 
rinum  (Taurus),  and  John  Taureau  (a 
familiar  name  of  the  inhabitants)  is  a 
just  and  honest  fellow,  unless  you  begin 
to  bully  him,  and  then  he  becomes  obsti- 
nate. But  the  most  deadly  obstacle 
arose  from  the  native  Sardinian  adver- 
saries within  the  island  itself.  Possessing 
the  loaves  and  fishes,  these  men  liked  to 
bask  alone  in  the  sunshine  of  government 
patronage,  to  the  exclusion  of  disloyal 
and  disaffected  folks.  The  two  factions 
began  a  stand-up  fight.  If  it  could  not 
be  described  under  the  fragrant  designa- 
tion of  a  war  of  the  roses,  it  might  have 
some  claim  to  be  called  the  battle  of  the 
citrons,  the  acidity  being  great  on  both 
sides — while  sour  *  oranges,'  and  bitter 
*  lemons,'  were  the  respective  missiles  of 
each  party,  the  common  interests  of  both 
going  to  the  juice.  The  central  govern- 
ment, being  then  at  war  with  France 
and  Spain,  was  sincerelv  desirous  of 
bringing  this  debilitating  mward  squab- 
bio  to  a  close.  All  that  Turin  required 
was  a  guarantee  against  Spanish  influ- 
ence, and,  with  that  proviso,  offered  to 
admit  the  'immaculate'  laity  to  public 
offices,  if  the  latter  could  vouch  that 
none  but  loyal  subjects  should  exercise 
spiritual  control  over  them,  in  the  higher 
ranks  of  the  clergy.  Their  foresight  of 
the  Court  of  Tunn,  in  making  this  sti- 
pulation was  subsequently  shewn.  Had 
there  been  a  right  of  objection  on  the 
part  of  the  Crown,  no  such  public  nui- 
sances would  since  have  ensued  as 
Mac (cAiau)  Hello  archbishop  of  Vestram, 
a  roaring  bellows  of  sedition ;  Higgini, 
firebrand  and  bishop  of  Arda  and  Canto- 
male,  the  incendiary  pharisee  of  Midia." 

Father  Prout  then  proceeds  to  at- 
tack O'Connell,  under  the  name  of 
Dandaleone,  with  stem  earnestness, 
and  argues  that  his  agitation  retarded 
*•  immaculate  emancipation"  for  fifteen 
years,  and  rendered  that  settlement  of 
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it  which  ultimately  took  place,  utterly 
unsatisfactory  to  all  parties.  Here  we 
follow  him  not,  though  in  no  sort 
doubting  his  convictions,  or  impugning 
his  motives,  while  we  honour  his  cou- 
rage and  his  consistency.  He  is  not 
one  of  the  herd  who  yelled  at  the  lion 
when  he  was  foot-sore  and  d^ing.  He 
bearded  him  when  in  the  height  of  his 
power,  and  this  required  no  small  dar- 
mg  and  self-reliance  in  a  Roman  Ca- 
tholic priest.  One  descriptive  passage 
alone  of  the  great  agitator's  career  will 
we  quote,  for  its  genuine  fun : — 

"  Dandaleone  got  up  an  *  immaculate 
association'  in  the  Sardinian  Corn  '.Ex- 
change, in  which  the  principal  orators, 
beside  himself,  were  Dick  Scutum,  after- 
wards Master  of  the  Mint  in  Turin,  and 
Tomaso  Le  Sage,  now  Secretary  of  the 
Board  of  Control  for  Cyprus,  who  has 
written  a  history  of  that  Society,  and  is 
connected  with  the  Bonapartes.  Both 
saw  bow  pernicious  the  system  was,  but 
were  forced  into  it.  There  was  besides 
-  a  chivalrous  buffoon  called  Tomaso  Fcr- 
ro,  whom  Dandaleone  made  the  mouth- 
piece of  every  absurdity,  useful  in  its 
way  to  himself,  but  of  which  he  shunned 
the  utterance.  He  also  kept  a  newspa- 
per editor,  Barr^^^t  of  the  P<7o^a,  author 
of  a  slang  dictionary,  *  in  choice  Italian,' 
who,  being  most  unscrupulous,  did  all 
his  dirty  work  in  print.  The  office  of 
Gonfaliero  for  the  Clara  district  became 
vacant ;  a  spirited  gentleman,  Oormano 
Mahon,  originated  and  forced  Danda- 
leone into  the  plan  of  electing  him  to  the 
vacancy.  This  settled  the  business,  and 
Turin  sullenly  gave  up  the  point,  which 
it  had  been  ready  to  concede  gracefully 
fifteen  years  before.  All  the  people  got 
was  the  loss  to  them  of  the  40-franc 
franchise,  by  Dan's  collusion.  The  up- 
per classes  were  alone  benefitted." 

Pass  we  on  now  to  the  letters  pro« 
per !  Much  of  them,  as  consisting  of 
the  gossip  of  the  day  about  the  tra- 
velled and  titled  Browns,  Jones, 
Smiths,  and  Robinsons  of  the  day, 
whom  Front  in  his  soul  despises  as 
heartily  as  Gifiard  or  myself,  has, 
of  course  perished,  for  the  compara- 
tively wise  in  the  world's  ways,  though 
he  has  put  Attic  salt  enough  in  it  to 
keep  it  sweet  and  savoury  for  the  mil- 
lion,  to  whom  we  recommend  it  as  in- 
finitely preferable  to  any  of  the  ordi. 
nary  stuff,  whether  in  the  form  of  tri- 
mestrial  novels  or  monthly  pamphlets. 
I  make  a  jump  at  once  to  page  88  of 
the  book,  which  treats  of  Bologna,  the 


city,  as  best  known  to  us  now,  of  Ros- 
sini, and  his  fair  pupil  Alboni.  Prout, 
however,  though  professedly  a  lover 
of  the  fine  arts,  and,  I  believe,  like 
sundry  of  his  fraternity,  a  painter 
himself,  cares  little  (though  I  would 
not  hear  an  enemy  say  so)  about  Ros- 
sini, and  still  less  about  AJboni,  except 
it  may  be  as  a  prize  singer  in  the  flesn, 
to  be  backed  against  and  ^ve  a  stone 
in  to  any  other  contralto  m  Christen- 
dom. Accordingly,  Prout  talks  dis- 
dainfully of  the  conservatorio  over 
which  Kossini  presides,  and  which  sent 
forth  Alboni.  He  is  sorry  about  a 
university  in  which  nice  points  of 
theology,  such  as  how  many  millions 
of  angels  could  dance  upon  the  top  of 
a  needle,  were  wont  to  be  discussed, 
but  in  which,  it  must  also  be  admitted, 
there  had  been  schools  of  law  and 
medicine,  includb^  all  the  branches 
of  the  respective  sciences. 

Prout  sa^'s,  in  the  spirit  of  old  Sa- 
vonarola himself — 

"  Returning  to  the  affairs  of  this  ca- 
pital town-centre  of  the  'legations,'  its 
principal  feature  is,  of  course,  its  world- 
famous  and  time-honoured  university. 
In  the  present  condition  of  this  once 
celebrated  Alma  Mater,  may  be  traced 
the  degrading  influence  of  the  present 
Roman  court,  1846,  and  the  unblashiog 
effrontery  with  which  these  selfish  world- 
lings trample  out  the  torch  of  science. 
Shortly  after  the  few  months  of  emanci- 

fation  which  the  territory  enjoyed  la 
831,  the  first  act  of  the  papal  legate 
was  to  issue  an  edict  confining  the  be- 
nefit of  university  educatiom  to  youths 
born  in  the  district,  and  forbidding  all 
others  to  approach  the  schools ;  at  one 
fell  swoop  sweeping  off  more  than  half 
the  aspirants  after  knowledge.  .  .  , 
Jurisprudence  and  medicine,  which  were 
so  highly  cultivated  for  so  many  centa* 
ries,  are  now  in  the  most  languishiDg* 
state,  and  the  very  school  of  divinity, 
when  compared  to  that  of  Munich, 
Bonn,  or  even  Louvain,  is  much  below 
par,  and  beneath  contempt.  The  only 
academy  here  which  may  be  truly  de- 
scribed  as  flourishing  and  full  of  vita- 
lity, is  the  Lyceum  of  Musical  Science, 
presided  over  and  kept  alive  by  the  im- 
mortal Rossini.  It  is  the  policy  of  all 
despotisms  to  encourage  the  enervating^ 
arts,  and  to  turn,  if  possible,  the  ener- 
gies of  youth  into  the  voluptuous  paths 
and  mazes  of  elegant  sensuality. 
'*  *  Motns  docere  gaadet  lonicM,' 

and  music  has  effectually  done  for  Italy 
what  tobacco  has  done  for  the  Turks.  ** 
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We  are  not,  howerer,  going  to  fol- 
low our  friend  Prout  farther  through 
what  he  entitles,  *<  The  fag-end  of  an 
old  reign."  Instead  of  quoting  his 
bold,  though  courtly  conunentaries  on 
the  abominations  which  prevailed  in 
the  papal  dominions,  and  instead  of 
citing  Dr.  Bowring's  very  useful  and 
clever  compilation,  the  whole  truth, 
respecting  the  place  and  system  as  they 
were,  shall  be  laid  before  our  readers, 
in  the  words  of  one  of  the  most  eloquent 
writers  who  ever  did  honour  to  British 
literature.  We  mean  Hope,  the 
author  of  *' Anastasius,"  and  '*  Of  the 
Origin  and  Prospects  of  Man."  We 
shaU  quote  from  '*  Anastasius,"  and  it 
may,  at  the  first  glance,  seem  that  it 
is  a  quotation  from  a  stale  work  of 
fiction;  but  this  is  not  so.  It  is  a 
book  that  has  two  peculiarities;  first, 
that  it  .was  never  reviewed  in  any  pe- 
riodical publication,  and,  secondly, 
that  so  long  as  the  English  language 
shall  continue  to  be  read,  it  can  never 
die.  Here  is  the  real  Home,  outwardly 
and  inwardly,  as  it  was  recently.  Let 
us  onljr  hope  that  the  high-hearted 
Ferretti,  for  such  all  his  acts  prove 
him  to  be,  may  be  able,  in  despite  of 
tteel  and  poison,  foreign  levy  and  do- 
mestic malice,  to  change  its  aspect. 
Anastaaius,  the  Greek,  says — 


*'  As  I  approached  the  ancient  mis- 
tress of  the  world— the  eternal  city,  the 
destroyer  of  Greece — my  heart  beat 
high.  Bat  alas,  if  he  who  names  Rome, 
names  energy,  names  strength,  he  who 
beholds  what  remains  of  so  much  great- 
ness, beholds  nothing  but  imbecility  and 
impotence:  he  beholds  the  prostrate  car- 
case of  a  giant,  and  foul  corruption  de- 
Toariog  its  remains.  Sheep  graze  round 
the  prostrate  altar  where  captive  mo- 
Bumt  were  slaughtered  in  the  name  of 
Jove,  the  great  and  good  ;  and  silence 
reigns  in  that  arena  where  80,000 
tongues  at  once  applauded  the  wretch 
expuring  in  real  torture,  to  represent 
some  ancient  fable.  The  very  monu- 
ments of  a  more  recent  date  only  arise, 
like  fresher  weeds,  out  of  the  ashes  of 
former  decay :  they  are  only  the  fungus 
starting  forth  from  the  creviced  base  of 
■ome  nobler  pile,  and  which,  by  feeding 
on  that  fabric's  costly  substance,  achieves 
its  destruction.  Silva  seemed  to  enjoy 
my  disappointment ;  satire  was  his  pro- 
fession. *  These  people,'  said  he,  '  can- 
not prevent  the  sun  of  their  fine  climate 
from  shining  at  its  stated  hours,  but 
they  make  their  streets  impervious 
to  its  dieering  light:    a  deep  gloom 


meets  the  eve  wherever  towers  man's 
abode.  They  cannot  prohibit  the 
rich  vegetation  of  their  fertile  soil 
from  diffusing  its  fragrance ;  but 
they  collect  every  villaDous  odour  to 
subdue  nature's  sweets:  even  among 
their  very  orange  groves,  loss  of  scent 
would  be  a  gain !  They  cannot  cancel 
the  spring's  ancient  privilege  of  ena- 
melling with  flowers  the  swelling  hill 
and  dimpling  valley ;  but  they  tarry  in 
their  fetid  town  till  the  magic  has  va- 
nished, and  autumn  embrowns  both  the 
garden  and  the  grove.  No  one  thinks 
of  country  rambles  till  summer  has  gone 
by.  They  cannot  stop  the  crystal  rills 
while  babbling  up  in  the  mountain,  but 
they  suffer  the  captive  stream  to  ooze 
out  of  the  aqueduct,  and  to  infuse  pes- 
tilence into  the  marshy  plain ;  they  can- 
not dive  into  the  inmost  recesses  of  the 
human  brain,  there  to  nip  in  its  first 
germs  every  brightest  faculty  ;  but  con« 
ducting  the  developments  of  the  human 
reason  as  the  Chinese  do  those  of  their 
peach  and  plum-trees,  they  encompass 
each  tender  shoot  of  the  intellect  with 
so  many  minute  fetters,  religious,  poli- 
tical, and  social,  that  dwarl's  are  pro- 
duced where  giants  were  intended. 
Their  manuscripts  are  not  suffered  to 
be  inspected  ;  their  pictures  are  left  to 
rot;  their  very  city  has  been  suflPered 
to  slip  from  its  seven  hills  into  the  sink 
between ;  they  clip  their  trees  into  men, 
and  their  men  into  singers.  In  their 
vaunted  *  Last  Judgment,'  heaven  ap- 

{)ear8  far  more  dismal  than  hell.  Their 
aw  deems  infamous,  not  the  thief,  but 
the  magistrate — the  bargello ;  their  tri- 
bunals sell  justice  to  the  nighest  bidder; 
their  churches  screen  the  criminal ;  and 
the  huge  temple  on  which  we  now  stand" 
(for  from  St.  Peter's  proud  dome  went 
forth  this  bitter  diatribe)  "  built  at  the 
expense  of  the  whole  Roman  world,  on 
a  foundation  which  stands  awry,  and 
with  a  cupola  which  yawns  with  rents, 
contains  absolutions  for  every  sin,  as 
well  as  confessionals  appropriated  to 
every  language.  The  seclusion  of  the 
convent  is  the  school  for  the  sovereign  ; 
the  renouncement  of  the  world  the  pre- 
liminary to  ruling  the  state,  and  the  de- 
crepitude of  old  age  the  chief  recom- 
mendation in  the  candidate  for  the 
supreme  power.  ♦  •  •  The  word 
virtue,  indeed,  exists  in  the  Janguage, 
but  is  applied  to  skill  in  singing ;  and 
as  to  valour,  the  former  signiScation 
of  the  same  word,  which  is  a  quality 
which  for  so  many  ages  has  been  let 
out  for  hire,  first,  in  the  gross,  by  the 
condottieriy  and  next  more  in  detail  by 
the  professed  bravo,  that  those  disclaim 
it  who  value  their  character;  and 
cowardice,  under  the  name  of  caution, 
forms  not  only  the  privilege  of  the  priest 
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but  the  pride  of  the  cavalier.  Visit  a 
friend  in  the  day-time,  and  he  surveys 
you  through  a  grated  hole  in  his  en- 
trance door,  ere  he  dares  to  let  you  in. 
Venture  out  at  night,  and  from  a  dis- 
tance  you  are  bidden  to  avert  your 
eyes,  lest  one  murder  witnessed  should 
necessitate  a  second.  The  very  head  of 
the  Church,  when  in  the  Holy  of  the 
Holies,  dares  not  take  the  consecrated 
wine  except  through  a  gilded  reed,  lest 
bis  lips  should  suck  in  poison.  And  in 
the  heart  of  his  capital  the  Pope  of 
Kome  keeps  in  his  pay,  for  the  safety  of 
his  person,  the  rude  mountaineers  of 
Switzerland,  as  your  Turkish  Pasha 
does  the  barbarians  from  Eplrus  and 
from  Coordistan." 

Cai^ainly  the  advent  of  the  new 
stalwart  Pope  marks  a  new  era  in  the 
history  of  modem  Rome.  There  is  all 
to  hope>  and  much  to  fear.  The  abuses 
to  be  reformed^  and  the  improvements 
necessary  to  be  made,  are  multitudi- 
nous ;  and  the  materials  his  holiness 
has  to  work  with  are  of  the  worst 
description.  The  race  of  the  old  iron 
men  of  Rome  is  quite  extinct ;  nothing 
remfuns  in  the  eternal  city  but  the 
iurba  Bend — at  all  times  the  vilest  and 
most  yillanous  mob  in  the  world. 
The  nobility  are  brutaUy  ignorant  and 
brutally  debauched;  thehi^er  church- 
men are,  for  the  most  part,  ignorant, 
bigoted,  superstitious,  and  sold  to 
foreign  powers,  who  abhor  the  notion 
of  liberty  at  Rome.  Still  Ferretti's  is 
a  transcendentally  high  office,  and  the 
appointment  of  such  a  man  to  it  at 
such  a  period  seems  an  augury  of  bet- 
t-er  days  for  Italy.  The  appointment 
was  by  an  unanimous  vote :  and  it  was 
contrary  to  all  precedents  peradven- 
ture  except  one;  and  it  seemed  as 
though  it  were  auspicated  and  ushered 
in  by — ^to  vulgar  oigotry  and  servile 
subserviency  to  antiquated  supersti- 
tions— ^the  blast  of  the  last  trumpet. 

We  have  looked  back  to  the  story 
of  those  who  have  made  the  name  of 
Ferretti  famous.  We  find  little,  and 
know  not  if  the  pope  be  in  the  line  of 
the  two  men  to  wnom  we  are  about 
briefly  to  allude.  In  the  fourteenth 
century  there  was  a  Ferretti,  a  distin- 
guished writer  in  prose  and  verse,  and 
one  of  the  great  restorers  of  learning 
in  Europe.  He  wrote  a  history  of  his 
own  times  in  seven  volumes,  which 
Muratori  has  published  in  his  ninth 


volume  of  the  '*  Historians  of  Italy." 
There  was  another  Ferretti,  bom  in 
1489,  who  was  secretary  to  Leo  X., 
and  died  at  Avignon  in  July,  1552. 
He,  too,  committed  flirtation  with  the 
muse,  and  is  described  as  a  man  mo- 
dest,  moderate,  and  liberaL  He  was, 
in  his  latter  days.  Professor  of  Juris- 
prudence at  Avignon,  and  over  his 
seat  he  caused  to  be  inscribed — "  Pe- 
ritus  omo,  imperitus  dedecoro."  So 
much  for  these  Ferretti.  As  to  the 
Pope  Mastai  Ferretti,  I  believe  he 
is  only  of  the  FCTrettis  in  the  female 
line;  his  father  a  rich  burgess  of  Si- 
nigaslia,  a  seaport  in  the  l)uchy  of 
Urbmo,  having  married  an  heiress  of 
their  house.  However,  be  he  ances- 
torially  what  he  may,  he  seems  to  be 
one  of  God's  own  aristocracy,  and  Pro- 
testant, stanch  and  true  as  we  are, 
we  hope  he  may  prosper,  and  have  the 

fift,  without  reference   to  creed,  to 
now   his  friends — ^that   is,   in  other 
words,  the  friends  of  freedom — and  the 
power  which,  if  need  were,  should  not 
be  wantinjg,  to  confound  his  enemies. 
But  his  anairs  and  his  fortunes  are  yet 
only  in  the  bud ;  all  Europe  has  been 
intently  watching,  and  is  day  bv  day 
watching  them,  half  in  hope  and  half 
in  dread  to  see  what  flowers  and  fruit 
they  will  bear.     It  boots  not,  there- 
fore, to  follow  our  friend,  the  father, 
in  his  accounts  of  what  Mastai  Fer- 
retti has  already  dared  and  done,  so 
as  to  give  a  brief  sketch  thereof.    Let 
me  rather  refer  my  reader  to  the  book 
itself,  which  I  assure  him  will  ampW 
repay  him  for  the  pains  of  perusal.  It 
is  written  in  the  best  and  heartiest 
spirit,  and  in  the  fulness  of  information. 
It  introduces  us  to  the  living  and 
moving  actors  in  the  opening  scenes 
of  a  ffreat  drama,  and  it  teaches  wlule 
it  exhilirates.     There  is   no  literary 
buffoonery  in  it,   no    sentence-spin- 
ning, no  contorted  verbiage,  no  prose 
run  mad,  no  sentimentaBty-monger- 
ing,  no  literary  larceny,  no  affectation 
of  '*  enthusimusy ;" — in  a  word,  no 
humbug.     It  is  the  work  of  a  man 
who  sees  clearly  and  describes  gra- 
phically— ^who  loves  what  is  noble  and 
exalted  in  human  nature,  and  laughs 
at  all  that    is  merely  conventional, 
ignoble,  or  weak,  but  thii  in  the  spirit 
of  a  Horace,  and  not  of  a  Democritus. 
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EROTION — A  TALE  OF  ANCIENT  OEEECR. 
CHAPTBA   I. 


In  the  early  days  of  Greece,  when  the 
gods  yet  spoke  with  men,  before  the 
oracles  were  silent  in  the  groves  of 
Zoderia^  and  while  the  nymphs  and 
dryads  still  lingered  by  wood  and 
fountain,  there  was  in  Taurica  a  temple 
consecrated  to  Diana.  Night  and  day  in 
the  sanctuary  the  virgin  priestesses  of 
the  goddess  kept  vigil  round  her  statue. 
Men  siud  that  this  treasure  was  not 
the  work  of  human  hands,  but  had  fall- 
en from  heaven.  The  elders  of  the 
generation  well  remembered  that  when 
the  temple  was  finished,  the  priesthood 
who  mourned  over  the  yet  vacant 
shrine  of  the  goddess,  had  one  niffht 
left  it  in  moonlight  solitude,  and  lo  I 
next  morning  a  beautiful  statue  of  the 
divinity  was  in  its  place.  How  such 
glorious  loveliness  could  have  sprung 
to  life  from  the  cold  marble,  unless  by 
an  immortal  touch,  no  one  could  ima- 
gine, but  all  worshipped  the  form  as  a 
token  direct  from  heaven  that  their 
piety  had  been  accepted.  Not  many 
days  after,  at  the  very  foot  of  the  sta- 
tue, died  a  pale  youth,  whom  no  one 
knew,  save  that  he  had  haunted  the 
temple  for  months.  Some  kind  hand 
gave  him  a  tomb^  and  his  name  was 
never*  spoken  $  the  worshippers  wor- 
shipped their  idol  still,  and  no  man 
dreamed  that  its  divine  origin  was  only 
that  it  came  from  the  hand  of  an  un- 
known, but  heaven-bom  and  immortal 
Genius. 

This  old  tale  was  now  forgotten,  but 
far  and  wide  spread  the  fame  and  re- 
nown of  the  shrine.  Pilgrims  came 
from  all  lands  to  kneel  before  the  sta- 
tue which  had  fallen  from  heaven,  and 
brought  back  to  their  distant  homes 
wondrous  tales  of  its  divine  loveliness. 
Men  spoke  with  reverence  of  the  oracle 
of  Diana  Taurica,  and  the  white  walls 
of  the  temple  were  looked  upon  from 
afar  with  enthusiastic  adoration.  But 
after  a  time  these  worshippers  from 
foreign  lands  came  no  more.  It  was 
whispered  that  one  of  the  pretended 
devotees  had  offered  sacrilege  to  the 
goddess,  and  that  Diana  had  exacted  a 
fearful  expiation.  The  real  secret  was 
never  breathed;  but  for  years  after, 
many  strangers  who  entered  the  tem- 
ple were  seen  no  more  on  earth.   Still 


the  white-robed  priestesses  encircled 
the  flower -crowned  shrine,  and  the 
statue  of  the  goddess  shone  in  impe- 
rishable beauty. 

It  was  the  yearly  festival  of  Diana 
Taurica,  and  the  temple  was  filled  with 
the  music  of  choral  hymns,  and  the 
odours  of  incense-laden  sacrifices. 
Throughout  the  long  summer  day  the 
goddess  was  worshipped  in  her  charac- 
ter of  huntress-queen.  No  longer  ho« 
vering  silently  in  the  dim  light  of  the 
temple,  the  virgin  priestesses  laid  aside 
their  white  garments  for  a  sylvan  dress, 
and  rushed  to  the  open  woods,  where 
the  day  was  spent  in  wild  joy,  and 
sports  such  as  befitted  the  nymphs  of 
Diana.  Upon  these  revels  no  unhal- 
lowed eye  dared  look  ;  such  intrusion 
was  instantly  punished  with  death. 

But  when  twilight  drew  on,  then 
began  the  worship  of  Cynthia,  the 
goddess  of  the  night.  As  the  full 
moon  arose,  there  was  heard  from  the 
temple  a  hymn,  sweet  yet  pl<untive^ 
and  solemn  withal.  Through  the  de- 
serted streets  wound  the  maiden  train, 
led  by  the  high-priestess.  Then  came 
the  initiated,  who  had  long  been  de- 
voted to  the  service  of  the  temple,  and 
afterwards  walked  the  young  novices, 
crowned  with  poppy*  garlands,  and 
chanting  hymns  in  the  still  and  so- 
lemn moonlight.  Last  of  all  came  the 
young  maidens  of  the  city,  who  alone 
were  permitted  to  witness  and  share  in 
the  solemnities. 

These  ceremonies  ended  with  the 
twilight.  When  night  came,  the  mys- 
terious rites  of  Diana  Triformis  were 
celebrated.  There,  in  her  character 
of  queen  of  the  land  of  silence  and 
death,  Hecate  was  adored ;  but  how, 
or  by  what  unearthly  ceremonies,  was 
known  to  none  except  the  higher  order 
of  the  priesthood.  The  golden  cur- 
tains of  the  inner  sanctuary  were 
drawn,  and  nothing  was  heard  or  seen 
by  those  who  waited  without,  crouch- 
ing with  veiled  faces,  or  lying  prostrate 
on  the  marble  floor.  They  were  all 
young  girls,  some  hardly  past  child- 
hood ;  self-dedicated,  or  else  vowed  by 
their  parents  to  the  service  of  Diana. 
Many  of  them  were  beautiful ;  some 
with  the  pure,  pale,  statue-like  featpes 
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of  their  clime ;  others  with  dazzling 
golden  locks,  and  cheeks  like  rose- 
leaves.  One  of  them — she  was  fairest 
of  all — knelt  motionless,  not  in  fear, 
hut  with  her  head  uplifted  in  ecstatic 
enthusiasm  that  dilated  her  young, 
child-like  face,  until  it  wore  an  almost 
divine  aspect.  One  of  the  elder  no- 
vices drew  near,  and  looked  at  her, 
saying  in  a  whisper,  as  if  she  trembled 
at  the  sound  of  her  own  voice — 

*'  Erotion  I  how  is  it  with  you  ?" 

Erotion  moved  not,  nor  answered. 

"  Hush  I  Phrene,  speak  not  to  her," 
said  another  maiden,  fearfully.  "  Seest 
thou  not  that  the  power  of  the  goddess 
is  upon  her  ?"  And  the  young  girls 
sprang  away  from  their  companion, 
whose  wild  eyes  were  fixed  on  vacancy, 
as  if  she  beheld  what  was  invisible  to 
all  others. 

«  Diana  the  mighty  has  called  her," 
whispered  Phrene ;  "  she  was  never 
like  one  of  us." 

"  And  none  know  whence  she  came, 
for  she  was  brought  up  from  a  babe  in 
the  temple,  an  orphan,  and  homeless," 
said  the  violet-eyed  Cydippe. 

**  It  is  the  goddesses  will,  doubtless, 
that  the  lot  this  night  should  fall  upon 
her,"  murmured  Leuconoe ;  and  then 
a  heavy  silence  gathered  over  all  the 
maidens,  for  thev  trembled  at  the  fear- 
ful ordeal  which  one  of  them,  they 
knew  not  who,  must  go  through,  in 
that  long,  lonely  vigil,  before  the  statue 
of  Diana  Triformis. 

At  last,  from  the  dead  stillness  which 
pervaded  the  sanctuary,  arose  a  faint 
melody,  like  the  wind  passing  over  the 
strings  of  a  harp— clouds  of  incense 
rolled  in  fragrant  wreaths  from  above 
the  golden  screen,  filling  the  temple 
with  luxurious  perfume,  that  steeped 
every  sense  with  its  intoxicating  power. 
Then  the  curtains  were  lifted,  and, 
with  her  long  black  garments  sweeping 
the  ground,  came  forth  the  high- 
priestess,  the  chosen  of  Diana,  Iphige- 
nia,  daughter  of  Agamemnon. 

Beautiful  was  she,  as  when  she  was 
led  to  the  sacrifice  at  Aulis — but  it 
was  the  beauty  of  a  marble  statue. 
There  was  no  trace  of  life  in  her  face, 
except  in  the  dark,  unfathomable  eyes, 

"  Orb  within  orb,  deeper  than  deep  or  death.'* 

Her  black  robes  moved  without  a 
sound,  and  her  unbound  hair  twined 
like  a  golden  serpent  round  her  bare 
white  arms,  whiob  were  folded  on  her 


breast.  As  she  advanced,  the  young 
novices  moved  aside,  all  but  the  stS 
kneeling  Erotion,  who  remained  im- 
moveable. The  high-priestess  looked 
upon  the  child,  and  touched  her  with 
a  light  finger.  A  shiver  came  over 
her  frame,  she  lifted  her  eyes,  and 
glanced  round  wildly,  like  one  awaking 
from  a  trance. 

"  Arise,  my  daughter,"  said  Iphige- 
nia,  in  a  voice  that  sounded  sweet,  and 
yet  solemn  ;  and  the  maiden  rose  up, 
and  crept  silently  to  her  companions. 

And  now  the  golden  urn  was  brought 
forth,  that  the  fatal  lot  might  be  drawD, 
which  appointed  one  of  the  young  no- 
vices to  the  awful  vigil.  Each  year 
one  of  the  band  was  thus  chosen,  who, 
after  this  initiation,  was  received  into 
the  priestess,  as  by  the  goddess's  will, 
or  else  was  banished  the  temple,  and 
never  more  seen  by  human  eye.  That 
the  ordeal  was  terrible,  all  knew  well, 
for  many  a  frail  creature  had  been 
found,  in  the  grey  light  of  morning, 
dead  on  the  marble  pavement ;  whue 
those  who  passed  through  that  fearful 
night,  never  again  recovered  the  sweet 
smiling  face  of  youth.  But  what  the 
trial  was  none  could  telU  for  each  no- 
vice took  a  solemn  vow  never  to  reveal 
it.  No  marvel  was  it  that  many  a 
bright  cheek  grew  pale,  and  many  a 
lip  quivered  with  fear,  as  the  maidens 
advanced  one  by  one  to  the  urn. 

The  lot  fell  upon  Erotion.  Then 
rose  up  the  wild  chorus  of  the  priest- 
esses, as  they  closed  round  the  chosen 
one  of  Diana,  the  pale,  silent  child, 
who  stood  without  word  or  move- 
ment while  they  took  away  her  novice's 
tunic,  and  robed  her  in  a  long  gar- 
ment of  white  wool,  placing  on  her 
head  the  consecrated  poppy-wreath, 
sacred  to  the  goddess. 

<<Dost  thou  fear,"  said  the  high- 
priestess,  as  the  young  girl  bent  at  her 
feet,  ere  entering  the  sanctuary— 
"  Dost  thou  fear,  my  daughter  ?" 

"  I  have  no  fear,"  murmured  Ero- 
tion ;  and  there  was  indeed  no  terror 
on  that  fair  young  face,  but  an  expres- 
sion of  mingled  awe  and  rapture. 

Iphigenia  laid  her  hands  on  the 
child's  head — 

"The  goddess  calls,  and  must  be 
obeyed.  Go,  and  be  thou  fortunate ; 
for  the  infiuence  of  her  whose  name 
is  unutterable,  is  upon  thee." 

The  child  arose — the  gold^i  oor* 
tains  were  lifted«-Uiey  dosed  npon 
her,  and  the  awful  vigil  was  b^gnn. 
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Thb&b  was  dead  silence  in  the  temple ; 
the  lamps  burned  dimly  on  the  altar, 
and  threw  long  shadows  on  the  wall ; 
everywhere  else  the  darkness  seemed 
like  a  visible  presence — a  gloom  that 
could  be  felt*  gathering  around,  and 
taking  wild  and  horrible  shapes,  the 
more  horrible  because  they  were  un- 
defined. Beneath  the  veiled  statue  of 
the  goddess  crouched  Erotion;  her 
large  dark  eyes  were  not  drooping,  but 
fixed  steadfastly  on  the  image — her 
bead  was  not  buried  in  terror  in  her 
robe»  but  raised  fearlessly.  Still  there 
was  no  sound,  no  movement — the 
statue  moved  not  under  its  drapery ; 
there  was  no  presence  in  the  temple 
aave  that  of  night  and  darkness,  and 
these  brought  no  fear  to  the  heart  of 
the  lonely  child. 

By  degrees  it  seemed  as  if  the 
poppies  which  bound  her  hair  were 
piercing  with  their  dreamy  influence 
unto  her  brain.  The  blue-veined  eye- 
lids closed,  the  cheek  fell  upon  the 
hand,  and  a  delicious  numbness,  which 
was  scarcely  sleep,  absorbed  the  senses 
of  Erotion.  Gradually  the  veiled 
image  upon  which  she  looked  appeared 
to  move  underneath  its  drapery  ;  the 
marble  dissolved  into  folds  that  took 
the  appearance  of  mist,  and  two 
strangely-beautiful  eyes  gleamed  from 
out  that  vapoury  shroud.  The  child 
felt  them  upon  her,  looking  into  her 
very  soul,  and  binding  her  with  a  spell 
of  stillness,  so  that  she  could  not  turn 
away  from  that  mysterious  gaze.  At 
last  words  came  to  her  trembling  lips, 
and  Erotion  said — 

"  What  wouldst  thou,  O  goddess  ? 
Behold  I  am  here.  Art  thou  she 
whose  name  I  may  not  utter  ?" 

An  answer  came — it  was  not  from 
the  animated  statue,  but  a  voice,  an 
•'  airy  tongue,"  like  that  which  poets 
hear  in  the  wind,  in  the  rustling  of  the 
trees,  in  the  stirring  of  the  grass.  So 
faint  was  it,  that  whence  it  came 
Erotion  knew  not ;  but  to  her  opened 
ears  it  was  distinct  and  intelligible. 

<<  I  am  the  spirit  whom  mankind 
worship  under  the  name  of  Diana,  the 
spirit  of  purity,  ex'isting  in  heaven,  on 
earth,  and  in  the  land  of  the  dead.  I 
have  no  form,  but  men  give  me  such 
8hape»  and  ascribe  to  me  such  symbols 


as  are  easiest  df  coropceh«»ion  to 
human  mind.  What  ia^  pur^r  than 
the  moon  in  heaven,  or  the  life  of  a 
woodland  virgin  on  earth,?  -  Butifh^  .. 
are  only  personifications  of  my  bejng*^* 
Mankind  invest  me  with  a  nature  half 
human,  half  divine;  they  build  me 
temples  and  shrines,  yet  I  am  every- 
where— a  spiritul  essence,  needing 
neither  prayers  nor  sacrifices." 

As  the  voice  spoke,  boldness  and 
clearness  came  to  the  young  maiden's 
soul ;  every  cloud  of  fear  and  molrti^ 
weakness  was  swept  away ;  her  in- 
tellect expanded,  and  the  child  of 
fourteen  years  felt  and  apprehended  as 
a  woman,  nay,  as  an  angel. 

«  Yet,  O  spirit,"  said  Erotion,  "thou 
sufierest  us  to  worship  thee  as  a  god- 
dess I" 

*<  Because  man's  piety  depends  much 
on  outward  show :  yet  those  whom  I 
choose  know  me  as  I  am — therefore 
have  I  chosen  thee,  Erotion." 

'<  Can  the  divine  thus  regard  the 
human?"  said  the  child. 

<'  Look  by  thy  side,  and  thou  shalt 
know." 

Erotion  turned,  and  lol  on  either 
hand  there  stood  beside  her  two  forms, 
of  stature  far  above  mortal  height. 
One  seemed  a  spirit  of  light,  with 
floating  garments,  woven  as  it  were  of 
sunbeams;  the  other,  dark,  gloomy^ 
and  half  concealed  by  an  ebon  mantle, 
that  veiled  the  face  and  form.  The 
child  looked  in  wonder ;  but,  even 
while  she  beheld,  the  phantoms  melted 
into  air. 

'*  These  are  thy  good  and  evil  genii," 
said  the  invisible  voice ;  **  they  were 
with  thee  at  thy  birth,  and  will  follow 
thee  until  death.  It  is  they  who  in- 
spire thee  with  thoughts  holy  or  sinful, 
sweet  or  bitter ;  who  produce  all  those 
strange  and  warring  impulses  which 
rule  thy  life.  They  have  power  over 
thee,  but  not  over  thy  destiny,  except 
so  far  as  it  is  under  thine  own  control^ 
according  as  thou  listenest  to  one  or 
other  of  these  guardian  spirits." 

"  I  see,  I  feel  I"  cried  the  child. 
"  I  dreamed  of  this  before-^4iow  I 
know  it.  Life  is  a  mystery  indeed,  O 
spirit ;"  and  Erotion*s  voice  sank  into 
a  solemn  and  trembling  tone.  "  Tell 
me  what  is  death?" 
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No  answer  came ;  but  a  touch,  light 
as  that  of  summer  air,  pressed  Ero- 
tioii*8  lips  and 'eyes.  Immediately  the 
lids  dropped  ;  she  beheld  no  more  the 
sanctuary  or  the  image,  but  a  dim 
haze,  through  which  myriads  of  shapes, 
some  horrible,  some  lovely,  were  vi- 
sible, like  bright  floating  spectres,  that 
glide  before  the  eyes  ere  slumber 
comes  on.  Faintly  in  the  child's  ear 
came  aerial  music,  sweeter  than  she 
had  ever  before  heard,  even  in  dreams ; 
her  breathing  ceased,  and  yet  it  was 
no  pain ;  her  limbs  relaxed,  and  a 
stilly  calm  came  over  them.  A  voice, 
which  she  knew  was  that  of  the  spirit, 
whispered,  **  Erotion,  this  is  death  ;** 
and  then  she  felt  no  more. 

The  child  awoke  as  out  of  a  long 
sleep,  and  found  herself  wandering  on 
what  seemed  a  desolate  and  sandy 
shore.  Before^  in  the  distance  lay  the 
dim  and  gloomy  sea;  behind,  clouds 
shut  out  the  view.  Those  who  reached 
that  shore  might  no  more  look  behind. 
The  child  glanced  fearfully  round  her, 
but  could  see  nothing  except  the  lonely 
shore,  and  the  terrible,  still,  waveless 
sea,  that  looked  as  though  no  living 
thing  had  ever  stirred  beneath  its 
waters.  Erotion  wrung  her  hands, 
but  lol  palm  met  'palm  as  air  meets 
air — they  were  nought  but  outward 
semblance.  She  lifted  her  voice  to 
cry  aloud,  but  no  sound  echoed  in  the 
stillness  of  that  fearful  place.  She 
glided  over  the  shore,  but  her  feet 
felt  not  the  sands  over  which  they 
paused,  and  left  no  prints  behind. 
Again  Erotion's  lips  strove  to  utter  a 
sound;  all  was  still;  but  an  answer 
came — a  voice,  which  the  child  knew 
well,  murmured — 

'*  Fear  not,  Erotion ;  I  am  here.  I 
rule  in  the  land  of  silence  as  upon 
earth.  Come  with  me,  and  thou  shalt 
cross  the  ocean  which  separates  life 
from  eternity." 

Impelled  by  an  invisible  power, 
Erotion  reached  the  margin  of  that 
dark  sea.  It  neither  ebbed  nor  flowed ; 
no  light  waves  danced  upon  its  sur- 
face, which  was  one  unvaried  dusky 
hue,  as  if  an  eternal  thunder-cloud 
hung  over  it,  and  was  reflected  in  its 
mysterious  depths.  Only  one  slender 
thread  of  brightness,  such  as  the  moon 
casts  on  the  sea,  made  a  silver  path- 
way over  it.  The  child  stood  trem- 
bling on  its  verge. 


verg< 

I,  pTc 


"Erotion,  place  thy  foot  on  the 


ocean  without  fear,"  said  the  voice  at 
her  side. 

Erotion  did  so,  and  it  yielded  not 
Swiftly  she  glided  along  the  silv^ 
line,  with  a  motion  like  that  which  is 
felt  in  dreams,  when  we  seem  borne 
through  the  air,  invisibly.  The  desolate 
shore  grew  dim  as  the  child  sped  on ; 
the  clouds  furled  off  from  the  leaden 
sky  above ;  the  sea  beneath  her  feet 
grew  limpid  and  blue,  and  melodious 
with  dancing  ripples.  On,  on,  until 
in  the  dim  horizon  arose  a  golden 
cloud,  which  gradually  formed  itself 
into  a  land,  beautiful  as  Paradise, 
where  Erotion  beheld  vales,  and  pur- 
ple hills,  trees,  fountains  and  rivers ; 
among  which  flitted,  like  fireflies  on 
eastern  nights,  bright  and  lovely  forms, 
transparent  as  vapours,  and  yet  bear- 
ing mortal  semblance.  As  Erotion's 
feet  touched  the  golden  strand,  she 
heard  glorious  music ;  she  strove  to 
join  in  the  heavenly  melody,  and 
strains  came  from  her  lips,  so  sweet, 
so  divine,  that  her  soul  was  ravished 
with  the  angelic  harmony. 

"  Thou  hast  passed  through  the 
Ocean  of  Death,"  said  the  voice  which 
still  accompanied  her ;  '<  thou  art  now 
in  the  land  of  immortality." 

And  never,  save  in  dreams,  did  mor- 
tal behold  a  land  so  glorious.  It  was 
most  like  those  landscapes  we  trace 
sometimes  in  the  sky,  where  snowy 
hills,  and  purple  valleys,  and  silver 
streams,  seem  formed  in  the  clouds 
of  sunset,  vanishing  as  soon  as  formed. 
But  here  there  was  no  night  to  dim 
the  never-fading  view ;  for  though 
like  earth,  as,  in  its  glorified  beauty,  it 
sprang  from  the  hand  of  the  Fashioner, 
still  it  was  not  of  earth. 

The  child's  spirit  lifted  its  airy  hands 
in  wild  rapture ;  and  then  Erotion  glid- 
ed toward  the  green  plain  that  sloped 
to  the  sea,  the  unseen  voice  leading  her 
on.  Thus  she  passed,  until  she  came 
nearer  to  those  beautiful  shadows  which 
were  flitting  about  on  every  side.  Hu- 
man they  seemed,  but  it  was  humanity 
exalted  into  perfect  beauty. 

**  Who  are  these  shapes  that  I  see?** 
asked  the  child. 

«'  They  are  the  spirits  of  the  dead," 
answered  the  guiding  voice.  "Thou 
seest  that  each  bears  the  face  and  form 
which  it  wore  on  earth  ;  yet  they  are 
only  shadows,  for  the  soul  is  of  itself 
impalpable.  They  enj oy  perfect  bliss  j 
and  those  delights  which  the  spirit  fbk 
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while  in  its  clay^vestures^  are  theirs 
now  unalloyed — love  in  its  %8sence> 
knowledge^  wisdom^  genias,  every  sen- 
sation in  which  the  body  had  no  share ; 
and  those  who  on  earth  most  cherished 
these  spiritual  pleasures^  enjoy  them 
highest  now/' 

"  And  oh  1"  said  Erotion,  "  if  those 
are  the  souk  of  the  wise  and  holy  dead, 
where  are  those  of  the  unrighteous  ?'* 

A  soft  sigh,  like  the  dosing  of  a 
flower  at  sunset,  was  heard  by  the 
child,  and  the  voice  answered  sadly — 

**  We  may  not  speak  of  them ;  they 
are  not  here — they  sleep." 

Without  another  word,  Erotion 
glided  on  until  she  came  to  a  green 
recess,  golden-wove  with  sunbeam 
threads,  that  made  a  fairy  network 
through  the  trees.  There,  hymning 
glorious  poetry,  such  as  never  earthly 
bard  conceived,  reclined  a  shadow 
which  seemed  a  youth.  His  face-— 
and  it  was  the  same  which  had  grown 
pale  and  sunken  in  life — now  shone 
with  divine  beauty ;  the  golden  hair 
waved,  and  the  sweet  eyes  looked  as 
they  did  on  earth. 

«  I  lived — I  suffered— I  died  I"  cried 
the  poet  in  his  song — "and  yet  men 
knew  me  not.  I  brought  with  me  fire 
from  heaven,  and  it  was  not  seen ;  yet 
I  cherished  it  in  my  bosom — it  warm- 
ed and  cheered  me,  and  I  was  hi^py." 

The  child  drew  near,  and  her  spirit 
stood  face  to  face  with  the  poet's  soul. 
Erotion  spoke,  for  she  felt  no  fear — 

**  And  yet  thou  didst  die  unknown, 
and  hast  left  behind  no  immortal 
name." 

*'  Not  so,"  said  the  shadow ;  "  for 
men  sing  my  songs.  I  live  again  in 
their  hearts,  through  my  undving 
thoughts,  though  they  never  heard  my 
name.  The  conqueror  leaves  high- 
sounding  titles  behind,  but  they  ring 
in  the  ears  like  passing  words.  The 
poet  lives  in  his  works :  age  after  age 
men  think  his  thoughts;  they  walk 
with  him  as  with  a  friend — they  grow 
wiser  and  better  for  his  lore ;  and 
though  his  very  name  is  forgotten,  the 
genius  speaks  in  their  hearts.  This  is 
the  only  true  immortality." 

And  as  the  child  turned  she  heard 
from  another  celestial  bower  the  echo- 
ing of  the  same  song.  There  stood 
another  soul,  like  the  poet's  in  radiance ; 
and  lo  I  wherever  the  shadow  turned 
its  beaming  eyes,  phantoms  divine  and 
glowing  appeared  in  air ;  the  artut  had 


now  no  need  of  the  frail  hand  which 
lay  mingled  with  earth's  dust,  to  em- 
body the  images  which  haunted  its  no- 
ble spirit. 

<*  Genius  is  the  only  immortality  on 
earth,"  echoed  the  shadow;  **  I  la- 
boured, I  perished,  and  no  man  heeded; 
yet  it  is  nought  to  me  now.  I  am  bless- 
ed; all  sorrow  has  vanished  like  a 
dream ;  no  friendly  foot  hovers  near 
my  grave,  but  I  am  not  forgotten  even 
on  earth.  Do  not  men  bow  down  be- 
fore my  work  I — do  not  they  call  it  di- 
vine ! — my  glorious  ideal  1  —  do  they 
not  adore  it,  thinking  it  came  from  the 
finger  of  a  god ;  and  yet  the  hand  that 
made  it  is  now  a  heap  of  dust.  But 
the  work  remains,  and  I  live  still  in  the 
creation  of  my  own  genius." 

Erotion  knew  not  the  form  of  the 
spirit  which  thus  spake ;  but  her  awak- 
ened soul  told  her  that  she  beheld  him 
who  had  given  to  the  temple  of  Diana 
Taurica  its  goddess. 

Onward  went  the  spirit  of  the  child, 
through  meadows  and  valleys  thick  with 
imperishable  flowers— over  streams 
that  sang  ever  their  own  sweet  melo- 
dies—amidst woods  whose  leaves  knew 
no  withering ;  and  still  the  invisible 
voice  followed.  At  last  Erotion  came 
where  the  sunshine  grew  less  bright, 
the  flowers  less  beautiful,  while  a  thin 
silver  mist,  like  twilight  vapours,  ob- 
scured the  view.  Through  it  there 
floated  shadows  like  the  rest,  but  less 
brilliant,  while  on  each  face  rested  a 
pensive  sweetness  that  was  almost  sad. 
Again  a  question  rose  to  the  child's 
lips,  but  ere  it  was  uttered  the  voice 
answered — 

"  These  are  they  who  have  once  err- 
ed, suffered,  and  repented  on  earth. 
They  are  happy ;  yet  there  still  remains 
a  faint  shade  of  sadness — the  memory 
of  the  past — until  every  sorrow  which 
their  error  caused  to  others  on  earth 
shall  have  passed  away." 

As  the  voice  ceased,  one  of  the  spi- 
rits glided  towards  the  child.  It  bore 
the  semblance  of  a  fair  woman :  the 
face  was  pale,  but  oh,  how  heavenly 
sweet  1  Erotion  had  seen  it  in  her 
dreams  ;  it  had  looked  down  upon  her 
from  among  the  stars  in  her  night- 
watches.  She  had  not  known  it  then, 
save  as  a  sweet  fancy ;  but  now  her 
senses  were  all  unclouded,  and  the  child 
felt  that  she  was  near  the  spirit  of  her 
mother,  whom  on  earth  she  had  never 
beheld.    The  shadow  approached :  soft 
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Arms  clasped  Erotion — sweet  kisses 
were  apon  her  eye-lids ;  for  death  can- 
not change  love^  least  of  all  the  love  of 
a  mother. 

"  Has  death  freed  thee,  too,  oh,  my 
daughter  V*  whispered  the  spirit,  and 
hright  pearls — they  were  not  tears  now 
—shone  in  the  celestial  eyes;  "then 
soon  shall  all  trace  of  suffering  caused 
hy  me  be  swept  from  earth,  and  I  shall 
be  entirely  blessed." 

<<  Art  thou  not  so  now  ?"  said  the 
chUd. 

Again  that  mournful  look  rested  on 
the  face  of  the  spirit. 

"  1  sinned — I  broke  the  solemn  vows 
of  a  priestess  for  earthly  love — I  car- 
ried a  deceitful  heart  to  the  holy  shrine  | 
yet  I  paid  in  death  a  fearful  atonement 
— more  fearful  still  was  the  thought  of 
thee.  Cruel  was  the  mercy  that  delay* 
ed  the  punishment,  to  make  it  only 
more  bitter.  But  ere  death  came,  I 
met  it  with  a  calm  and  penitent  heart, 
and  it  wafted  me  to  rest  and  peace. 
Here  I  await  thee,  and  one  more.  The 
day  is  now  come.** 

"  Not  yet,  not  yet,*'  uttered  the  mys- 
terious voice,  and  Erotion  felt  herself 
borne  away  as  on  the  wings  of  a  sum- 
mer breeze  into  a  lovely  glade.  There 
spirits  diviner  and  more  beautiful  in 
shape  than  any  she  had  yet  beheld, 
were  floating  over  the  grass,  or  listen- 


ing to  etherial  mntio.  They  wtr« 
crowned  with  stars^  and  bore  gold«« 
palm  branches,*  and  their  brightness 
was  such,  that  the  child  veiled  her 
eyes  from  the  sight  But  they  came 
near  and  lifted  her  in  their  danling 
arms,  while  their  glorious  song  rose 
loud  and  triumphant. 

"  We  are  blessed,  we  are  blessed  % 
we  died  joy  full  v  for  what  was  dearest 
to  us  on  earth;  we  feared  not  the 
lonely  shore  nor  the  gloomy  sea,  and 
we  enjoy  a  rapturous  immortality.  Oh, 
spirit,  loosed  from  the  earth-bonds  for 
a  time,  behold  thy  destiny — thou  shalt 
be  one  of  us — rejoice,  rejoice  I  Such 
a  death  is  sweet — sweet  as  a  babe*s 
slumber — such  an  immortality  is  un- 
speakably glorious.  Erotion,  fulfil  thy 
destiny,  and  come  to  us.** 

The  child  seemed  to  fall  from  that 
divine  embrace,  down,  down  through 
mists  and  darkness  unfathomable-* 
time  and  space,  myriads  ofages^  and 
millions  of  leagues  appeared  to  gather 
behind  her,  while  some  soft  touch  was 
laid  upon  her  eyes  and  lips,  and  Ero- 
tion awoke  from  her  trance. 

She  lay  on  the  floor  of  the  sanc- 
tuary ;  the  sacred  lamp  was  nearly  ex- 
tinguished, and  the  grey  morning  twi- 
light rested  on  the  veiled  statue  of 
Diana  Taurica,  that  stood  immovable 
in  the  white  shroud. 


CUAPTEB  til. 


Never  more  after  that  wondrous  night 
did  the  vowed  one  of  Diana  move  or 
speak  as  a  child.  Erotion  was  not 
sad,  but  none  ever  heard  from  her  lips 
the  light-hearted  laughter  of  girlhood. 
Her  eyes  were  of  a  dreamy  depth,  and 
had  a  strange,  mysterious  look,  as  if 
her  soul  saw  without  the  aid  of  mere 
bodily  organs.  She  walked  through 
the  world  as  though  she  beheld  it  not ; 
shut  up  in  herself,  her  outward  life 
seemed  mechanical,  while  her  inner 
mind  was  ever  brooding  over  things 
beyond  earth.  Men  looked  upon  her 
as  one  on  whom  the  spirit  of  the  god- 
dess had  fallen ;  the  few  words  which 
dropped  from  her  lips  were  held  as 
oracles;  no  eye  followed  her — no 
power  controlled  her.  Wrapped  in 
her  priestess*  veil,  the  young  maiden 
passed  from  the  temple  to  the  city, 
from  the  city  to  the  sylvan  forest,  or 
the  lone  sea  shore,  and  no  one  stayed 


her.  She  passed,  like  a  spirit  of  purity 
and  beauty ;  wild,  untutored  men  look- 
ed and  turned  aside  in  reverence,  as  if 
Diana  herself  were  among  them ;  chil- 
dren beheld  with  wonder  one  who  was 
like  themselves  in  years  and  in  sem- 
blance, and  yet  so  unlike.  But  one 
and  all  regarded  Erotion  as  the  chosen 
of  the  goddess. 

As  months  and  years  gathered  over 
the  head  of  the  maiden,  the  strange 
spell  which  had  overshadowed  her 
childhood,  seemed  to  grow  stronger. 
Even  the  vowed  novices  thought  of 
their  own  beauty  in  girlish  vanity,  and 
talked  of  the  world  outside  the  temple 
walls ;  but  no  such  feelings  ever  dis- 
turbed Erotion's  unworldly  nature. 
Beautiful  she  was,  but  it  was  the  beauty 
of  an  angel,  not  of  a  woman ;  no  eye 
could  look  upon  her  and  mingle  her 
idea  with  that  of  earthly  love* 

In  the  long  summer  days*  Erotioa 
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went  oat  In  the  forest ;  there,  in  the 
deepest  glades,  she  wandered  alone 
with  her  own  soul.  Sometimes  chil- 
dren who  were  suffered  to  run  wild  in 
the  woods,  came  home  and  told  of  a 
a  strange  and  lovely  face  which  they 
had  seen  gleaming  through  the  trees, 
and  mothers  remembered  that  it  was  a 
place  haunted  by  Dryad  and  Oread, 
and  thought  it  no  marvel  that  such 
should  love  to  look  upon  beauteous 
infancy.  Often,  too,  the  wayfaring 
peasant  heard  above  the  melody  of 
hidden  waters,  a  sweet  and  mysterious 
voice,  and  said  it  was  the  naiad  sing- 
ing beside  her  fountain. 

But  more  than  the  green  plains  and 
the  woody  recesses,  did  the  young 
priestess  love  the  sea-shore.  A  spell 
for  which  she  could  not  account  drew 
her  ever  to  the  margin  of  that  dark 
sea,  now  called  the  Euxine,  on  whose 
shore  the  city  stood.  Its  gloomy  bil- 
lows, its  wild  coast,  its  frowning  rocks, 
had  for  her  an  inexplicable  charm ;  it 
might  be  that  they  recalled  the  me- 
mory of  that  wondrous  dream  in  the 
temple,  if  dream,  indeed,  it  was,  which 
seemed  so  real.  In  the  splendour  of 
noon,  in  the  dusky  eve,  in  storm  and 
in  calm,  Erotion  haunted  the  shore  and 
watched  the  sea.  Mariners  from  afar 
saw  her  white  garments  floating  on 
high  cliffs  and  in  sand- bound  caves, 
which  hitherto  only  the  sea-bird  had 
visited,  and  told  strange  tales  of 
ocean  nymphs  and  coral-crowned  ne- 
reids. 

In  her  solitude,  Erotion  pondered 
on  her  destiny ;  the  winds  and  ever- 
murmuring  waves  were  her  teachers 
and  companions ;  thev  seemed  to  speak 
to  her  as  the  invisible  voice  had  done 
in  her  dream,  of  things  great  and  won- 
derful— of  the  marvels  of  nature — of 
the  life  of  the  soul — of  poetry,  genius, 
and  all-pervading  love.  Then  she 
thought  of  her  own  strange  and  lonely 
]ifeL...of  her  mysterious  birth,  and 
again  she  felt  the  embrace  of  the  spirit 
who  had  called  her  child,  and  whose 
mystic  words  she  had  heard  in  the 
vision.  And  then  Erotion's  thoughts 
turned  from  the  dark  and  unexplained 
past  to  the  future,  still  more  vague  and 
shadowy ;  and  amidst  all  these  musings 
came  pealing  the  farewell  chant  which 
she  had  last  heard  in  the  glorious  land 
of  immortality — "  Erotion,  Erotion, 
fulfil  thy  destiny,  and  come !" 

It  was  on  one  of  those  evenings 


when  the  glories  of  the  setting  sun 
might  truly  bring  to  a  Greek  imagina- 
tion the  idea  of  Hyperion  in  his  golden 
chariot,  or  of  Tithonus,  the  bride- 
groom, sinking  into  the  wavy  arms  of 
Thetis,  that  Erotion  wandered  along 
by  the  sea-shore.  She  watched  the 
sun  in  his  cloud  pavilion,  and  thought 
that  an  orb  so  glorious  was  a  fit  dwell- 
ing for  a  god.  She  remembered  the 
legends  of  the  priestesses — of  the  elder 
race  of  gods — of  Hyperion,  the  Titan, 
whose  throne  was  in  the  sun,  and 
before  whose  giant  beauty  even  that 
of  the  young  Apollo  grew  dim ;  how 
that  he  and  his  brethren  had  been 
overthrown  by  a  mightier  power  than 
even  their  own,  and  that  Olympian 
Jove  was  now  worshipped  by  mankind. 
And  then  came  across  the  memory  of 
the  inspired  maiden  the  words  which 
she  had  listened  to  from  the  voice,  that 
all  these  were  as  shadows,  and  that  the 
gods  of  Olympus  were  but  personifica- 
tions of  the  various  powers  of  nature, 
or  of  holy  sentiments,  thus  made  tan- 
gible objects  of  worship  for  the  dark- 
ened mind  of  man. 

Absorbed  in  thoughts  like  these, 
Erotion  saw  not  that  the  black  clouds 
of  an  eastern  tempest  had  gathered 
over  the  fair  evening  sky,  that  the 
waves  were  rising,  and  the  whirlwind 
was  heard  in  the  air.  The  sea-birds 
shrieked,  and  flew  to  the  crevices  of 
the  rocks,  against  which  dashed  the 
billows  thundering  and  heavily.  Nearer 
came  the  tempest,  bearing  destruction 
on  its  wings,  as  if  the  powers  of 
earth,  heaven,  and  sea  were  at  war- 
fare and  were  mingled  together  in 
deadly  confusion.  Through  all  this 
fearful  contest  went  the  maiden,  her 
long  black  hair  tossed  by  the  winds, 
her  garments  torn,  her  white  feet 
bleedmg,  and  leaving  their  red  traces 
over  the  sand,  until  she  came  to  a 
little  cave  she  knew.  She  stood  at 
its  entrance,  and  the  struggling  moon- 
beam that  glimmered  through  the 
edge  of  a  black  cloud,  lighting  up  her 
form,  made  her  seem  like  a  wandering 
ghost  by  the  side  of  the  gloomy  river 
of  Tartarus. 

As  she  6tood  and  looked  into  the 
thick  darkness  of  the  cave,  a  man's 
voice,  hoarse  with  terror,  sounded 
from  within. 

**  lole,  lole,  art  thou  come  to  visit 
me  in  death  ?  Has  no  tomb  yet  re- 
ceived thy  olay,  that  thou  most  wan- 
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der  here  as  an  avenging  spirit.  lole, 
lole,  depart  and  let  me  die." 

And  the  cry  became  a  shriek  of  hor- 
ror as  Erotion  drew  nigh>  and  bent 
over  the  speaker — a  grey- haired  man, 
whose  foreign  garments,  covered  with 
sea-weed,  and  bruised  limbs,  bespoke 
him  a  shipwrecked  stranger,  driven 
thither  by  the  storm. 

**  Fear  me  not,"  said  the  sweet  voice 
of  Erotion  ;  « I  am  no  spirit,  but  a 
woman,  a  priestess  of  the  temple  which 
is  nigh  here,  the  temple  of  Diana  Tau- 
rica." 

A  cry  such  as  only  the  wildest 
agony  forces  from  man's  lips,  was  ut- 
tered by  the  stranger — 

"  Diana  Taurica — a  priestess  I"  he 
shrieked.  ''  Oh,  ye  gods,  am  I  then 
here.  It  is  no  dream;  thou  art,  in- 
deed, lole.  Oh,  tortured  spirit  I  par- 
don I  I  knew  not  of  thy  vows — I  knew 
not  that  to  love  thee  was  a  sin.  Spirit 
of  lole,  pardon  I" 

Erotion  shuddered  as  she  listened  to 
these  ravings. 

**  Stranger,  I  am  not  lole ;  I  am 
Erotion,  and  never  until  now  did  mine 
eyes  behold  thee.  Tell  me  who  thou 
art,  and  why  thou  speakest  thus  wild- 
ly?" 

"  I  am  Tisamenes  of  Crete,"  answer-- 
ed  the  stranger,  in  a  calmer  voice. 
*<  Seventeen  years  ago,  the  fatal  wrath 


of  the  sea-gods  threw  me  on  this  coast 
I  saw,  wooed,  and  won  a  fair  virgin, 
named  lole.  I  knew  not  her  birth  or 
fortunes,  save  that  she  loved  me^ — oh, 
too  well  I  Maiden,  like  thee  she  was 
a  priestess  of  Diana.  Her  punishment 
was  death.  She  betrayed  me  not ;  I 
escaped.  Traitor  that  I  was  who  dared 
not  die  with  lole  1  But  she  was  re- 
venged :  night  and  day  the  furies 
haunt  me ;  and  she,  too,  oh,  maiden- 
she  stands  and  looks  like  thee— like 
thee;  with  her  marble  features,  her 
dark  floating  hair,  her  mournful  eyes. 
Off,  off;  look  not  at  me  with  those 
eyes — they  are  the  eyes  of  lole." 

As  Erotion  listened,  her  stature  £- 
lated,  and  wild  excitement  shone  in 
her  countenance.  She  lifted  up  her 
arms  in  the  moonlight,  which  grew 
broader  and  brighter  as  the  storm 
passed  away,  and  cried — 

**  O  great  Diana,  pardon  !  The 
will  of  the  gods  be  done."  Then  she 
turned  to  the  stranger,  and  said,  in 
tones  low  and  tremulous — ''I  never 
beheld  father  or  mother.  I  was  born 
in  the  temple  sixteen  years  ago.  They 
told  me  my  mother  was  a  priestess, 
who  sinned  and  died ;  but  I  knew  not 
her  name  till  now.  Oh,  stranger  I  ob, 
ftUher^  let  me  kiss  thy  garment's  hem ; 
for  I  am  lole's  child." 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Throuohout  the  calm  moonlight  sum- 
mer's night  which  succeeded  the  tem- 
pest, the  father  and  daughter  sat  to- 
gether in  the  cave.  Erotion  bound  up 
the  bruised  limbs  of  the  shipwrecked 
man  with  her  priestess*  veil ;  she  dip- 
ped her  long  tresses  in  the  cool  water, 
and  laid  them  on  his  brow ;  she  called 
him  by  the  sweet  name  which'her  lips  had 
never  uttered  before — "Father,  dear 
father  ;'*  and  the  madness  passed  away 
from  the  soul  of  Tisamenes  of  Crete. 
He  sat  with  his  daughter's  hand  in  his, 
looking  into  her  calm  sweet  face,  in 
which  the  wild  enthusiasm  of  the  vow- 
ed and  inspired  priestess  was  seen  no 
more,  but  had  given  place  to  an  ex- 
pression of  tenderness  and  human  love. 
*'  Now  thou  lookest  like  lole,"  he 
would  say — "  not  as  the  fearful  vision 
for  which  I  took  thee,  oh,  my  daughter, 
but  like  lole  in  the  days  of  our  early 
love.     I  knew  not  but  that  the  mur- 


derers destroyed  the  babe  with  the 
mother.  The  gods  be  praised,  that 
through  sorrow,  and  shipwreck,  and 
pain,  1  have  found  my  child-^the  child 
of  the  dead  lole.  I  will  stay  hwe;  I 
will  never  leave  thee  more,  Erotion, 
since  that  is  thy  name ;  but  I  can  only 
call  thee  my  daughter,  my  sweet  daugh- 
ter.    We  will  not  be  parted  more." 

As  the  morning  dawned,  Tisamenes 
tried  to  raise  himself  from  the  floor  of 
the  cave. 

**l  am  faint,  my  child,"  he  said, 
feebly — "faint  from  hunger.  Take 
me  with  thee  to  the  city  where  I  may 
find  food." 

Erotion  turned  away,  and  wept. 

"Oh,  my  father!"  she  said,  "I 
thought  not  of  this  in  my  joy; 
the  gods  have  pity  upon  us!  Kst 
thou  not  know  that  for  these  sixteen 
years,  as  an  atonement  for  thy-* oh, 
not  thy  sin,  my  father,  never  will  my 
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lips  utter  such  word  against  thee ; — 
but  that  since  then,  all  strangers  whom 
the  sea  casts  on  our  shore  are  sacrificed 
to  the  yengeance  of  the  goddess.  Thou 
wilt  be  murdered ;  and  1,  how  shall  I 
save  thee  ?** 

"  Is  it  even  so>  murmured  Tisamenes. 
"  Then  the  fates  have  ^sought  me  hi- 
ther>  that  the  same  hands  which  shed 
lole's  blood  may  be  imbrued  in  mine. 
I  am  content ;  since  I  have  found  thee^ 
Erotion,  let  me  die." 

**  Thou  shalt  not  die,  my  father," 
cried  Erotion,  in  a  voice  of  shrill 
agony,  which  startled  the  very  birds 
that  the  first  beams  of  daylight  had 
awakened  from  their  cavern-nook,  so 
that  they  fiew  over  the  heads  of  fa- 
ther and  daughter,  uttering  discordant 
screams. 

Tisamenes  buried  his  face  in  his 
robe,  and  spoke  no  more ;  but  Erotion, 
after  a  thoughtful  silence,  said  quickly 
and  decisively — 

**My  father,  thou  must  stay  here. 
It  is  bright  morning;  I  will  go  in 
search  of  food — not  to  the  temple — let 
them  think  I  have  perished  in  the 
storm.  If  no  man  will  give  me  food, 
I  will  beg — I  will  steal ;  is  it  not  for 
thee  ?  Lie  here  in  peace,  my  father  ; 
I  will  come  again — thou  shalt  not  die.'* 

And  Erotion,  wrapping  around  her 
the  fragments  of  her  white  robe,  with 
her  young  face,  no  longer  hidden  by 
her  priestesses  veil,  now  pale,  now  glow- 
ing with  shame,  as  curious  eyes  were 
cast  upon  its  beauty,  passed  through 
solitary  and  devious  ways  into  the  city. 
She  heard  a  wailing  rise  up  from  the 
temple,  and  saw  a  band  of  the  sacred 
attendants  come  from  the  shore,  with 
half-extinguished  torches.  As  they 
passed  her  hiding-place,  they  talked, 
with  low  tones,  of  the  lost  priestess ; 
of  how,  amidst  the  conflict  of  the  ele- 
ments, Diana  had  carried  away  her 
own.  Then  Erotion  sprang  up  from 
where  she  had  nestled  beside  a  vine- 
dresser's cottage,  snatched  from  the 
terrified  wife  her  husband's  repast  of 
bread  and  olives,  tore  the  rich  bunches 
of  grapes  that  hung  beside  her,  and 
sped  away  like  a  hunted  deer. 

Ere  long,  Erotion  was  beside  her 
almost  dying  father,  with  his  head  on 
her  knee,  placing  between  his  parched 
lips  the  cooling  fruit  and  the  welcome 
food,  and  weeping  over  him  with  a  ful- 
ness of  joy  that  was  utterly  regardless 
of  future  sorrow. 


*'  We  will  stay  here,  my  father,"  she 
said,  **  until  thou  art  recovered,  and 
then,  in  the  dead  of  night,  we  will  go 
far  away  to  the  wild  forest — 1  know  it 
well.  I  will  seek  fruits  for  thee,  and 
we  will  live  with  the  birds  and  the 
flowers,  and  never  know  sorrow  more." 

Tisamenes  lifted  up  his  eyes ;  he 
was  helpless  as  a  child. 

"  I  will  go  anywhere  with  thee,  my 
daughter.  The  gods  have  surely  paj^ 
doned  my  sin,  since  they  have  sent  thee 
to  me,  Erotion." 

As  he  spoke,  a  shadow  darkened  the 
mouth  of  the  cave,  and  before  them 
stood,  stern,  and  cold,  and  silent  as  a 
figure  of  stone,  Iphigenia,  the  high- 
priestess  of  the  temple.  Not  a  word 
passed  between  her  lips,  as  she  looked 
on  the  father  and  daughter  clinging  to 
each  other  in  mute  despair.  She 
waved  her  hand,  and  the  cave  was 
filled  with  the  armed  guards  of  Thoas, 
the  king,  whose  will  doomed  the  sacri- 
fice. Tisamenes  was  surrounded; 
rude  hands  untwined  his  daughter's 
clinging  arms;  he  was  borne  away; 
Erotion  was  left  lying  on  the  floor  of 
the  cavern,  cold  and  speechless.  The 
servants  of  the  temple  advanced  to 
seize  her,  but  Iphigenia  stayed  them. 

"  Touch  her  not,"  said  the  stern 
tones  of  the  daughter  of.  Agamemnon ; 
**  she  is  the  inspired  of  Diana.  Shall 
I  doom  to  death  a  child  because  she 
would  fain  preserve  a  father — I,  who 
willingly  had  died  for  mine  ?" 

The  attendants  silently  departed, 
and  the  high-priestess  was  alone  with 
Erotion. 

"  Arise,  my  daughter,"  said  Iphi- 
genia, lifting  the  maiden  up  by  the 
cold,  powerless  hand — <<  arise  and  come 
with  me." 

**  Erotion  arose,  and  without  a  sigh 
or  tear,  as  passively  as  one  of  those 
moving,  lifelike,  yet  lifeless  golden 
statues  with  which,  as  Homer  sings, 
the  artificer-god  supported  his  steps, 
the  maiden  followed  the  high-priestess 
to  the  temple. 

Tisamenes  was  doomed :  no  power, 
no  prayers  could  save  the  man  who 
had  done  sacrilege  to  the  shrine  of 
Diana,  on  whose  altar  the  blood  of 
many  a  guiltless  stranger  had  been  shed 
in  vain  atonement,  until  fate  brought 
the  rightful  victim  thither.  So  reason- 
ed the  kingly  and  priestly  devotees, 
and  night  and  day,  until  the  day  of 
sacrifice  came,  thankful  libations  were 
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poured  upon  the  shrine^  and  psMkns 
were  chanted  in  joy  that  the  atone- 
ment was  come.  Tisamenes  lay  in 
his  prison,  awaiting  the  time,  calm,  if 
not  happy.  Erotion,  whose  wild  eyes 
gleamed  with  a  yet  stronger  inspira- 
tion, so  that  none  dared  look  upon 
her  or  stay  her  feet — Erotion  went 
hither  and  thither  at  her  own  will, 
flitting  about  like  a  phantom — now  in 

»e  city,  now  at  the  shrine,  and  then 
the  very  prison  where  the  captive 
lay.  Sometimes  she  would  look  upon 
her  father  with  eyes  of  fearful  calm- 
ness, and  then  weep  over  him  in  fran- 
tic despair,  repeating  the  agonized  cry 
which  had  first  rung  in  the  fatal  cave, 
"  My  father,  my  father,  thou  shalt  not 
die." 

At  last  a  sudden  purpose  seemed 
to  give  her  strength  and  firmness. 
Some  days  before  the  yearly  festival 
of  Diana,  whose  midnight  rites  were 
to  be  crowned  with  a  human  sacrifice 
— the  death  of  Tisamenes — Erotion, 
alone  and  unaided,  passed  from  the 
prison  doors  to  the  palace  of  Thoas. 
The  barbarian  king  of  Taurica  sat 
among  his  counsellors,  when  he  was 
told  that  a  maiden  craved  audience, 
and  in  the  midst  of  that  wild  throng 
of  savage  men,  the  virgin  priestess 
passed,  until  she  stood  like  a  vibion  of 
light  before  the  throne  of  the  king, 
and  preferred  her  request — the  prayer 
of  a  child  for  a  father's  life. 

**  Oh,  king,"  she  cried,  **  the  very 
memory  of  the  crime  has  passed  away 
from  earth ;  she  who  sinned  was 
punished — oh,  how  sorely  I  and  oceans 
of  innocent  blood  have  since  then  wiped 
out  the  stain.  The  goddess  requires 
no  more.  Oh,  Thoas,  be  merciful!" 
and  through  her  streaming  hair  the 
face  of  Erotion,  beautiful  as  that  of 
Venus  herself,  was  lifted  up  to  the 
monarch,  as  she  knelt  at  the  feet  of 
the  throne. 

Alcinous,  the  son  of  Thoas,  arose 
and  knelt  beside  her. 


*«  Oh,  king,  oh,  father,  be  merciftill 
hear  the  child  who  pleads  for  a  father." 

Erotion  turned  towards  the  youth 
her  lovely  face  in  thankfulness,  and 
and  again  repeated—**  Be  merciful  I" 
But  Thoas  would  not  hear.  Then  the 
maiden  rose  up  from  her  knees ;  her 
whole  countenance  changed — she  vita 
no  longer  the  weeping  girl,  but  the  in- 
spired priestess,  who,  with  gleaming 
eyes  and  uplifted  arms,  poured  forth 
her  denunciations. 

**  Since  thou  heareit  not  prayers, 
oh,  tyrant,  hear  the  words  of  one  in 
whom  is  the  spirit  of  the  goddess. 
How  darest  thou  defile  the  pure  shrine 
of  Diana  with  human  blood?  How 
darest  thou  make  her  whom  the  god- 
dess saved  at  Aulis,  the  high-priestesi 
of  a  murderous  rite,  like  that  to  which 
she  herself  was  once  doomed.  Hear, 
oh,  king — I  see  in  the  dim  future  the 
end  of  all  this — I  see  the  victim  sared 
— the  shrine  deserted — the  sacred  sta- 
tue borne  away — the  fane  dbhonour- 
ed,  and  all  this  shall  surely  be  seen  by 
thine  own  eyes  likewise,  if  thou  dost 
not  hearken  unto  me.'* 

A  dead  silence  pervaded  the  as- 
sembly. Thoas  looked  on  the  maiden 
whose  passionate  prophecies  had  struck 
terror  into  all  hearts,  and  he  quailed 
beneath  her  heroic  gaze. 

**  Priestess,"  he  said,  and  his  tone 
was  like  a  suppliant,  not  a  king,  **take 
off  thy  curse ;  thy  father's  blood  shall 
not  be  on  my  hands.  He  shall  depart 
to  a  far  country,  and  may  such  as  he 
never  more  come  nigh  the  shrine  of 
Diana  Taurica." 

Without  a  word  of  acknowledge- 
ment, but  with  the  air  of  one  who  had 
discharged  a  prophetic  mission,  Ero- 
tion glided  from  the  presenee-ehaia- 
ber.  Many  eyes  followed  her  retreat- 
ing form,  so  graceful  in  its  youthful 
dignity ;  but  the  longest  and  most  lin- 
gering gaze  was  that  of  the  young  and 
noble  warrior,  Alcinous. 


CHAPTER  V. 


It  was  once  again  the  high  festival  in 
honour  of  Diana  Taurica.  The  young 
novices,  the  priestesses,  even  Iphigenia 
herself  had  donned  their  green  tunics, 
and  were  celebrating,  in  the  forest,  the 
rites  of  the  huntress-queen.  Green 
leaves  danced,  and  sunbeams  glimmered 


among  the  trees,  through  glades  where 
Pan  might  have  piped  to  the  Hamadry- 
ads, or  Silenus  presided  at  the  revels 
of  the  young  Bacchus  and  the  Tanus. 
The  virgins  of  the  temple  felt  the 
beauty  of  the  spot,  and  wild  songs  of 
delight  rose  ap  from  the  lonely  wood. 
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Erotion  was  among  the  band — bat  her 
heart  was  too  mil  to  sympathize 
with  their  joyoas  sports ;  she  seemed 
weighed  down  by  excess  of  happiness, 
and  sought  to  be  alone,  to  realize  the 
blissful  certainty  that  her  father  would 
not  die. 

The  king  had  pledged  his  royal  word 
that  the  horrible  sacrifice  should  not 
take  place  ;  that  at  midnight  the  pri- 
soner should  be  conveyed  to  the  sea- 
shore, placed  in  a  boat,  and  left  to  the 
mercy  of  the  same  ocean-powers,  who 
had  wafted  him  toTaurica.  More  than 
this  Erotion  dared  not  implore — but 
she  feared  not  the  wrath  of  waters, 
compared  to  that  terrible  doom,  which 
bad  seemed  hanging  over  Tisamenes. 
Her  heart  was  no  longer  oppressed — 
this  new  and  beloved  tie  had  weaned 
her  thoughts  from  those  wild  imagin- 
ings which  had  haunted  her  from 
childhood,  causing  her  to  be  looked 
upon  as  one  inspired.  Earthly  affec- 
tions had  sprung  up  within  her  young 
bosom  ;  she  clung  to  life,  for  the  world 
was  no  more  solitary ;  she  forgot  even 
her  mysterious  dream,  in  the  devotion 
of  filial  love. 

Erotion  quitted  her  companions,  and 
wandered  to  a  lonely  and  quiet  dell, 
which  no  human  foot  save  her  own 
had  ever  entered :  only  the  wild  hind 
came  hither  with  her  fawns,  and  the 
nightingale  broke  the  stillness  with  her 
music.  As  Erotion  entered,  she  heard 
her  name  breathed  in  tones  low  and 
tender  as  those  which  wooed  Ari- 
adne on  the  shore  of  Naxos.  She 
turned,  and  beside  her  stood  a  youth, 
so  beautiful  in  face,  so  graceful  in 
form,  that  Apollo,  when  keeping  the 
flocks  of  Admetus,  was  not  fairer.  It 
was  Alcinous,  the  prince  of  Tau- 
rica. 

Grateful  tears  came  to  the  eyes  of 
Erotion,  as  she  remembered  how  he 
had  knelt  before  his  father's  throne, 
and  joined  his  prayer  to  hers ;  and 
then  she  trembled — for  even  to  the 
king's  son  it  was  death  to  be  found  in 
•  the  sacred  wood. 

**  I  bless  thee — I  will  ever  remem- 
ber thee,  O  gentle  and  noble  prince," 
cried  Erotion  ;  "  but  stay  not  here." 

He  heard  her  words  as  if  he  under- 
stood them  not ;  but  gazed  on  her  as 
if  it  were  a  deity  whom  he  beheld. 

*<  Erotion — beautiful  Erotion — hast 
thou  ever  seen  a  shadow  following  thy 
footatapiy  day  aft«r  day,  haunting  thee 


in  the  temple,  in  the  forest,  to  the 
prison-doors,  and  knewest  not  that  it 
was  I  ?  Erotion,  I  say  not  that  I  love 
thee — I  worship  thee,  I  adore  thee — I 
kneel  before  thee  now,  as  thou  dost 
kneel  before  thy  goddess.  I  would  die 
for  thee,  and  yet  I  dare  not  ask  of  thee 
one  answering  word — Erotion,  I  dare 
not  say,  *love  mel'  " 

The  young  girl  listened  to  these  new 
and  strange  words,  as  if  she  heard  them 
in  a  dream  :  no  blush  dyed  her  cheek, 
no  maidenly  shame  bowed  her  head. 

"  Why  say  est  thou  that  I  love  thee 
not  ?'*.;She  answered,  calmly  ;  "  I  love 
all  that  is  good  and  beautiful  on  earth : 
the  birds,  the  trees — why  should  I  not 
love  thee  ?  Thou,  too,  didst  pray  for 
my  father,  whom  I  love  best  of  all." 

Alcinous  looked  at  her,  and  saw  that 
in  that  pure  and  heavenly  mind  there 
was  no  trace  of  love  like  that  which 
consumed  him.  He  dashed  himself  on 
the  ground  at  her  feet,  and  cried  in 
passionate  tones — 

**  Erotion,  this  is  not  love  like  mine 
for  thee ;  thou  must  love  me — me 
only — as  thy  mother  loved  thy  father. 
Thou  must  leave  all  for  my  sake,  as  I 
for  thine — home,  father,  country.  Oh, 
maiden,  this  is  love." 

She  turned  on  him  her  calm  soft 
eyes,  and  said — 

"  Alcinous,  the  love  of  which  thou 
speakest,  is  not  for  me.  I  am  a  priest<« 
ess — I  have  never  felt  thus.  Rise,  oh, 
prince,  and  talk  no  more  of  such  love. 
Do  not  grieve,"  she  continued,  in  sweet 
and  compassionate  tones,  as  Alcinous 
lifted  from  the  grass  his  face,  bedewed 
with  burning  tears  ;  "  Do  not  grieve — 
I  pity  thee — I  love  thee  with  the  only 
love  I  can  give  ;  but  I  am  vowed  to 
heaven  and  to  ray  father — he  is  saved, 
and  I  am  happy." 

Again  the  youth  burst  forth  impe- 
tuously— 

"Erotion,  dost  thou  believe  that 
false  oath  ? — thy  father  must  perish- 
bis  freedom  is  but  a  stratagem — no 
power  can  save  him  from  death." 

The  young  priestess  grew  cold  as 
marble,  but  she  stood  immoveable  be- 
fore her  lover.    He  went  on  rapidly— 

<^  Tisamenes  must  die — a  subtle  and 
lingering  poison  will  be  administered 
in  his  drink — and  that  pretended  li- 
berty will  be  given  to  him,  when  al- 
ready in  the  iron  fetters  of  slow  but 
certain  death." 

"Is  there  no  hope  ?"  said  Erotion, 
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in  a  tone  so  deadly  calm,  that  it  was 
terrible  to  hear. 

"  None  ;  for  the  guards  are  sworn 
to  see  that  the  poison-cup  has  been 
drained  before  the  prisoner  is  set  free." 

A  light  from  the  setting  sun  illu- 
mined the  face  of  Erotion.  It  looked 
radiant  with  joy,  until  it  was  all  but 
divine.  Alcinous  saw  it  not:  with 
bowed  head  he  pursued  his  vows  and 
frayers : — 

**  Erotion,  thou  wilt  be  left  alone — 
thy  father  will  die  \  oh,  let  me  be  thy 
comforter — let  me  teach  thee  to  love 
as  I  love  thee — come,  my  beloved." 

*'  Not  yet — not  yet,"  murmured 
Erotion,  in  a  strangely  altered  voice  ; 
''  the  goddess  must  be  obeyed ;  I  see 
it  now — I  hear  the  mystic  song — ^it  is 
destiny — I  come." 

Wild  with  rapturous  joy,  Alcinous 
pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  his  breast, 
his  brow,  and  then  vanished  through 
the  trees,  as  the  singing  train  of  priest- 
esses was  heard  approaching  nearer. 

While  the  moon  had  risen,  and  the 
choral  hymn  to  Cynthia  was  yet  peal- 
ing through  the  city,  Erotion  came  to 
the  gate  of  the  prison,  where  Tisa- 
menes  of  Crete,  now  freed  from  the 
chains  which  had  bound  his  limbs, 
waited  for  the  blessed  time  of  liberty. 
His  daughter  stood  beside  him,  and 
kissed  his  hands,  his  robe,  with  a  rap- 
turous expression  of  joy. 

**  The  hour  is  almost  come,  my  fa- 
ther," she  cried,  "and  thou  wilt  be 
free.  We  shall  depart  together,  1 
and  thou ;  far  over  the  sea  we  will  sail 
together ;  yes,**  she  continued,  "  this 


night  I  shall  cross  it — the  wild,  wild 
sea — the  desert  shore — I  remember 
all." 

And  then  a  shivering  came  over  the 
maiden,  and  her  words  sank  in  broken 
murmurings. 

"Thou  art  not  afraid,  my  child," 
said  Tisamenes;  "not  even  of  the 
gloomy  ocean,  when  I  am  with  me." 

"  No,  no,"  hastily  cried  Erotion  ; 
"  I  think  but  of  thee — I  am  happj» 
most  happy,  O  my  father." 

As  she  spoke,  her  eyes  glanced 
anxiously  round  the  prison,  and  rested 
on  a  goblet  of  carved  wood,  filled  tQ» 
the  brim  with  Chian  wine. 

"  I  thirst,  I  thirst,  my  father,"  said 
Erotion,  in  low  tones,  as  her  head 
drooped  upon  his  shoulder ;  "  I  have 
been  a  weary  journey  in  the  forest  this 
day ;  wilt  thou  give  me  to  drink  ?*' 

Tisamenes  placed  the  cup  in  his 
daughter's  hand. 

<^  The  gods  have  been  good  to  us 
this  day ;  it  is  meet  we  should  ac- 
knowledge their  benefits,"  she  said. 
"Oh  thou,  whom  we  worship  as  Diana 
Triformis,  accept  the  offering  I  bring 
thee  now — a  libation  not  unworthy  of 
thee ;"  and  lifting  upwards  her  calm 
eyes,  Erotion  poured  on  the  floor  of 
the  dungeon  a  few  drops  from  the 
goblet;  then  putting  it  to  her  lips, 
she  drained  it  to  the  dregs. 

"  My  father,  my  father  1"  she  cried, 
throwing  herself  on  the  breast  of  Tisa- 
menes, as  the  guard  of  Thoas  entered. 
"  The  will  of  Diana  is  accomplished ; 
thou  art  indeed  saved !" 


CHAPTEB  VI. 


Beneath  the  silence  of  the  midnight 
moon,  a  boat  put  off  from  the  shore  of 
Taurica.  In  it  were  only  an  old  man 
and  a  girl,  Tisamenes,  of  Crete,  and 
his  daughter.  The  little  vessel  had 
scarcely  spread  its  oary  wings,  when  a 
dark  figure  sprang  from  behind  a  rock, 
and  plunging  into  the  sea,  pursued  the 
boat.  Soon  from  the  waves  that  re- 
velled around  its  prow,  rose  the  face 
of  Alcinous ;  his  golden  locks,  drip- 
ping with  brine,  and  his  eyes  bent  with 
mournful  earnestness  to  where  Erotion 
sat,  silent  and  calm,  by  her  father's 
side.  Tisamenes  drew  the  youth  into 
the  boat. 
**  Thou    wouldst    leave  me,   then, 


Erotion,*'  Alcinous  cried,  passionately^ 
"  but  it  shall  not  be  so.  I  will  follow 
thee  wherever  thou  goest,  whether 
thou  lovest  me  or  not — ^through  life» 
unto  death." 

"Be  it  so,  Alcinous,"  replied  the 
young  priestess,  in  her  own  low  tones. 
She  took  his  hand,  pressed  it  softly  in 
hers,  and  then  turned  again  to  her 
father. 

Hour  after  hour  the  three  floated 
over  the  still  ocean,  which  lay  sleeping 
in  the  moonlight,  nor  suffered  one 
angry  wave  to  arise  on  its  bosom,  to 
bring  fear  or  danger  to  the  fugitives. 
Erotion  half  reclined  on  her  father's 
bosom,  while  Alcinous  lay  crondifid 
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at  her  feet,  never  tarniDg  his  eyes 
fronAer  face,  except  to  look  anxiously 
and  mournfully  at  Tisamenes  of  Crete. 
Erotion  spoke  little ;  was  it  only  the 
moonlight  that  made  her  countenance 
appear  at  times  so  deadly  pale  ? 
Alcinons  thought  so,  but  the  expres- 
sion it  wore  was  so  divine  in  angelic 
repose  and  perfect  beauty,  that  a  feel- 
ing of  awe  crept  over  him,  stilling 
even  the  passionate  emotions  of  his 
love.  At  times  he  fancied  the  cold 
sea-breeze  made  her  whole  frame 
tremble ;  now  and  then  he  saw  her 
lips  quiver ;  she  would  clasp  her 
father's  hand  with  an  agonized  move- 
ment, and  then  be  calm  again. 

The  moon  sank,  and  the  night  grew 
dark.  A  heavy  sleep,  which  Alcinous 
thought  was  the  forerunner  of  death, 
fell  upon  Tisamenes,  The  youth 
hardly  dared  to  breath,  lest  he  should 
bring  anguish  to  her  he  loved  so  well. 
Anxlo'sly  did  he  watch  the  first 
stream  of  dawn,  and,  as  it  appeared,  a 
cold,  wandering  hand  touched  his  own, 
thrilling  bis  inmost  frame. 

It  was  too  dark  to  see  Erotion's 


face  ;  but  her  voice  sounded  faint  and 
quivering. 

"  Alcinous,  my  father  sleeps ;  tell 
him  all  is  well  with  me.  I  have  ful- 
filled my  destiny  ;  he  is  saved !" 

A  lifl^ht  sigh,  a  faint  movement, 
were  all  that  Alcinous  distinguished  ; 
but  ere  long  the  broad  sunbeam  glided 
over  the  waters,  and  rested  on  the 
sleepers ;  one  wrapped  in  the  calm 
slumber  of  weariness  after  toil — the 
other  lay  sleeping  also,  most  beautiful, 
but  it  was  the  beauty  of  eternal  rest. 

As  Alcinous  looked,  he  saw  what 
seemed  a  white  dove  rise  in  the  air. 
Whence  it  came  he  knew  not ;  it 
hovered  awhile  over  the  vessel,  then 
spread  its  dazzling  wings  to  the  sun, 
and  departed.  The  youth  watched  it 
as  it  ilew,  over  the  kindling  sea,  over 
the  lovely  shore,  to  which  they  had 
been  wafted,  over  the  blue  mountains, 
higher  and  higher,  until  he  saw  it  no 
more.  Then  Alcinous  knew  that  it 
was  the  spirit  of  the  beautiful,  the  self- 
devoted  one,  whom  the  gods  had 
loved,  and  taken  away-^that  it  was 
the  soul  of  Erotion. 


SIR  GEORGE  SIMPSON'S  '^  OVERLAND  JOURNEY  ROUND  THE  WORLD."* 


Had  the  author  of  the  work  before  us 
brought  out  a  **  Voyage  autour  de  ma 
Chambre,"  instead  of  a  Journey  round 
the  World,  he  has  enough  of  the  charm 
of  manner  to  ensure  it  a  good  recep- 
tion, and  when,  with  all  the  advan- 
tages of  style,  he  presents  us  with  the 
decided  novelty  of  **  An  Overland 
Journey  round  the  World,"  it  is  easy 
to  see  that  his  book  must  at  once  be- 
come an  all-read  favorite.  **  An  Over- 
land Joumev  round  the  World"  is,  in 
the  puffing  dialect  of  the  day,  an  "at- 
tractive novelty ;"  but,  unlike  the  no- 
velties to  which  this  hand-bill  phrase 
is  usually  applied,  its  very  name  be- 
speaks the  substantial  reality  of  its 
daims.  Yet  this  name  is  not  unlikely 
to  be  quarrelled  with.  It  is  not  to  be 
8umx>8ed  that  the  hero  of  the  under, 
takmg,  grasping  his  trusty  stick,  and 
slyly  approximating  the  North  Pole, 


accomplished  the  marvel  of  a  circum* 
terrestrial  walk.  Were  such  a  thing 
practicable,  the  title  of  his  book  would 
not  have  been  half  so  honest  as  it  is  at 
present.  lie  made  some  transits  by- 
sea,  and  is,  nevertheless,  as  fully  jus- 
tified in  calling  his  work  *•  an  overland 
journey,"  as  preceding  authors  who, 
uncavilled  at,  and  fairly,  named  theirs 
"  An  Overland  Journey  from  Con- 
stantinople;" another,  **  An  Overland 
Journey  from  India" — no  one  suppos- 
ing that  either  of  the  respective  writers 
meant  to  aver  that  he  reached  England 
all  by  land,  but  only  that  his  travel 
was  chiefly  by  terra  firma,  instead  of 
being  by  what  was  before  the  more 
accustomed  way — the  sea.  The  ad- 
venturous Sir  Oeorge  Simpson,  the 
experienced  governor  of  the  Hudson's 
Bay  Company's  territories  in  North 
America,  needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of 

•  *•  Narrative  of  a  Joumev  Round  the  World,  during  the  years  1841-2.     By  Sir 
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any  showy  title  to  direct  attention  to 
his  narrative.  His  name  alone  would 
commend  it,  or,  were  that  suppressed, 
his  volumes  have  enough  oi  sterling 
merit,  not  merely  to  gain  the  favour  of 
the  English  public,  but  to  insure  their 
being  transferred,  and  speedily,  into 
most  of  the  languages  of  Europe.  The 
two  great  topics  of  Uie  work,  are,  first, 
his  story  of  a  summer  progress  from 
Montreal,  and  through  -the  pathless 
prairies  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company, 
westward  to  the  Pacific ;  and  next, 
what  we  may  term  an  industrial  run 
throuffh  Siberia.  In  regard  to  the  vast 
domains  comprised  in  the  former,  their 
resources,  political  prospects,  and  the 
Indian  tribes  which  haunt  them,  no 
other  person,  perhaps,  could  tell  so 
much,  or  speak  so  well ;  and  his  pages 
suggest  to  us  altogether  new  views  of 
the  government  and  value  of  the  great 
Russian  penitentiary.  To  these  points, 
therefore,  we  direct  the  attention  of 
our  readers,  intimating,  at  the  same 
time,  that  there  are  others  which  would 
well  reward  it ;  as,  for  example,  Cali- 
fornia, the  Sandwich  Islands,  and  an 
account  of  the  Russian  settlements  in 
North  America.  Wherever  he  goes, 
the  author  will  be  found  not  only  a 
well-prepared  and  a  wise  observer,  but, 
what  is  almost  as  much  to  a  reader's 
purpose,  a  lively  companion,  and  a 
first-rate  sketcher. 

The  following  is  a  trace  of  the  tour- 
ist's path ;  From  Liverpool  to  Boston 
— to  Montreal.  Then  on  to  the  re- 
mote Red  River  Settlement,  and  thence 
far  across  the  prairies,  and  over  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  to  Vancouver.  Then 
northward  to  Sitka,  the  station  of  the 
Russia- American  Company,  and  from 
that  back  to  Vancouver — ^to  Astoria, 
where,  embarking  on  the  smooth  Pa- 
cific, he  proceeded  to  St.  Francisco,  in 
California.  From  this  last  place  he 
crossed  to  the  Sandwich  Islands,  and 
thence  sailed  again  .to  Sitka,  where, 
traversing  the  sea  once  more,  he  landed 
at  Ochotsk,  in  Siberia.  Through  the 
lone  territory  of  this  extensive  pro- 
vince— more  like  a  continent  than  a 
province — and  where  the  natural  sen- 
timent and  prevailing  maxim  is,  that 
**God  is  high,  and  the  emperor  far 
off,"  our  unwearied  traveller  passed  on 
to  Moscow — St.  Petersburgh,  and  from 
this  last  capital,  by  steam,  to  Lubeck, 
Hamburgh,  and  London,  having  thus 
completed  the  journey  round  the  world 
in  about  half  the  time  which  it  ever 
took  before,  that  is,  in  little  more  than 


eighteen  months,  or,  precisely,  nineteen 
months  and  twenty-six  days. 

On  the  3d  of  March,  1841,  Sir  Geo. 
Simpson  left  London  for  Liverpool. 
He  was  accompanied  by  his  secretary, 
Mr.  Hopkins,  by  five  att^hes  of  the 
Hudson's  Bay  Company,  and  by  a 
Russian  gentleman  belonging  to  the 
Russian-American  Company,  and  en 
route  from  St.  Petersburgh  to  Sitka, 
and  who,  as  a  short  cut,  was  coming 
round  from  St,  Petersburgh  by  Eng- 
land, Canada,  and  through  the  Hud- 
son's Bay  territories  to  Si&a.  A  look 
at  the  map  will  shew  that  this  round- 
about is,  in  fact,  a  materially  shorter 
course  than  what  seems  at  first  the  di- 
rect line,  through  Siberia.  Next  day 
they  embarked  on  board  the  *'  Caledo- 
nia" steamer  for  Boston,  and  the  inci- 
dent of  the  voyage  was,  that  nine  days 
afterwards  they  encountered  the  fearful 
storm  in  which  the  '*  President"  was 
lost.  Their  canvas  was  torn  to  rags, 
one  of  their  boats  swept  overboard-— 
their  cut-water  was  carried  away — se- 
ven of  their  men  were  severely  injored, 
and  the  most  experienced  of  the  ^s- 
sengers  were  the  most  alarmed.  The 
characteristic  of  the  tempest  was,  that 
it  came  from  every  point  of  the  com- 
pass in  succession,  and  raised  such  a 
cross-sea  that,  even  when  the  wind  had 
abated,  the  steamer  could  not  keep  her 
course,  but  was  obliged  to  lay-to  for 
several  hours.  On  the  1 8th,  they  made 
Halifax,  and  on  the  20th  entered  Bos- 
ton bay.  Boston  has  more  of  an  Eng- 
lish look  than  any  other  city  of  t£e 
United  States.  Even  as  seen  from  Um 
sea,  her  highly-cultivated,  undulating 
shores,  recall  the  green  hills  of  home. 
The  appearance  of  the  buildings,  and 
of  the  inhabitants,  strengthens  this  im- 
pression, and  Sir  Greorge  Simpson  ad- 
verts to  other  circumstances  calculate 
to  increase  it : — 

"  Boston,"  he  says,  "  is  the  centre  and 
seal  of  those  relfgioas  establishments 
which  have  placed  the  United  States 
next  to  Qreat  Britain  in  the  divine  task 
of  shedding  on  the  nations  the  light  of 
the  Gospel ;  and  she  is  the  norserj  and 
home  of  most  of  those  commeroiiu  ad- 
venturers who  have  elevated  the  influ- 
ence of  America  above  that  of  England, 
in  more  than  one  of  those  regions  whiok 
lie  within  the  contemplated  range  of  my 
wanderings." 

But  if  this  city  has  much  of  an  Eng- 
lish aspect,  there  are  also  eoiUrej 
some  of  the  proudeftreooUopti^Bt  ilC 
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America.  It  was  in  the  town-hall  of 
Boston  that  the  revolution  was  planned^ 
from  her  quays  that  the  goods,  un- 
wisely taxed  by  our  government,  were 
thrown  into  the  water;  and,  as  our 
author  adds,  it  was  by  her  citizens  that 
Bunker's-hill,  the  first  battle  for  Ame- 
rican independence,  was  dared  and 
won. 
From  Boston  Sir  George  proceeded 

on  through  Vermont  to  Montreal 

his  adventure  by  the  way  being  all  re- 
dolent of  the  transatlantic  tour.  The 
driver  of  his  sleigh  calls  himself  "  Cap- 
tain" Smith,  and  when,  after  forty- 
two  hours  hard  jolting,  he  seeks  repose 
in  the  American  hotel  at  Burlington, 
on  Lake  Champlain,  he  is  awakened 
three  hours  before  his  time  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner : — 

**  Four  hours  being  a  verv  scanty  al- 
lowance of  sleep  for  two  whole  days,  I 
was  not  surprised  at  bemg  nearly  as 
drowsy  as  ever,  when  I  was  roused  by  a 
peal  of  blows  at  my  door.  In  spite, 
however,  of  laziness,  and  of  a  cold 
morning  to  boot,  I  had  completed  the 
operations  of  washing  and  dressing 
by  candle-light,  having  even  donned 
hat  and  gloTes  to  join  my  companions, 
when  the  waiter  entered  my  room  with 
a  grin — ♦  I  guess,'  said  the  rascal,  *  Tve 
put  my  foot  in  it ;  are  you  the  man  that 
wanted  to  be  called  at  two  ?'  *  No,*  was 
my  reply.  •  Then,'  said  he,  *  I  calculate 
I've  fixed  the  wrong  man,  so  you  had 
better  go  to  bed  again.'  Havin?  de- 
livered himself  of  this  friendly  advice, 
he  went  to  awaken  my  neighbour,  who 
had  all  this  time  been  quietly  enjoying 
the  sleep  that  properly  belonged  to  me. 
Instead  of  following  toe  fellow's  recom- 
mendation, I  sat  up  for  the  rest  of  the 
night,  thinking  one  nour's  snooze  hardly 
worth  the  trouble  of  rubbing  my  eyes  a 
second  time," — Vol.  i.,  p.  10. 

On  the  4th  of  May  our  author  left; 
Montreal  for  the  Hudson's  Bay  Com- 
pany's territory,  and  was  joined  in  his 
DarK-canoe  by  the  Earls  of  Caledon 
and  Mukprave,  who  were  desirous  of 
sharing  the  adventure  of  a  journey  to 
Bed  Biver  settlement,  being  about  the 
distance  of  two  thousand  mUes,  and  of 
proceeding  thence  to  hunt  the  buffalo 
in  its  own  wild  domains. 

We  pause  to  praise  the  energy  of 
our  young  noblemen,  and  to  remind 
our  readers  that  Colonel  Campbell,  in 
his  work  on  Ceylon,  knowing,  we  sup- 
pose, that  his  countrymen  had  very 
Utile  r^ard  for  difficulties  or  for  dis- 
tance* calls  on  them  to  forego  the  easy 


sports  of  home,  and  to  try  the  perils 
and  pleasures  of  tiger  and  elephant 
shootmg  in  the  jungle  of  that  island. 

Colonel  Oldfield,  head  of  the  engi- 
neer department  in  Canada,  with  his 
aid-de-camp,  Mr.  Bainbrigge,  also 
Droceeded  with  them,  as  far  as  Lake 
Nipissin,  to  make  a  survey  in  refer- 
ence to  the  means  of  navigation. 
Heavy  canoes  had  been  sent  on,  and 
the  party  now  started  in  two  light 
canoes,  with  crews,  one  of  thirteen, 
the  other  of  fourteen  men,  partly  Ca. 
nadians,  but  chiefly  Iroquois. 

"  The  canoes,  these  tiny  vehicles  of 
an  amphibious  navigation,  are  con- 
structed in  the  followmg  manner.  The 
outside  is  formed  of  the  thick  and  tough 
bark  of  the  birch,  the  sheets  beinaf  sewed 
together  with  the  root  of  the  pine-tree 
split  into  threads,  and  the  seams  gum- 
med to  make  them  air-tight.  The  eun- 
wales  are  of  pine  or  cedar,  of  about 
three  inches  square ;  and  in  their  lower 
edjges  are  inserted  the  ribs,  made  of 
thm  pieces  of  wood,  bent  to  a  semicircle. 
Between  the  ribs  and  the  back  is  a 
coating  of  lathing,  which,  besides  ward- 
ing off  internal  injury  from  the  fragile 
covering,  serves  to  impart  a  firmness  to 
the  vessel.  These  canoes  are  generally 
about  thirty-five  feet  from  stem  to 
stern;  and  are  five  feet  wide  in  the 
centre,  gradually  tapering  to  a  point  at 
each  end,  where  they  are  raised  about  a 
foot.  When  loaded,  they  draw  scarcely 
eighteen  inches  of  water  ;  and  they 
weigh  between  three  and  four  hundred 
pounds."— Vol.  i.,  p.  14. 

Although  the  month  was  May,  the 
weather  was  cheerless  and  severe. 
The  waves  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  as 
they  started,  resembled  those  of  the 
sea,  and  the  snow  was  drifting  in  their 
faces.  They  proceeded  up  the  Ot- 
tawa, passed  St.  Anne's  rapids,  the 
Lake  of  the  Two  Mountains,  and  at 
evening  reached  the  first  station  of  the 
Hudson's  Bay  Company.  Here  they 
rested  till  midnight,  when,  putting  ofiT 
a^ain,  Ihev  next  morning  arrived  at 
the  foot  of  the  Long  Sault,  a  succes- 
sion of  rapids  of  about  twelve  miles  in 
length,  and  soon  afterwards  reached 
the  Lock  of  Carillon,  the  first  of  a 
series  of  artificial  works  erected  by 
government  to  avoid  these  rapids,  and 
passed  through  them  without  difficulty. 
The  third  morning,  after  breakfasting, 
with  '*  the  wet  ground  for  their  table, 
and  with  rain,  in  place  of  milk,  to  cool 
their  tea,"  they  passed  near  the  Ri- 
deau  falls,  and  trymg  to  approach  them  > 
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too  closely,  were  swept  by  the  current 
into  the  middle  of  the  river,  their  gun- 
Tfales  being  covered  with  foam.  These 
magnificent  falls  are  about  fifty  feet  in 
height,  and  three  hundred  in  breadth, 
and  derive  their  name  firom  their  re- 
semblance to  a  curtain.  Another  hour 
took  them  to  the  Ohaudi^  rapids,  the 
first  of  a  series  of  impediments,  which 
extend  upwards  to  the  lake  of  that 
name.  Between  die  Rideau  and  the 
Ohaudi^  there  is  a  striking  contrast. 
•*  The  former,"  says  our  author,  "  is  a 
mere  fall  of  water  from  one  level  to 
another ;  but  the  latter  presents  a  des- 
perate struggle  of  the  majestic  Ottawa, 
leaping,  with  a  roar  of  thunder,  from 
ledge  to  ledge,  and  from  rock  to  rock, 
till  at  last,  wearied,  as  it  were,  with  its 
bufietings,  it  sinks  exhausted  into  the 
placid  pool  below."  On  the  border  of 
the  Chaudi^re  lake,  near  the  village 
of  Aylmer,  our  travellers  encamped 
for  the  night ;  but  the  bull-frogs,  sti- 
mulated by  the  light  of  their  fires,  al- 
lowed them  little  rest,  and  soon  after 
sunrise  they  proceeded  on,  making  a 
portage  round  Les  Chutes  des  Chats, 
into  the  rapids  which  terminate  the 
lake  of  that  name.  They  had  that 
day  to  encounter  a  succession  of  heavy 
portages,  and  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, leaving  the  last  of  the  series,  the 
Grand  Calumet,  they  proceeded,  with- 
out further  difficulty,  to  Fort  Con- 
longe,  which  stands  at  the  distance  of 
some  two  hundred  and  ten  miles  from 
Montreal.  Here  they  had  to  receive 
supplies,  and  their  numbers  were  in- 
creased by  the  addition  of  some  of  the 
Company's  officers.  On  the  next 
mornmg,  that  of  the  9th  of  May,  the 
ice  was  so  thick  that  they  were  obliged 
to  break  a  path  for  their  canoes,  and 
when  the  sun  had  aided  them  in  this 
operation,  they  soon  after  encountered 
another  obstacle  in  the  form  of  a  boom 
placed  across  the  river,  and  which  re- 
minded them  that  they  were  now  in 
the  region  of  these  pioneers  of  civili- 
zation— the  lumberers. 

'*  The  custom  among  these  hardy  fel- 
lows is  for  each  person  to  place  his  mark 
on  his  own  timber  when  he  fells  it  in 
winter ;  the  logs  are  then  dragged  to 
the  bank  of  the  river  over  the  snow, 
there  remaining  to  be  wafted  by  the 
rising  of  the  waters  to  the  nearest  boom. 


At  this  common  point  of  onion,  each 
lumberers  combines  first  hts  stfcks  into 
cribs,  and  then  his  cribs  into  rafts— the 
latter  being  like  floating  hamlets,  with 
four  or  five  huts,  and  a  population  of 
twenty  or  thirty  men.  In  descending  a 
rapid,  the  raft  is  again  separated  iato 
its  cribs,  each  crib  generally  carrying 
its  own  proportion  of  the  crew ;  and  it 
some  places— at  the  Joachin,  for  instAnoe 
—tAX  fastenings  are  untied,  so  as  to  let 
the  trees  take  their  chance,  one  by  one, 
down  the  unmanageable  sargo.^^Yol 
i.,  p.  18. 

The  commerce,  for  which  these  Inxn- 
berers  are  preparing  the  way,  is  likely 
soon  to  enliven  the  banks  of  the  Ot- 
tawa, although  at  this  hour  it  is  clothed 
with  dark  forests  to  its  water's  edge, 
and  the  country  about  it  is  a  wilder- 
ness. It  is  a  magnificent  river,  and 
t^e  district  through  which  it  flows  is, 
according  to  Sir  George  Slinp«on,ndi 
in  many  of  the  elements  of  agricdture 
and  of  trade,  such  as  good  climate, 
variety  of  soil,  water-power,  and  tim- 
ber. On  ^e  next  day,  the  1 0th  of 
May,  they  reached  the  point  where 
the  Mattawa  flows  into  the  Ottawa, 
having  thus  accomplished,  and  ia  a 
trying  season,  the  distance  of  aboat 
four  hundred  miles. 

On  entering  the  Mattawa,  they  saw 
sijznals  of  danger  to  which  they  were 
often  exposed,  in  crosses*  erected  over 
the  bodies  of  two  men,  who  were  lost 
in  running  the  adjacent  rapid ;  and  as 
they  proceeded,  they  had  occasion  to 
remark  how  greatly  a  traveller's  esti- 
mate of  scenery  is  modified  by  the 
state  of  the  weather  in  which  he  sees 
it.  Captain  Back,  who  passed  this 
way  in  gloomy  rain,  thought  it  the 
dreariest  of  all  the  dismal  places  he 
had  seen,  while  to  our  party  it  wore  a 
cheerful  summer  look;  the  sky  was 
briffht,  the  stream  still  and  smooth, 
ana  every  point  they  doubled  was  dad 
to  the  water's  side  with  trees  of  rich- 
est foliage.  They  had  had  their  ex- 
perience of  wet  weather ;  •'  rain,**  savs 
Sir  Greorge,  **is  a  comparative  trifle, 
while  one  enjoys  the  shelter  of  an  ^- 
.  cloth  in  the  canoe.  The  misery  hudhr 
begins  to  be  felt  till  you  are  depOBtsi 
with  all  your  scams  exposed  to  tbe 
weather,  on  the  long  grass,  tAKmfjb 
even  this  stage  has  the  merit  of  b^ 
far  less  wretched  than  that  of  fc/nan^ 


*  The  Bishop  of  Montreal,  in  his  most  interesting  Journal  of  his  Vo/aga  fim 
Montreal  to  Red  River,  notices  these  crosses — marks  of  the  hazards  of  tho  iraj.  rf 
speaks  of  one  on  which  were  inscribed  the  words—*'  Aujourdhui  mot,  dSMMailifeT 
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Jour  wayamoog  tbe  dripping  branches. " 
f  they  were  for  a  while  relieved  from 
th^  troubles,  they  had  to  learn  others, 
which  fiesh  is  heir  to,  from  musquitoes. 
The  following  is  a  description  of^a  day's 
inarch,  sriTen  as  a  general  specimen  of 
the  whole  journey  : — 

"  To  begin  with  the  most  important 
of  our  proceedings,  the  business  of  en- 
camping for  one  brief  night,  we  selected 
about  sunset,  some  dry  and  tolerably 
close  spot,  and  immediately  on  landing, 
the  sound  of  the  axe  would  be  ringins^ 
through  the  woods,  as  the  men  were  fell- 
ing whole  trees  for  our  fires,  and  pre- 
paring, if  necessary,  a  space  for  our 
tents.  In  less  than  ten  minutes  our 
three  lodges  would  be  pitched,  each  with 
such  a  blaze  in  front  as  yirtually  impart- 
ed a  new  sense  of  enjoyment  to  all  tbe 
young  campaigners,  while  through  the 
crackling  flames  were  to  be  seen  the  re- 
quisite number  of  pots  and  kettles  for 
our  supper.  Our  beds  were  next  laid, 
consisting  of  an  oil-cloth  spread  on  the 
bare  earth,  with  three  blankets  and  a 
pillow,  and,  when  occasion  demanded, 
with  cloaks  and  great  coats  at  discre- 
tion ;  and  whether  the  wind  howled  or 
the  rain  poured,  our  pavilions  of  can- 
vas formed  a  safe  barrier  against  the 
weather.  While  part  of  our  crews,  com- 
prising all  the  landsmen,  were  doing 
duty  aa  stokers,  and  cooks,  and  archi- 
tects, and  chambermaids,  the  more  ex- 
perienced vovageurs,  after  unloading 
the  canoes,  had  drawn  them  on  the 
beach  with  their  bottoms  upwards,  to 
inspect,  and,  if  needful,  to  renovate  the 
stitching  and  gumming;  and  as  the 
tittle  vessels  are  made  to  incline  on  one 
side  to  windward,  each  with  a  roaring 
fire  to  leeward,  the  crews,  every  man  in 
his  own  single  blanket,  managed  to  set 
wind,  and  rain,  and  cold  at  defiance  al- 
most as  effectually  as  ourselves. 

*'  Weather  permitting,  our  slumbers 
would  be  broken  about  one  in  the  morn- 
ing by  the  cry  of  •  L^ve,  leve,  16ve  V 
In  five  minutes,  woe  to  the  inmates  who 
were  slow  in  dressing,  the  tents  were 
tumbling  about  our  ears  ;  and  within  half 
an  hour  the  camp  would  be  raised,  the 
canoes  laden,  and  the  naddles  keeping 
time  to  some  merry  olcl  song.  About 
eight  o'clock  a  convenient  place  would 
be  aeleeted  for  breakfast,  about  three 
quarters  of  an  hour  being  allotted  for 
the  multifarious  operations  of  unpacking^ 
and  repacking  the  equipage,  laymg  and 
removiag  the  cloth,  boiling  and  frying, 
eating  and  drinking ;  and  while  the  pre- 
Ixminariee  were  arranging,  the  hardier 
among  us  would  wash  and  shave,  each 
person  carrying  soap  and  towel  in  his 
poeket,  andnnding  a  mirror  in  the  same 
amdyor  rocky  basin  that  held  the  wa- 
ter.     About  two  in  the  afternoon  we 


usually  put  ashore,  for  dinner ;  and  as 
this  meal  needed  no  fire,  or,  at  least,  got 
none,  it  was  not  allowed  to  occupy 
twenty  minutes  or  half  an  hour. 

**  Such  was  the  routine  of  our  journey, 
the  day,  generally  speaking,  being  di- 
vided into  six  hours  of  rest,  and  eigh- 
teen of  labour.  This  almost  incredible 
toil  the  voyageurs  bore  without  a  mur- 
mur, and  general!  V  with  such  a  hilarity 
of  spirit  as  few  other  men  could  sustain 
for  a  single  afternoon." — VoL  i.  pp.  19, 
20,21. 

The  quality  of  the  work,  it  seems 
still  more  than  the  quantity,  needs 
men  of  iron  mould.  The  paddle  is 
plied  with  twice  the  rapidity  of  the 
oar ;  in  shallows  the  canoe  is  dragged 
by  these  poor  fellows,  wading  to  ueir 
loins  ;  in  rapids  the  towing-line  is 
hauled  over  rocks  and  stumps,  through 
swamps  and  thickets ;  and  on  the  por- 
tages, where  the  tracks  are  **  of^  all 
imaginable  kinds  and  degrees  of  bad- 
ness," the  canoes  have  first  to  be  car- 
ried, and  then  the  baggage,  each  man 
bearing  two  pieces,  of  ^lout  a  hun- 
dred and  eighty  pounds  avoirdupois, 
suspended  m  leather  slings  placed 
across  his  forehead,  thus  leaving  his 
hands  free  to  clear  his  way  among  the 
branches  of  the  standing  trees.  After 
these  days  of  toil  the  resting-place  of 
the  party  was  often  bad,  "  the  ground 
damp,  t^e  water  muddy,  the  fross  ob- 
streperous, and  the  snakes  familiar ;" 
but  exercise  and  bracing  air  brought 
to  all  the  well-earned  compensations- 
balmy  sleep. 

The  route  which  our  travellers  were 
taking  admits  of  a  new  geographical 
arrangement,  being  distributable  into 
the  regions  of  the  farmer,  the  lumberer, 
and  the  fur-trader ;  and  having  passed 
through  the  two  former,  they  were 
now  entering  the  last-mentioned  divi- 
sion. Leaving  behind  them  the  Falls 
of  Lake  Talon  on  the  Mattawa,  they 
reached  Lake  Nipissin,  and  gaining 
its  outlet,  French  River,  they  ran 
some  rapids  resembling  canals  cut  in 
the  solid  rock,  and  thus  descended  to 
Lake  Huron.  The  northern  shores 
of  the  lake  are  formed  of  barren  hills, 
dotted  with  stunted  pines ;  the  south- 
em  and  the  Manitoulin  islands  are 
more  fertile,  and  are  peopled,  to  a 
considerable  extent,  by  Europeans  and 
Indians.  On  the  16th  of  tne  month 
they  reached  Sault  Sainte  Maine,  the 
strait  which  admits  the  waters  of  Lake 
Superior  into  Lake  Huron,  and  which 
Sir  George  Simpson  calls  the  connect- 
imr  link  between  the  steam-boat  and 
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the  canoe.  On  one  side  of  it  there  is 
an  American  village,  and  on  the  other 
apost  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company. 
They  had  now  before  them  some  seven 
bunared  miles  to  the  head  of  Lake 
Superior,  and  were  anticipating  an 
easy  run  through  still  water  for  all 
that  distance,  u.  was  now  but  a  month 
to  midsunmier ;  they  had  heard  the 
notes  of  the  boatmen's  friend,  the  whip- 
poor-will,  the  harbinger  of  warm  wea- 
ther, which  flowers^as  well  as  birds  were 
announcing ;  the  nights  were  so  sultry 
that  they  read  and  wrote  in  the  open 
air  by  moonlisht,  and  during  the  day 
the  sun  was  bright,  and  the  sky  cloud- 
less 5  but  yet  the  too,  too,  solid  ice 
seemed  as  little  disposed  to  melt  as  in 
the  depth  of  winter,  and  the  thermo- 
meter, which  stood  at  73  de^ees  in  the 
shade,  was  hardly  above  uie  freezing 
point  in  the  water.  To  make  this  dis- 
appointment more  serious  they  had  no 
stores  but  biscuits,  and  even  these  were 
not  sufficient  for  many  days.  They 
teem,  however,  to  have  been  in  no 
great  danger  of  a  famine,  their  noble 
companions  supplying  their  table  with 
hare  and  partridge,  and  the  lake  afford- 
ing the  white  Ssh  for  which  North 
America  is  famous.  In  consequence 
of  this  state  of  things  they  lost  a  week 
in  Lake  Superior,  but  at  the  close  of 
that  time  made  rapid  progress.  At  a 
station  called  the  ric,  near  the  mouth 
of  a  small  river  of  the  same  name,  on 
the  northern  shores  of  the  lake,  the 
Hudson's  Bay  Company  have  estab- 
lished a  missionary,  and  they  assist 
two  others  who  make  stated  visits  to 
the  Lidian  camps  in  that  neighbour- 
hood. This  does  them  the  more  ho- 
nour, inasmuch  as  the  district  forms  a 
part  of  Canada,  and  the  Company,  as 
Sir  Greorse  Simpson  remarks,  has  no 
share  in  me  government  of  it,  nor  does 
it  emoy  a  monopoly  of  its  trade.  From 
La  Pic  they  proceeded  to  Fort  William, 
near  the  head  of  Lake  Superior,  once 
tiie  chief  station  of  the  iforth  West 
American  Company,  passing  on  their 
way  the  Thurder  Mountain,  which 
our  author  describes  as  one  of  the  most 
appalling  objects  of  the  kind  he  had 
ever  seen.  It  is  "a black  rock,  about 
twelve  hundred  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  lake,  with  a  perpendicular  face 
of  its  full  height  towards  the  west." 
At  Fort  William  they  exchanged  their 
two  canoes  for  three  of  smaUer  size, 
the  waters  thev  had  thenceforward  to 
pass  being  shallower,  and  the  naviga- 
tion more  difficult ;  and  they  also  gave 
audience  to  a  band  of  Chippeway  In- 


dians, whose  chief  was  dressed  in  a 
new  scarlet  coat  with  gold  epaulettes, 
and  the  buttons  still  in  paper,  while 
his  nether  limbs  were  unconscious  of 
trowsers. 

One  of  the  most  important  pieoes  of 
information  whidi  we  gather  from  the 
work  before  us  is,  that  the  dreary  wastes 
and  barren  rocks  which  form  the  north- 
em  shores  of  Lake  Superior,  are  about 
to  yield  rich  harvests  of  mineral  wealth, 
rivalling  in  this  the  Altai  and  Uralian 
mountains.  They  have  been  long 
known  to  contain  iron ;  but  since  Sir 
George  Simpson  passed  them,  some  of 
our  enterprising  Canadians  have  ascer- 
tained  that  they  also  abound  in  gold, 
silver,  copper,  and  tin,  and  associations 
are  alreaay  formed  to  work  them«  The 
southern  shore  has  also  been  found  to 
possess  rich  veins  of  copper  and  silver. 
The  impulse  which  this  circumstance  is 
likely  to  give  to  the  advancement  of 
these  regions,  and  to  the  country  be- 
tween them  and  Montreal,  lends  a  new 
interest  to  the  route  we  are  describing. 

Fort  William  is  situated  at  the  monUi 
of  the  Kaministaquoia,  a  river  of  great 
beauty,  which  they  ascended,  and  soon 
after  reached  a  portage  formed  by  the 
Kakabeka  Falls,  next  in  volume  to 
those  of  Niagara,  and  having  the  ad- 
vantage of  its  more  known  rival  in 
height  of  fall  and  wildness  of  scenery. 
The  valley  of  the  Elaministaquoia,  now 
silent,  but  likely  soon  to  be  a  scene  of 
industry  and  happiness,  is  mentioned 
by  our  author  as  one  of  the  loveliest 
he  passed  through  in  all  his  eztenfiive 
tour,  and  merits,  as  well  for  this  dis- 
tinction, as  because  of  its  coming  pros- 
pects, the  honour  of  an  extract. 

**  The  river,  during  the  day's  march, 
passed  through  forests  of  elm,  oak,  pine, 
birch,  &c.,  beine  studded  with  isles  net 
less  fertile  and  lovely  than  its  banks ; 
and  many  a  spot  remmded  as  of  the  rich 
and  quiet  scenery  of  England.  The 
paths  of  the  numerous  portages  were 
spangled  with  violets,  roses,  and  many 
other  wild  flowers  ;  while  the  corrant* 
the  gooseberry,  the  raspberry,  the  plum, 
the  cherry,  and  even  the  vine,  were 
abundant.  All  this  bounty  of  nature 
was  imbued,  as  it  were,  with  liie,  by  the 
cheerful  notes  of  a  variety  of  birds,  and 
by  the  restless  flutter  of  butterflies  of 
the  brightest  hues.  Compared  with  the 
adamantine  deserts  of  Lake  Superior, 
the  Kaministaquoia  presented  a  perfoet 
paradise. 

"  One  cannot  pass  throng^  thU  fkir 
valley  without  feeling  that  it » 1" 
sooner  or  later,  to  beooiM 
home  of  civilised  men,  mMk  1 
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iog  floeks,  and  their  lowing  herds — with 
their  schools,  and  their  ohnrches — ^wiUi 
their  foil  garners,  and  their  social 
hearths.  At  the  time  of  our  Tisit,  the 
great  obstacle  in  the  way  of  bo  blessed 
a  consummation  was,  the  hopeless  wil- 
demess  to  the  eastward,  which  seemed 
to  bar  for  ever  the  march  of  settlement 
and  cultivation.  But  that  very  wilder- 
ness, now  that  it  is  to  yield  up  its  long- 
hidden  stores,  bids  fair  to  remove  the 
very  impediment  which  hitherto  it  has 
itself  presented.  The  miners  of  Lake 
Superior,  besides  establishing  a  conti- 
nuity  of  route  between  the  east  and 
west,  will  find  their  nearest  and  cheap- 
est supply  of  agricultural  produce  in  the 
valley  of  the  Kaministaquoia.*' — Vol.  i. 
p.  37: 

On  the  30tb  thev  crossed  Dog  Port- 
a^e>  about  two  miles  in  length.  The 
view  from  the  summit  of  the  rich  val- 
ley we  have  been  Just  describing  is 
mentioned  as  very  fine.  This  portage 
derives  its  name  from  the  fibres  of 
two  enormous  dogs  marked  in  the  turf> 
in  the  same  manner  as  the  horse  in 
Whitehorse  Vale,  on  the  Bath  road. 
Traversing  the  height  of  land  which 
divides  Canada  from  the  Hudson's  Bay 
Company's  territories,  they  descended 
a  small  river  to  the  beautiful  lake  of  a 
Thousand  Lakes,  and  thence,  through 
Sturgeon  Lake,  into  the  Maligne,  and 
again  through  Lake  la  Croix,  to  the 
Macan,  a  stream  which,  like  the  Ma- 
ligne, is  perilous  to  canoes,  from  the 
sharp  stones  with  which  it  abounds. 
As  they  passed  along  these  two  rivers, 
they  saw,  at  every  rapid  and  fall,  plat- 
forms erected  by  the  Indians,  stretch- 
ing some  twenty  feet  from  the  shore, 
where,  spear  in  hand,  they  sit,  silent 
and  motionless,  for  hours,  "  till  some 
doomed  iish  comes  within  the  ran^e 
of  their  unerring  weapon."  Their 
mode  of  treating  the  fish  in  another 
partioular  is  peculiar : — 

"  If  they  take  more  sturgeon  than 
what  they  immediately  require,  they 
tether  the  supernumeraries,  by  a  string 
through  the  mouth  and  gill,  to  the  bank ; 
and  this  mode  of  confinement,  at  least 
for  a  week  or  two,  affeols  neither  the 
weight  nor  the  flavour  of  the  prisoners." 


As  they  were  passing  on  to  Lac  le 
Pluie,  an  incident  occurred  not  unfre- 
quent  in  the  forest  and  the  prairie — 
ore  burst  forth  suddenly  from  the 
woods  beside  them  :— 

"  The  flames,  crackling  and  clamber* 
ing  up  each  tree,  quickly  rose  above  the 
forest ;  within  a  few  minutes  more,  the 
dry  grass  on  the  very  margin  of  the 
water  was  in  a  running  blaze ;  and,  be- 
fore we  were  well  clear  of  the  dane^er, 
we  were  almost  enveloped  in  clouds  of 
smoke  and  ashes.  These  conflagrations, 
often  caused  by  a  wanderer's  fire,  or 
even  by  his  pipe,  desolate  large  tracts  of 
country,  leaving  nothing  but  black  and 
bare  trunks,  and  even  these  sometimes 
mutilated  into  stumps — one  of  the  most 
dismal  scenes  on  which  the  eye  and  the 
heart  can  look.  When  once  the  con- 
suming element  gets  into  the  thick  turf 
of  the  primeval  wilderness,  it  sets  every- 
thing at  defiance ;  and  it  has  been  known 
to  smoulder  for  a  whole  winter  under 
the  deep  snow." — Vol.  i.  p,  40. 

r  At  Fort  Francis,  near  Lac  le  Pluie, 
they  were  met  by  a  band  of  a  hundred 
Indans,  warriors  of  the  Salteaux 
tribe,  to  ask  an  interview  with  the 
Governor  for  the  following  day,  and 
which  was  granted.  They  passed  the 
night  in  incantation  ceremonies,  the 
scene  of  which  was  their  conjuring 
tent,  a  structure  of  branches  and  bark, 
forty  feet  by  ten,  where,  round  a  large 
fire,  stood  the  chiefs  and  medicine- 
men,* muttering  charms  and  commit- 
ting oflbrings  to  the  flames  ;  while 
others  starting  up,  marched  round  the 
circle,  whooping  and  drumming  all 
night.  Next  day  they  all  came  for- 
ward in  grand  costume,  the  chiefs  in 
scarlet  coats  and  gold  lace  ;  the  naked 
bodies  of  the  others  emulating  the 
uniforms  of  their  chiefs  in  the  bruliant 
colour  of  their  red  paint,  and  surpass- 
ing them  in  tiahtness  of  fit — ^their  fore- 
heads were  chalked  white,  noses  and 
cheeks  painted  red,  and  the  mouths 
and  chins  black.  Not  to  be  outdone, 
the  (rovemor  and  his  party  also  robed 
for  the  occasion.  Lords  Caledon  and 
Mulgrave  had  their  regimentals,  while 
the    civilians    appeared   in  dressing. 


*^  There  is  small  encouragement  for  physicians  among  the  North- American  In- 
dians. If  the  medicine-man  fails  in  a  cure,  it  is  quite  a  common  thing  to  make  him 
pay  the  forfeit  of  his  life.  Captain  Wilkes,  in  his  account  of  the  United  States  Ex- 
ploring Expedition,  mentions  the  case  of  a  Mr.  Black,  a  chief  trader  at  Vancouver, 
who,  seeing  an  Indian  ill,  kindly  gave  him  medicine.  The  Indian  died,  and  his  son 
m^equentiy  called  on  Mr.  Black,  as  he  may  have  thought  to  thank  him,  but  it  was 
to  avenge  ms  fiber's  death,  and  raising  his  gun,  the  savage  shot  Mr.  Black  dead 
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gowns,  which,  being  of  large  patterns 
and  showy  hues,  were  the  theme  of 
universal  admiration.  One  of  the 
Salteaux  thought  proper  to  appro- 
priate a  dirk  otLcnxl Mulgrave*s ;  but 
on  its  being  made  known  that  it  was 
missing,  it  was,  two  days  afterwards, 
sent  back.  The  Salteaux  were  once 
a  most  powerful  tribe,  but  have  been 
much  reduced  by  measles  and  small- 
pox; and  though  they  still  number 
about  four  thousand  souls,  and  are 
scattered  over  a  vast  extent  of  terri- 
tory, they  can  hardly  make  out  the 
means  of  sustenance.  Their  hunting- 
grounds,  beinff  near  the  head-quarters 
of  the  fur-ma^et,  are  nearly  exhaust- 
ed ;  and  their  savage  attributes  of 
indolence  and  pride  render  them  in- 
disposed to  avail  themselves  of  their 
fertile  soil,  and  become,  as  they  ex- 
press it,  **troublers  of  the  earth." 
Their  liking  for  a  wandering  life,  is, 
as  Sir  George  Simpson  says,  the  more 
to  be  regretted,  as,  until  they  settle 
as  agriculturists,  there  is  little  hope 
of  their  deriving  advantage  from  the 
missionaries  whom  the  Company  has 
introduced  amongst  them. 

From  Fort  Francis,  in  Lac  le  Pluie, 
they  had  a  clear  run  of  a  hundred  miles 
down  an  open  river  to  the  Lake  of  the 
Woods;  and  thence  pressing  on  in 
their  amphibious  course,  and  passing 
rapids  and  falls  of  matchless  grandeur, 
they,  on  the  8th  of  June,  reached  Fort 
Alexander,  on  Lake  Winipeg;  and 
next  morninff,  entering  the  grand  tra- 
verse which  leads  to  the  mouth  of  Red 
River,  they  arrived  that  evening  at 
the  lower  fort  of  Red  River  settle- 
ment, having  just  before  had  the  sa- 
tisfaction of  seeing  a  large  and  happy- 
lookinff  village  of  Indians  settled  as 
agriculturists,  under  the  charge  of 
Mr.  Smithurst,  of  the  Church  Mis- 
sionary Society.  They  had  still  to  go 
twenty-three  miles  up  the  river  to 
Fort  Garry,  the  chief  station,  the  resi- 
dence of  the  governor  of  the  colony, 
and  the  termmus  of  their  journey, 
where  they  arrived  on  the  10th  of 
June ;  having  thus,  in  thirty-eight 
days,  accompEshed  a  voyage  of  two 
thousand  miles,  the  toils  and  trials  of 
which  we  have  been  able  to  indicate 
but  imperfectly. 

Red  River  settlement  possesses  a 
good  deal  of  interest,  not  from  its  re- 
moteness only,  but  also  as  connected 
with  the  history  of  our  emigration 
system.  The  late  Earl  of  Selldrk, 
observing  the  extent  to  which  the 
highlanders  of  his  native  Scotland  were 


migrating  to  the  United  States,  sub- 
mitted to  government  the  wisdom  and 
expediency  of  directing  the  course  of 
emigration  to  our  own  colonies.    His 
first  memorial  was  presented  in  1802, 
but  was  unattended  to ;  and  having, 
with  little  encouragement  and  no  suc- 
cess, pressed  his  views  on  successive 
administrations,  he  at  length  resolved 
to  try  their  feasibility  at  nis  own  ex- 
pense. In  the  year  1811,  the  Hudson's 
Bay  Company  ceded  to  him  a  large 
tract  of  their  territory,  in  the  generoos 
hope  that,  while  the  colonists  promoted 
the  cultivation  of  the  soil,  they  would 
also  advance  the  civilization  of  the  In- 
dian tribes.     The  first  emigrants  were 
mountaineers  from  Scotland,  chiefly 
from  the  Orkneys;  and  houses  were 
built,  and  preparations  made  for  their 
reception,  before  they  went  out.   The 
soil  was  rich,  the  ground  needed  no 
clearing,  the  rivers  were  stocked  with 
fish,  the  prairies  abounded  in  buffaloes, 
and  the  more  distant  woods  in  game ; 
while  the  hunting-grounds  of  the  Sal- 
teaux being  respected,  these  Indians 
regarded  them  as  friends.    In  1813, 
they  amounted  to  a  hundred  souls; 
and  for  a  time  the  colony,  owing  to 
inundations,  and  other  trials  to  which 
these  districts  are  exposed,  advanced 
but  slowly,  but,  in  1821,  was  thriving 
and  secure ;    and  though,  since  the 
death  of  Lord  Selkirk,  which  took 
place  in  1820,  no  attempt  has  been 
made  to  recruit  the  colony  from  Eu- 
rope,  thev  now  amount,  settlers  and 
half-breeds,   to  about  five  thousand 
souls.      The  country  given  to  Lord 
Selkirk  extends  along  tne  Assiniboine 
and  the  Red  Rivers ;  and  from  the 
former  has  received  the  name  of  Assi- 
niboia,  while  the  better-known  settle- 
ment has  been  called  after  the  latter 
and  larger  stream.    Fort  Garr}',  the 
chief  establishment  of  the  place,  stands 
between  these  rivers,  about  50  mOes 
from  Lake  Winipeg,  and  75  from  the 
frontier.    The  summers  resemble  those 
of  Canada  ;    the  winters  are  longer 
and  more  severe,  the  thermometer  for 
weeks  together  showing  at  some  hour 
of  the  day  more  than  thirty  degrees 
below  zero,  and  the  mercury  being 
often  frozen.  The  settlers  do  not  alto- 

f ether  depend  on  agriculture,  bat 
unt  the  Dufialo,  and  procure  dried 
meat,  pemmican,  grease,  and  tongues, 
for  which  the  Company  afibrds  them 
a  market.  Lord  Selkirk's  views,  in  re- 
gard to  directing  and  aiding  enugn- 
tion,  have  been  tot  some  yean  adoptod 
and  acted  on  by  ourgorenuiMiii  M 
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the  interests  of  the  adventurers  have 
not  been  always  so  well  attended  to, 
or  the  results  so  thoroughly  successful, 
as  in  the  well-conductea  settlement 
we  have  been  describing,  secluded^  as 
it  is^  in  an  arctic  wilderness,  and  far 
removed  from  any  civilized  district. 

A  few  days  ailer  their  arrival  at 
Fort  Garrv,  Sir  Greorge  Simpson  sent 
on  LfOrds  Caledon  and  Mul^rave  with 
1^  party  of  hunters  to  the  plains.  In 
order  to  see  the  country  well,  and  to 
ensure  their  sharing  in  the  adventures 
which  characterize  it,  these  young 
noblemen  had  contemplated  returning 
through  the  districts  of  the  Sioux  In- 
dians,  to  St.  Peter's,  on  the  Missis- 
sippi. Lord  Caledon  succeeded  in 
effecting  this,  but  Lord  Mulgrave  was, 
from  indisposition,  obliged  to  retrace 
his  steps,  nrst  to  Fort  Garry,  and  then, 
by  the  route  he  came,  to  Montreal. 
We  must  allow  our  author  to  describe 
a  buffalo-hunt>  at  which  he  assisted. 
It  is  the  great  sport  as  well  as  a  source 
of  trade  in  the  prairies,  and  the  horses 
trained  to  it,  take  as  much  pleasure 
in  the  pursuit  as  their  riders.  On 
coming  up  with  their  game,  the  party 
saw  them  grazing  or  stalking  about  in 
groups  of  from  twenty  to  a  hundred, 
and  amounting  in  all  to  about  the 
number  of  five  thousand.  The  buffalo 
is  of  greater  size  than  the  domestic 
cattle,  but  with  shorter  legs.  The 
head,  about  a  third  of  its  entire 
length,  gives  it  a  wild,  uncouth  ap- 
pearance, while  the  beard  and  mane, 
resembling  those  of  the  lion,  increase 
its  sayage  aspect. 

<<When  running  fast,  it  tosses  its 
nigged  frontispiece  at  every  step ;  but 
notwithstanding  its  terrific  looks,  it  is 
really  a  timid  creature,  exceptine  that 
when  urged  by  despair,  to  do  justice  to 
its  physical  powers,  it  becomes  a  fearful 
antagonist 

*•  Several  parties,  of  about  six  or 
eight  men  each,  having  been  formed  for 
the  occasion,  each  division  approached 
Its  own  body  cautiously,  till  within  a 
few  hundred  feet  of  the  devoted  band, 
it  rushed  at  full  gallop  on  its  prey. 
Taking  the  alarm,  the  animals  immedi- 
ately started  off  at  a  canter  in  single 
file,  an  old  bull  usually  taking  the  lead. 
When  alongside,  as  they  soon  were,  the 
hunters  fired,  loading  and  discharging, 
again  and  again,  tdways  with  fatal 
effect,  without  slackening  their  pace. 
The  dexterity  with  which  the  experi- 
enced sportsman  can  manage  his  gun  is 
quite  wonderful.  While  his  steed  is 
constantly  galloping,  he  primes  his  lock, 
poors  out  the  proper  quantity  of  powder, 


first  into  his  left  hand,  and  then  into 
the  muzzle,  drops  a  ball  upon  the  charge 
without  wadding,  having  merely  wetted 
it  in  his  mouth,  aud  then  knocks  down 
the  fatted  cow  within  his  reach — all  in 
less  than  half  a  minute.  The  morning 
chase  resulted  in  about  fifty  killed ;  but 
so  abundant  were  provisions  at  this  mo- 
ment, that,  after  taking  the  tongues, 
we  left  the  carcases  to  the  mercy  of  the 
wolves. 

**  The  affair,  however,  is  very  differ- 
ent when  the  professional  hunters  go  ;in 
hundreds  to  the  plains  to  make  as  much 
as  they  can  of  the  buffalo.  When  they 
meet  the  herd,  which  often  makes  the 
whole  scene  almost  black  with  its  numbers 
they  rush  forward,  pell-mell,  firing  and 
loading  as  already  mentioned ;  and 
while  the  bullets  fly,  amid  clouds  of 
smoke  and  dust,  the  infuriated  beasts 
run  in  every  direction,  with  their  tor- 
mentors still  by  their  sides.  By  reason 
of  the  closeness  of  the  conflict,  serious 
accidents  from  shots  are  comparatively 
rare ;  and  nearly  all  the  casualties  are 
the  result  of  falls,  which  few  riders  have 
leisure  either  to  prevent  or  to  soften. 

**  When  the  buffaloes  are  disper8ed,or 
the  horses  exhausted,  or  the  hunters 
satisfied,  then  every  man  proceeds  to  re- 
cognize his  own  carcases,  having  marked 
one  with  his  cap,  another  with  his  coat, 
a  third  with  his  belt,  a  fourth  with  his 
fire-bag,  aud  so  forth,  and  then  come 
into  play  the  science  and  art  of  curing 
what  has  been  killed.  Sometimes  dried 
meat  is  preferred,  the  bones  being  taken 
out,  ana  the  flesh  hung  up  in  the  sun ; 
but,  if  pemmican  be  the  order  of  the 
day,  the  lean,  after  being  dried,  is 
pounded  into  dust,  which,  being  put  in 
a  bag  made  of  the  hide,  is  enrichea  with 
nearly  an  equal  weight  of  melted  fat." 
—Vol.  i.  pp.  91,  92. 

These  animals  are,  we  are  told,  in- 
credibly  numerous.  Our  author  once 
saw  ten  thousand  of  their  putrid  car- 
cases lying  in  a  ford,  and  contaminat- 
ing the  air  for  miles  around.  Their 
habits  are  singular ;  they  make  annual 
migrations,  reversing  the  ordinary 
course  of  birds  of  passive ;  for  in  the 
winter  they  seek  the  north,  to  gain,  in 
that  severe  season,  the  shelter  of  the 
woods ;  as  summer  comes,  they  pro- 
ceed southward,  for  the  purpose  of 
avoiding  the  musquitoes,  and  in  au- 
tumn they  resort  instinctively  to  the 
salt-lakes,  for  the  benefit  of  the  waters. 
Although  constantly  assailed  by  whites 
and  savages,  this  animal  still  appears 
to  increase  in  numbers.  Besides  main- 
taining settlers  and  natives  all  the 
year,  m  even  a  wasteful  manner,  the 
buffalo,  we  are  told,  is  made  up  into 
pemmican  and  dried  meat  for  the  Cpm« 
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pany's  service.  The  red-deer,  the 
moo^,  and  the  fur-bearing  ammals 
are,  in  many  of  the  districts,  becoming 
scarce,  but  the  latter,  were  it  not  for 
the  wantonness  with  which  the  Indians 
destroy  them,  would  be  as  plenty  as 
the  buffaloes. 

The  fur  trade,  which  was  formerly 
pursued  chiefly  about  the  lakes  and 
rivers,  in  batteaux  and  canoes,  is  now 
carried  on  mainly  by  Indians  in  the 
pay  of  the  Company,  and  by  trappers. 
No  picture  of  these  regions  would  be 
complete  without  a  description  of  the 
"trapper."  The  following  is  taken 
from  Dunn's  **  History  of  tne  Oregon 
Territory,"  cited  in  Mr.  Macgreffor's 
most  valuable  and  important  work  on 
"  The  Progress  of  America" : — • 

'*A  totally  different  class  has  now 
sprung  up  —  the  'mountaineers* — the 
traders  and  trappers  that  scale  the  vast 
mountain  chains,  and  pursue  their  haz- 
ardous vocation  amidst  their  wild  re- 
cesses— moving  from  place  to  place  on 
horseback — exposed  not  alone  to  the 
perils  of  the  wilderness,  but  to  the  pe- 
rils of  attack  from  fierce  Indians,  to 
whom  it  has  become  as  farourable  an 
exploit  to  harass  and  waylay  a  band  of 
trappers,  as  it  is  to  the  Arabs  of  the  de- 
sert to  plunder  a  caravan.  The  eques- 
trian exercises  in  which  they  are  con- 
stantly engaged,  the  nature  ot  the  coun- 
try they  traverse  —  vast  plains  and 
mountains,  pure  and  exhilirating  in  their 
atmospheric  qualities — seem  to  make 
them,  physically  and  mentally,  a  more 
livelv,  vigorous,  and  daring  race  than 
the  fur  traders  and  trappers  of  former 
days,  who  generally  had  huts  or  tents 
to  shelter  them  from  the  inclemenoy  of 
the  seasons,  were  seldom  exposed  to  the 
hostility  of  the  native,  and  generally 
were  within  reach  of  supplies  from  the 
settlements.  There  is,  perhaps,  no  class 
ef  men  on  earth  who  lead  a  life  of  more 
continued  exertion,  danger,  and  excite- 
ment, and  who  are  more  enamoured  of 
their  occupations,  than  the  fur-trappers 
of  the  wild  regions  of  the  far  West.  No 
toil,  no  danger,  no  privation,  can  turn 
aside  the  trapper  from  his  pursuit.  If 
his  meat  is  not  ready  in  time,  he  takes 
his  rifle,  hies  to  the  forest,  shoots  his 
game,  lights  his  fire,  and  cooks  his  re- 

f)ast.  With  bis  horse  and  his  rifle,  he 
s  independent  of  the  world,  and  spurns 
its  restraints.  In  vain  may  the  most 
cruel  and  vigilant  savages  beset  his 
path — ^in  vain  may  rocks,  and  precipices, 


and  wintry  torrents,  oppose  bis  pro- 
gress ;  let  but  a  single  track  of  a  beaver 
meet  his  eye,  and  he  forgets  all  danger, 
and  defies  all  difficulties.  At  times  he 
may  be  e  en,  with  his  traps  on  his  shoul- 
der, buffeting  his  way  across  rapid 
streams,  amidst  floating  blocks  of  iee } 
at  other  times,  with  his  traps  slang  on 
his  back,  dambering  the  most  rugged 
mountains — scaling  or  descending  the 
most  frightful  precipices — searching,  by 
routes  inaccessible  to  horses,  and  never 
before  trodden  by  white  man,  for  springs 
and  lakes  unknown  to  his  comrades, 
where  he  may  meet  with  his  favourite 
game.  This  class  of  hunters  are  gene- 
rally Canadians  by  birth,  and  of  French 
descent;  who,  after  being  bound  to 
serve  the  traders  for  a  certain  number 
of  years,  and  receive  wages,  or  hunt  on 
shares,  then  continue  to  hunt  and  trap 
on  their  own  account,  trading  ¥rith  the 
company,  like  the  Indians — hence  thej 
are  called  freemen.** 

On  the  3rd  of  July,  our  author  re- 
sumed his  course,  and  leaving  Fort 
Garry,  commenced  hia  progress  through 
the  sea  of  plains,  westward  to  the 
Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Pacific.  The 
journey  from  Montreal  was,  as  we 
have  seen,  accomplished  in  the  bark 
canoe,  the  longer  and  more  difficult 
undertaking  now  before  him  was  to  be 
performed  on  horseback.  The  party 
nad  led  horses  and  relays  at  the  re- 
spective stations  of  the  company  they 
were  to  make  for,  and,  as  for  a  consi- 
derable part  of  the  way,  that  is,  as  far 
as  Edmonton,  the  countnr  is  suffici- 
ently practicable  for  wheels,  they  had 
light  carts  for  their  luggage.  As  the 
cavalcade  defiled  into  the  prairie,  the 
horizon  before  them  was,  we  are  told, 
as  well  defined  as  that  of  tJie  blue  ocean. 
The  scenery  for  the  first  day  was  a  per- 
fect level,  *'  there  was  not  a  mound  or  a 
tree  to  vary  the  vast  expanse  of  green 
sward ;"  and  for  most  of  the  second, 
it  bore  much  the  same  character,  except 
that  they  sometimes  passed  through  a 
clump  of  trees,  and  crossed  the  becb  of 
shallow  lakes,  which  contain  water  in 
spring,  but  which  were  now  robed  in 
rank  grass  intermingled  with  roses, 
hyacinths,  tiger-lilies,  and  other  flow- 
ers, giving  the  region  a  tropical,  rather 
than  an  arctic  aspect.  Nor  were  the 
dried  water-courses  their  only  gar- 
dens ;  they  passed  whole  fields  of  the 
rose  and  sweet-briar,  each  loading  the 
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air  with  its  sammerperfame.  Towards 
the  evening  of  their  second  day,  the 
character  of  the  country  underwent  a 
change : — 

**  The  plains  gave  place  to  a  rolling 
BQCoession  of  sandy  hills,  which  were 
generally  covered  with  brush,  and  now 
and  then  we  passed  through  spots  which 
looked  like  artificial  shrubberies.  This 
ridge,  evidently  one  of  nature*s  steps 
from  a  lower  to  a  higher  level,  may  be 
traced  from  Turtle  Mountain,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  international  boun- 
dary, to  the  banks  of  the  Swan  River,  in 
lat.  52^  d(y.  and  even  round  to  the  Basque 
Hill,  or  the  waters  of  the  Lower  Sas- 
katchewan. It  appears  to  have  been  in 
former  days  the  shores  of  an  inland 
sea,  comprising  in  one  indistinguishable 
mass,  Lakes  Winipeg,  Manitoba,  and 
Winipegos,  with  many  of  their  feeders. 
This  view  mav,  perhaps  derive  confir- 
mation from  the  fact,  that  the  largest 
of  the  three  fragments  of  the  primeval 
sheet  of  water,  namely  Lake  Winipeg, 
still  continues  to  retire  from  its  western 
side,  and  to  encroach  on  its  eastern 
bank.**— Vol.  I.  p.  62. 

Their  habits  and  halts  were  more 
indulgent  in  this  journey  than  on 
that  m>tn  Montreal.  At  the  breakfast 
meal  they  usually  tarried  for  three  or 
four  hours,  to  ^ve  their  horses  full 
time  to  feed,  and  thus  they  had  ample 
leisure  for  dressing,  bathing,  sleepmg 
reading,  or,  according  to  me  Italian 
phrase,  the  most  delightful  of  all,  the 
doing  nothing.  They  had  not,  how- 
ever, always  such  easy  times.  Often 
they  encountered  swamps,  and  some- 
times they  had  to  ford  a  river  where 
the  mud  was  up  to  their  saddle-skirts, 
or,  horses  and  carts  being  passed  over 
as  best  they  could,  to  cross  over  in 
a  eanoe  of,  as  our  author  calls  it, 
"  alarmingly  simple  construction  ;" 
that  is,  formed  of  a  few  branches, 
oovered  with  bufifido  robes — the  ex- 
tempore oontrivance  filling  with  water 
just  as  it  had  served  its  purpose.  They 
experienced,  too,  the  vicissitudes  of 
cold  and  rain,  while,  at  night,  wolves 
and  foxes  howled  around  their  position, 
as  if  preluding  a  general  attack. 
Their  guns  were  often  in  reauisition, 
on  an  alarm  that  hostile  Black-feet 
were  at  hand,  or  they  came  on  lodges 
of  other  tribes,  as  (kngerous,  though 
called  their  Mends.  Sometimes  the 
thickets  were  nearly  impassable  for 
their  carts,  and  occasionally  a  wide 
prairie  was  drilled  all  over  with 
badger  holes,  which  the  long  grass 
covered,  and  where,  horse  and  rider 
Lfidlimr,  the  day  was  passed  in  tum- 


bling. On  the  11th  of  July,  they 
reached  the  Butte  aux  Chiens,  or 
Dog  knoll,  **  towering,  with  a  height 
of  about  four  hundi^  feet,  over  a 
boundless  prairie,  as  level  and  as 
smooth  as  a  pond."  The  plain,  our 
author  thinks,  was  once  the  bed  of  a 
lake,  with  the  knoll  as  its  islet ;  it  is 
covered  with  an  alluvial  soil,  and  has 
various  aqueous  deposits.  Here  they 
had  expected  to  meet  a  supply  of  fresh 
horses,  and  their  own  now  so  jaded 
that  not  even  the  sight  of  a  wolf  could 
make  them  move  beyond  a  walk.  On 
examining  the  brushwood  on  the  top 
of  the  hill,  they  found  a  note,  appris- 
ing them  that  the  party,  with  their 
fresh  horses,  had  been  waiting  there 
for  them  for  three  days,  and  h^  gone 
to  encamp,  for  three  days  more,  on 
the  shores  of  a  neighbouring  lake. 
This  was  dated  on  the  9th,  and  it 
being  then  the  11th,  it  was  possible 
they  might  shift  their  ground  before 
they  could  come  up  with  them.  In 
such  extensive  levels,  however,  objects 
arc  easily  discernible,  and  the  caval- 
cade was  soon  seen  and  joined  by  the 
horse-keepers,  with  nmetecn  fresh 
steeds.  The  party,  consisting  in  all 
of  nineteen  persons,  fifty  horses,  and 
six  carts,  had,  on  leaving  the  Butte 
aux  Chiens,  to  cross  about  five -and- 
twenty  miles  of  prairie,  passing  among 
some  beautiful  lakes.  The  order  of 
their  march  being  as  follows — *'The 
guide  was  followed  by  four  or  five 
horsemen,  to  beat  a  track ;  then  came 
the  carts,  each  with  a  driver,  attended 
by  one  or  two  cavaliers ;  and  lastly 
followed  the  unmounted  animals,  whe- 
ther loaded  or  light,  under  the  charge 
of  the  rest."  Tne  rate  of  travelling 
was  four  or  ^re  miles  an  hour,  and 
the  time,  ten,  twelve,  or  fourteen 
hours  a-day.  On  the  day  after  leaving 
Dog  knoll,  they  coasted  for  about 
twenty  miles  on  the  shores  of  Lac 
Sale,  whose  waters,  we  are  told,  are 
as  briny  as  those  of  the  Atlantic.  It 
is  singular  that  these  saline  lakes  are 
often  separated  from  fresh  water  by 
only  a  narrow  belt  of  land  ;  and  our 
autnor  mentions  a  somewhat  analo- 
gous phenomenon  recorded  by  Baron 
Wrangell,  in  his  work  on  Siberia  and 
the  Polar  Sea,  that  in  the  coldest  parts 
of  the  country,  there  may  be  found 
lakes  of  different  levels,  within  two  or 
three  feet  of  each  other.  "In  that 
case,"  says  Sir  Greorge  Simpson,  **the 
commumcation  may  oe  supposed^  to  be 
barred  by  perpetual  frost ;  out,  in  the 
other  case,  the  anomaly  cannot  be  so 
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easily    and    satisfactorily    accouated 
for." 

Some  of  the  most  interesting  pages 
of  the  work  before  us,  are  those  in 
which  the  condition  of  the  Indians 
are  described  or  incidentally  referred 
to.     The  following  p^dnful  picture  is 

one  of  those  illustrations : 

♦•Having    encamped  for    the    night 
within  view  of  a  native  lodge,  we  sent  a 
man  to  bring  ns  intelligence  as  to  the 
true  state  of  affairs.    He  found  no  other 
lodge  than  the  one  which  we  had  seen ; 
and  even  that  was  deserted,  while  every 
thing  betokened  the  flight  of  its  inhabi- 
tants, clothes  and  utensils  being  thrown 
about  in  confusion,  and  the  meat  of  a 
buffalo  being  scattered  on  the  ground. 
Shouting  after  the  fugitives,   but  re- 
ceiving no  answer,  our  emissarv  left  for 
them  an  epistle,  which  he  haJ^  written 
on  a  piece  of  bark,  to  this  eff'ect.     In 
the  first  place,  he  drew  the  figure  of  a 
man,  with  a  hat  on  his  head,  and  a  pipe 
in  his  mouth— thus  presenting  to  tho 
savages    the    well-known    emblems    of 
civilised  beings  and  peaceable    inten- 
tions;    and  he    then  added,  m    more 
mysterious  hieroglyphics,  *  Why  do  you 
fl.v  away,   and  distress   your   children 
without  cause,  for  we  are  your  friends  V 
In  the  course  of  the  night,  the  poor 
Salteaux,  having  read  the  letter,  came 
to  our  camp,  andexplained,  that  having 
mistaken  us  for  hostile  warriors,  he  and 
his  fled  into  the  woods,  almost  in  a  state 
of  nudity.    How  wretched  the  life  of 
such  poor  creatures,  obliged  to  wander 
about  almost  in  single  families  for  food, 
and  scared  at  the  sight  of  a  fellow  man, 
as  the  sheep  is  scared  on  the  approach 
of  the  wolf."— Vol.  i.,  p.  75. 

The  Indians,  it  is  well  known,  pos- 
sess and  affect  impassibility,  and  can 
exhibit,  as  the  followinff  example 
shows,  the  nil  admirari  in  3ie  superia- 
tive  degree : — 

**  Between  the  two  tents  there  was  a 
vapour-bath,  made  of  branches  of  wil- 
low, stuck  in  the  ground,  and  bent  for- 
ward, so  as  to  form  a  dome  about  three 
feet  in  height.  This  was  covered  with 
skins  to  confine  the  steam  generated  by 
throwing  water  on  aj  hot  stone.  On 
going  up  to  the  bath,  we  were  much 
amused  to  see  the  legs  of  a  man  hang- 
ing out  like  the  tail  of  a  snake,  while  a 
wreath  of  willow  round  the  body  gave 
the  fellow  the  appearance  of  a  statue 
of  Bacchus.  He  never  stirred  at  our 
approach ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  steam 
was  subsidmg,  that  he  deigned  to  take 
any  notice  of  us,  though  we  were  cer- 
tainly the  largest  body  of  whites  that 
he  had  ever  seen  in  the  country.  When 
he  condescended  to  move,  one  of  the 
skins  fell  off,  disclosing  another  Indian 


quietly  squatted  at  his  ease,  who  w«b 

iust  as  regardless  of  our  approach  as 
is  companion.  This  affectation  of  an 
indifferenoe  which  the  bathers  could  not 
feel,  was  more  peculiarly  characteristic 
of  the  Salteaux,  the  tribe  to  which  our 
new  friends  bebnged."— Vol.  i.,  p.  71. 

Continuing  their  ride,  our  eques- 
trians expenenced  a  new  difficulty*— 
they  had  to  pass  over  a  considemble 
extent  of   burnt    ground,   and  pro- 
nounced this  the  most  embarraaaiiig 
of  all  the  obstacles  diey  had  encoun- 
tered. "  Men,"  says  our  author,  "may 
triumph    over     physical    privations, 
through  moral  influences,  but  horses, 
as  Murat  says,  have  no  patriotism," 
They  were  now  approaching  the  Bow 
River,    which    rises    in    the    Bocky 
Mountains,  and  falls  into  the  Saskat- 
chewan,  the  great  river  of  the  Hud- 
son's Bay  territory  in  this  direction, 
and  of  which  we  shall  have  presently 
an    opportunity    of  speaking.      Tlie 
scenery  was  assuming  a  new  charact^, 
"with  lofty  hills  and  long  valleys,  full 
of  sylvan  lakes,  while  the  bright  green 
of  the  surface,  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach,  assumed  a  foreign  tinge,  under 
an  uninterrupted  profusion  of  roses 
and  blue-bells.     The  neighbourhood 
of  Bow  River  was  supposed  to  be  rich 

m  the  wealth  of  those  r^ions ^game 

and  furs,  but  its  upper  waters  are  un- 
attempted  by  the  traders,  being  in- 
fested by  warlike  and  warring  tnbes; 
and  though  the  Company,  some  years 
ago,  had  three  or  four  forts  on  its 
banks,  they  were,  after  some  sacrifice 
of  life,  abandoned.    In  1822,  an  ex- 
pedition, under  the  charge  of  Messrs. 
M'Kenzie  and  Rowan,  with  subordi- 
nate oflicers  and  an  hundred  mai, 
ascended  this  river  as  far  as  it  wis 
navigable  for  boats,  and  sent  survey- 
ing detachments  in  every  direction. 
Many  of  the  natives  whom  they  Aus 
met  had  never  before  seen  aEuropean  • 
and  what  most  of  aU  perplexed  tiiem, 
was  the  appearance  of  a  negro  in  the 
Conipany's  service,  whom  they  greatly 
admired,  but  regarded  as  a  somewhat 
smgular  specimen  of  a  white  man.    It 
was  found  that  the  resources  of  the 
country  had  been  overrated,  and  the 
expedition  returned  in  the  foUowins 
year,  with  a  good  deal  of  informatioi^ 
but  few  furs.    How  sad  must  be  the 
state  of  these  savages,  when  the  ind- 
dent  described  in  the  following  ex- 
tract is  still  but  an  ordinary  owar- 
rence  amongst  them : 

"About  twenf/lli^^S^^ .  u^ 
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encampment  of  Oro8 Ventres  and  Black- 
feet  had  been  formed  in  this  neighbonr- 
l^ood,  for  the  purpose  of  hmiting  during 
the  summer.  Growing  tired,  howerer, 
of  so  peaceful  and  ignoble  an  occupa- 
tion, the  younger  warriors  of  the  alhed 
tribes  determined  to  make  an  incursion 
into  tie  territories  of  the  AssinilK>ine8. 
Having  gone  through  all  the  requisite 
enchantments,  they  left  behind  them 
imly  the  old  men,  with  the  women  and 
diildren.  After  a  successful  campaign, 
"Cbeor  turned  their  steps  homeward  in 
trimapb,  loaded  with  scalps  and  other 
jpoils ;  and  on  reaehing  the  top  of  the 
ridge  that  oyerlooked  the  camp  of  the 
infirm  and  defenceless  of  their  band,  thej 
notified  their  approach  in  the  proudly- 
swelling  tones  of  their  song  of  victory. 
Every  lodge,  however,  was  as  still  and 
silent  as  the  grave ;  and  at  length,  sing- 
ing more  loudly  as  they  advanced,  m 
order  to  conceal  their  emotion,  they 
found  the  full  tale  of  the  mangled 
ooTfsei  of  their  parents  and  sisters,  of 
thetr  wives  and  children.  In  a  word, 
the  Assiniboines  had  been  there  to  take 
theup  revenge.'* — Vol.  i.  p.  81. 

The  Bow  River,  where  our  party 
crossed,  was  about  the  third  part  of  a 
mile  in  width,  with  a  strong  current. 
They  passed  over  in  a  bateau  which 
had  been  left  there  for  their  accommo- 
dation, and  swam  their  horses.  Some 
twenty  miles  lower  down,  the  stream 
joins  the  Saskatchewan,  and  their 
united  waters  flow  on  towards  Lake 
VTinipeg,  forming  at  their  mouth  a 
grand  rapid,  three  miles  in  length, 
which  Sir  George  Simpson  tells  us  is 
the  finest  thing  of  the  kind  in  the 
whole  country. 

From  Bow  Biver,  a  five  hours'  ride 
through  a  country  "  much  resembling 
an  English  park,"  brought  them  to 
Port  Carlton,  on  the  Saskatchewan,  the 
station  for  which  they  had  been  mak- 
ing* and  which  stan^  in  latitude  53 
d^ees  north.  It  is  visited  by  the 
Saiteaux,  Crees,  and  Assiniboines,  and 
about  three  hundred  of  these  tribes  are 
attached  to  the  establishment  as  hun- 
ters. Potatoes  and  other  vegetables 
do  well  in  the  fields  about  the  Port, 
but  wheat  cannot  be  counted  on,  as  it 
is  generally  destroyed  by  the  autumn 
frosts.  Our  travellers  rested  here  for 
two  nights,  having  accomplished  the 
distance  from  Port  Garry,  about  six 
hundred  miles,  in  thirteen  days — fair 
travellinfic  as  our  author  says,  consi- 
dering that  many  of  their  horses  had 
come  all  the  way  heavily  laden.  The 
Saskatchewan  is  upwards  of  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  wide  at  Carlton,  presenting, 


as  we  find  its  name  implies,  a  swift 
current. 

**  It  is  navigable  for  boats  from  Rocky 
Mountain  House,  in  longitude  115  de- 

§Tees,  to  Lake  Winipeg,  in  longitude 
8  decrees,  upwards  of  seven  hundred 
miles  m  a  direct  line,  but  by  the  actual 
course  of  the  stream,  nearly  double  that 
distance.  Though  above  Edmonton, 
the  river  is  much  obstructed  by  rapids, 
yet  from  that  fort  to  Lake  Winipeg,  it 
IS  descended  without  a  portage  alike  by 
boats  and  by  canoes,  wnile  even  on  the 
upward  voyage,  the  only  break  in  the 
navigation  is  the  grand  rapid  already 
mentioned." 

On  the  1 7th  of  July  they  were  in 
their  saddles  again,  with  Pdmonton 
and  the  journey  of  a  week  before  them. 
The  country  on  which  they  were  now 
entering  was  the  hunting-ground  of 
the  Crees  Indians,  and  they  found  it, 
for  the  first  day,  hilly  and  pictures- 
que, every  eminence  afibrding  a  strik- 
ing panorama.  The  Crees  are  the 
most  numerous  of  all  the  North  Ameri- 
can tribes,  extending  from  the  Assini- 
boine  to  Athabasca,  which  forms  part 
of  the  basin  of  M'Kenzie*s  river,  and 
to  Isle  a  la  Crosse,  far  north  of  Hud- 
son's Bay,  while  the  Swampies,  a  sub- 
division of  the  same  tribe,  occupy  the 
borders  of  Hudson's  Bay,  from  Cnurch- 
hill  to  East  Main,  for  the  depth  of 
about  three  hundred  miles.  In  Sir 
Alexander  M'Kenzie's  time,  about 
forty  years  ago,  they  lived  much  far- 
ther north,  and  having  the  earlier  ad- 
vantage of  fire-arms,  carried  their  rule 
to  the  border  of  the  arctic  circle,  and 
across  the  Rocky  Mountains;  but 
measles  and  small-pox,  the  afiiictions 
of  the  more  southern  Indians,  reach- 
ing them  from  the  Missouri,  thinned 
their  numbers,  while  their  arctic  ene- 
mies, free  from  these  visitations,  and 
providing  themselves  with  fire-arms, 
became  in  their  turn  the  victors,  and 
drove  the  Crees  southward  to  the  re- 
^ons  of  which  they  have  now  posses- 
sion, and  where,  with  the  praines  for 
their  horses,  with  the  bufialo  to  feed 
and  clothe  them,  and  the  Company's 
stations  to  supply  their  few  other 
wants,  in  exchange  for  furs,  their  num. 
bers  are  again  increasing,  and  were  it 
not  for  their  cruel  wars,  their  impro- 
vidence, their  aversion  to  a^culture, 
and  their  ignorance,  the  mam  cause  of 
all,  their  condition  might  be  easily 
improved.  The  most  reputable  fea- 
ture in  the  Indian  character  is  self- 
denial  ;  the  most  repulsive,  his  passion 
for  war.     Thepilftill^rt^  ^as  with  all  sa- 
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vages,  is  allied  to  no  generous  or  noble 
feeling.  Cunning,  cruelty,  and  cow- 
ardly advantages  are  its  applauded 
means,  and  seuf-glorification  and  the 
flattery  of  squaws  its  high  rewards. 
It  is  no  wonder  that  this  check  keeps 
down  their  numbers,  as  the  very  slight- 
est  circumstance  involves  them  in  hos- 
tilities. A  little  before  Sir  Greorge 
Simpson  set  out  on  his  present  jour- 
ney, a  peace  was  made  between  the 
Blackflset,  a  powerful  tribe,  and  the 
Crees,  and  the  event  was  celebrated 
by  a  horse-race,  an  amusement  in 
which,  it  seems,  they  take  as  enlight- 
ened an  interest  as  the  most  practised 
frequenters  of  Doncaster  or  Ascot. 
In  adjusting  the  prizes,  a  Cree  took 
possession  of  his  tattered  hat,  which 
had  got  mixed  among  them,  and  the 
other  party  insisting  on  that  too  being 
given  up,  a  war  took  place.  Our  tra- 
vellers, on  their  present  ride,  entered 
the  lodge  of  a  Cree  warrior  who  was 
dying  from  a  gun-shot  wound  received 
in  that  race-course  battle,  thirty-three 
days  before.  They  found  him  with 
his  arm  dreadfully  swollen,  while  the 
rest  of  his  body  was  a  skeleton.  The 
description  of  what  they  saw  is  so  cha- 
ractenstic  of  Indian  life  and  Indian 
death,  that,  painful  as  it  is,  we  give 
it  in  our  author's  words : — 

**  The  whole  scene  in  the  lodge  was 
of  the  most  melanchol^r  nature.  On  one 
side  lay  the  dying  warrior,  his  glassy  eye 
and  haggard  looks  revealing  the  agony 
which  neither  voice  nor  gesture  deiened 
to  tell;  near  him  was  a  child  about 
three  years  old,  with  its  shrivelled  flesh 
barely  concealing  its  bones,  whose 
ceaseless  moaning  formed  a  striking 
contrast  with  the  stubborn  endurance 
of  its  father ;  and  perhaps  the  most 
pitiable  object  in  the  tent  was  the  hapless 
wife  and  mother,  sinking  under  anxiety 
and  fatigue,  and  blending,  as  it  were,  in 
her  silent  dejection  at  once  the  apathy 
of  her  husband  and  the  sensibility  of  her 
boy.  But  this  physical  misery  excited 
more  of  our  sympathy  on  account  of  its 
superstitious  accompaniments.  During 
the  night  the  medicine-man  was  plying 
his  mystic  arts  to  restore  health  to  the 
sick,  while,  to  provide  agaiu&t  the  worst, 
drums  were  beating  to  drive  away  all 
evil  spirits.  What  a  picture  of  the 
fmits  of  barbarism  and  heathenism 
unitedl"— Vol.  i.,p.96. 

On  the  fourth  day  they  reached 
Fort  Pitt,  another  of*^  the  Company's 
stations,  having  suffered  some  incon- 
venience from  the  scarcity  of  water, 
and  crossing  one  vast  prairie,  where, 
though  there  seemed  to  be  none  of 


this  needful  element,  they  saw  buffa- 
loes,  wolves,  badgers,  foxes,  and  an- 
telopes. On  the  20th  of  July,  leavinjg 
Fort  Pitt,  they  proceeded  on  Aenr 
way,  and  in  somewhat  closer  order, 
as  they  were  crossing  the  territory  of 
the  hostile  Blackfeet.  In  this  side 
they  feasted  on  raspberries,  and  on 
the  serviceberry,  described  as  a  sort 
of  cross  betreen  the  cranberry  and  the 
black  currant,  and  much  used  in  the 
better  kind  of  pemmican.  They  also 
make  gratefVil  mention  of  the  eye- 
berry,  which  very  nearly  resembles 
the  strawberry,  both  in  appearance 
and  in  taste.  It  thrives  well  in  Bus- 
sia,  and  would,  no  doubt,  do  in  Eng- 
land.  The  country,  fdfler  leaving 
Fort  Pitt,  is,  at  first,  bold,  afterwanu 
they  crossed  an  arid  plain,  of  about 
twentv-five  miles,  and  then  reached 
the  Chaine  des  Lacs,  being  a  succes- 
sion of  small  lakes,  covering  a  dis- 
tance of  about  thirty  miles.  Skirting 
an  extensive  forest,  and  traversing  a 
plain  covered  with  a  luxuriant  vetch, 
they  arrived  at  Edmonton,  which  is  a 
weU-built  fort,  in  a  commanding  posi- 
tion on  the  banks  of  the  Saskatchewan. 
While  here  they  were  paid  the  peril- 
lous  compliment  of  a  visit  by  native 
chiefs,  Blackfeet,  Piegans,  Sarcees, 
and  Blood  Indians,  who  came  with  a 
camp  of  fifty  lodges,  followed  by  an- 
other six  times  as  large.  They  re- 
ceived the  presents  made  them,  not 
with  the  customary  indifference  of 
their  race,  but  with  ^anks,  and,  tak- 
ing the  governor  by  surprise,  made 
prayers  to  him  as  a  high  conjuror; 
the  substance  of  their  rapid  petitions 
being  that  their  horses  might  be  always 
swift,  that  the  buffalo  might  abound, 
and  that  their  wives  might  live  long 
and  look  young.  The  district  of  Sas- 
katchewan, as  the  vast  territory  be- 
tween Red  River  and  Edmonton  is 
called,  is  the  most  populous,  and  the 
richest  in  resources,  of  any  in  these 
regions  of  North  America,  and  yet  it 
appears  that  its  Indian  population, 
extending  over  an  area  larger  than  all 
England,  amounts,  at  the  present  day, 
to  no  more  than  16,780  souls. 

It  may  appear  that  the  hazards  and 
difficulties  of  the  way  fh)m  Red  River 
to  Edmonton  are  so  many  and  great, 
that  none  but  Indians,  or  a  par^  with 
the  aids  which  the  ffovemor  of  these 
provinces  was  enabled  to  conmiand, 
could  accomplish  it.  This  is  not  ex- 
actly the  case,  as  we  find  that  a  body 
of  emigrants  had  left  Red  River  a 
month   before  our  trayeUers,    irho. 
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moring  fiisier,  came  up  with  them  in 
sixteen  da^.  These  hardy  adven- 
turers consisted  of  twenty-tluree  fami- 
lies, agriculturists,  and  mostly  natives 
of  Bed  River  settlement.  Each  fa- 
mily had  two  or  three  carts,  covered 
with  awnings,  which  carried  the  wo- 
men, children,  and  their  fortunes, 
while  the  men  and  vouths  rode.  They 
marched  in  siode  nle,  and  their  cara- 
van, horsemen,  oands  of  horses,  cattle> 
and  dogs,  extended  more  than  a  mile 
in  length.  Vancouver  was  their  ob- 
ject,  and,  after  long  endurance  and 
many  perUs,  they  reached  it  safely. 

At  sunrise  oi  the  28th  July,  Sir 
George  Simpson  and  his  party  started 
irom  Edmonton,  with  another  long 
and  arduous  journey  before  them,  to 
Fort  Colville,  beyond  the  western  base 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  Their  way, 
for  the  first  day,  lay  across  a  country 
of  marshes  and  thickets,  and  through 
forests  that  had  been  nearly  destroyed 
by  fire>  and  where  the  fallen  timber 
caused  them  much  difficulty  ;  notwith- 
standing this,  having  recruited  their 
stud,  they  managed  to  accomplish  sixty 
miles  by  evening.  The  country  now 
indicated  their  approach  to  the  moun- 
tains,  and  they  encamped  on  the  banks 
of  Gull  Lake,  about  twenty  miles  in 
length  and  six  in  breadth,  and  which 
is  surrounded  by  high  hills,  the  re- 
motest summits  of  wmch^  to  the  west- 
ward, conunand  a  view  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  The  weather  was  warm, 
the  flies,  from  the  bull-dog  to  the  small 
moustique,  were  annoying  to  men  and 
beasts,  and  the  meat  not  keeping,  their 
larder  often  approached  zero.  Some- 
times the)[  feasted  on  venison,  some- 
times subsisted  on  porcupines.  Occa- 
•ionally,  too,  they  came  on  bands  of 
Indians,  and  the  Sarcees  who  frequent 
the  district  they  were  now  passing, 
are  regarded  as  the  boldest  of  all  the 
tribes  oetween  it  and  Red  River.  As 
they  advanced  higher  in  the  mountain 
regions,  even  the  willow  and  the  pop- 
lar disappeared,  and  pines,  wnose 
naked  stems  rose  to  an  unbroken  height 
of  eighty  or  a  hundred  feet,  were  the 
only  trees  they  saw.  Their  guide, 
whose  home  had  long  been  in  this 
neighbourhood,  led  them  through  a 
mountain  pass,  which  the  Indians  as- 
sured them  they  were  the  first  whites 
who  had  ever  attempted.  A  brief  ex- 
tract may  show  the  general  character 
of  the  scene : — 

**  In  the  morning  we  entered  a  defile 
between  moantaiaous  ridges,  marching, 
for  nine  hours,  through  dense  woo£. 


This  valley,  which  was  from  two  to 
three  miles  in  width,  contained  four 
beautiful  lakes,  communicating  with 
each  other  by  small  streams ;  and  the 
fourth  of  the  series,  which  was  about 
fifteen  miles  by  three,  we  named  aftftr 
Pechee,  asbeine  our  guide's  usual  home. 
At  this  place  lie  had  expected  to  find 
his  family ;  hat  Madame  Pechee  and  the 
children  had  left  their  encampment,  pro- 
bably on  account  of  a  scarcity  of  game. 
What  an  idea  of  the  loneliness  and  pre- 
oariousness  of  savage  life  does  this  sin- 
gle glimpse  of  the  biography  of  the  Pe- 
chees  suggest  ? 

**  Our  tents  were  pitched  in  a  level 
meadow,  of  about  five  hundred  acres  in 
extent,  enclosed  by  mountains  on  three 
sides,  and  by  Pechee's  Lake  on  the 
fourth.  From  the  very  edge  of  the 
water,  there,  rose  a  gentle  ascent  of  six 
or  eight  hundred  feet,  covered  with 
pines,  and  comnosed  almost  enthrely  of 
the  acoumulatea  fragments  of  the  ada- 
mantine heights  above  ;  and  on  the 
upper  border  of  this  slope  there  stood 
perpendicular  walls  of  granite,  of  three 
or  tour  thousand  feet,  while  among  the 
dizzy  altitudes  of  their  battlemented 
summits  the  goats  and  sheep  bounded 
with  playful  security." — Vol.  i.  p.  115. 

After  this  they  came  to  a  river, 
which  their  guide  assured  them  was 
Bow  River.  It  was  about  a  hundred 
and  fifty  yards  wide,  with  a  strong 
and  deep  current.  They  crossed  it, 
baggage  and  horses,  on  a  raft  covered 
with  willows,  which,  with  like  con- 
trivances in  overcoming  other  river 
difficulties,  may  remind  some  readers 
of  the  mode  in  which  the  Greeks  pass- 
ed the  Hydaspes,  with  Alexander,  or 
crossed  the  Euphrates,  in  the  time  of 
Cyrus. 

Although  the  weather  was  warm,  the 
water  was  extremely  cold,  being  form- 
ed, chiefiy,  of  melted  snow,  and,  like 
that  of  the  Alps,  it  is  known  to  give 
the  goitres.  On  the  following  day 
they  commenced  their  ascent  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  which  is  thus  de- 
scribed : — 

"  Next  morning  we  began  to  ascend 
the  mountains  in  right  earnest,  riding 
where  we  could,  and  walking  where  the 
horses  found  the  road  too  steep  to  carry 
us,  while  by  our  side  there  rushed  down- 
ward one  of  the  sources  of  the  Bow  Ri- 
ver. We  were  surrounded  by  peaks  and 
crags,  on  whose  summits  lay  perpetual 
snow ;  and  the  only  sounds  that  disturbed 
the  solitude  were  the  crackling  of  pros- 
trate branches  under  the  tread  of  our 
horses,  and  the  roaring  of  the  stream,  as 
it  leapt  down  its  rocky  course.  One 
peak  presented  a  very  pecnliar  featore, 
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in  an  opening  of  aboat  eighty  feet  by 
fifty,  which,  at  a  distance  might^have 
been  taken  for  a  spdt  of  snow,  but  which, 
as  we  advanced  nearer,  assumed  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  gateway  of  a  giant*s 
fortress. 

**  About  seven  hours  of  hard  work 
brought  us  to  the  height  of  land,  the 
hinee,  as  it  were,  between  the  eastern 
ana  the  western  waters,  ^ye  breakfasted 
on  the  level  isthmus,  which  did  not  ex- 
ceed fourteen  paces  in  width,  filling  our 
kettles  for  this  our  lonely  meal  from  the 
crystal  sources  of  the  Columbia  and  the 
Saskatchewan,  while  the  feeders  of  the 
two  opposite  oceans,  murmuring  over 
their  beds  of  mossy  stones,  as  if  to  bid 
each  other  a  long  farewell,  could  hardly 
fail  to  attune  our  minds  to  the  sublimity 
of  the  scene.  But  between  these  kindred 
fountains,  the  common  progeny  of  the 
same  snow-wreaths,  there  was  this  re- 
markable difference  of  temperature,  that 
the  source  of  the  Columbia  showed  40 
degrees,  while  that  of  the  Saskatchewan 
raised  the  mercury  to  53 J  degrees,  the 
thermometer,  meanwhile,  standing  as 
high  as  71  degrees  in  the  shade. 

•*  From  the  vicinity  of  perpetual  snow, 
we  estimated  the  elevation  of  the  height 
of  land  to  be  seven  or  eight  thousand 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  while  the 
surrounding  peaks  appeared  to  rise  half 
of  that  altitude  over  our  heads.  Still 
this  was  inferior  in  grandeur  to  that  of 
the  Athaabasca  Portage.  There  the  road, 
little  better  than  a  succession  of  glaciers, 
runs  through  a  region  of  perpetual  snow, 
where  nothing  that  can  be  called  a  tree 
presents  itself  to  relieve  and  cheer  the 
eve.  There,  too,  the  relative  position  of 
the  opposite  waters  is  such,  as  to  have 
hardly  a  parallel  on  the  earth's  surface ; 
for  a  small  lake,  appropriately  enough 
known  as  the  Committee's  Punch  Bowl, 
sends  its  tribute  from  one  end  to  the 
Columbia,  and  from  the  other  to  the 
M*Kenzie."— Vol.  i.  pp.  118-20. 

They  had  hardly  proceeded  half  a 
mile  in  their  descent,  before  they  felt 
a  difference  in  the  climate ;  and  we  are 
told  that  '*  the  same  clouds  have  been 
known  to  clothe  the  eastern  side  with 
hail  and  snow,  and  to  refresh  the  west- 
em  with  gentle  rain."  Our  limits,  we 
much  regret  to  say,  do  not  permit  us 
to  tell  of  the  toils  and  hazards  of  their 
still  long  journey  to  Fort  Colville. 
Groping  through  deep  ravines,  where 
the  sun  could  hardly  enter,  one  of 
which  is  described  as  "darkened  by 


perpendicular  walls  of  a  thousand  or 
fifteen  hundred  feet  in  height,  while,  to 
render  the  chasm  still  more  gloomy,  the 
opposite  crags  threw  forward  each  its 
own  forest  ofsombre  pines**  and  through 
which  the  sources  of  the  Columbia 
gushed.  Wending  their  way  through 
the  wet  and  tangled  bush,  or,  as  on  one 
occasion,  for  three  hours,  through  a 
burning  forest,  steering  through  dan- 
gerous marshes,  and  crossing  with  dif- 
ficulty many  a  rapid  river,  they  at 
length  presented  themselves,  with  tat- 
tered garments  and  crownless  hata,  at 
the  gateway  of  Fort  Colville,  there 
closing  their  ride  from  Red  River,  a 
distance  of  about  two  thousand  miles. 
For  the  six  weeks  and  five  days  which 
the  journey  occupied,  they  were  in  the 
saddle  from  dawn  to  sunset,  making 
from  Red  River  to  Edmonton  about 
fifty  miles  a-day  ;  and  from  the  latter 
station  to  Colville — the  difliculties 
being  greater — ^rather  less  than  fortv. 
Colville  stands  in  latitude  48°37'nortii, 
in  a  rich  valley  about  a  mile  from  the 
Columbia,  and  two  from  the  Chaudiere 
Falls,  where  salmon,  we  are  told,  are 
so  abundant,  that  as  manj  as  a  thou- 
sand, some  of  them  weighing  upwards 
of  forty  pounds,  have  ^en  caught  in 
a  single  day.  *  Leaving  their  horses  at 
Colville,  they  took  once  more  to  the 
canoe  and  running  rapids,  and  making 
portages  as  in  the  previous  voyage  from 
Montreal,  they  descended  the  Colum- 
bia to  Fort  Vancouver,  the  Company's 
station  on  the  Pacific,  there  terminat- 
ing their  transit  of  the  continent  of 
North  America,  at  its  widest  part,  the 
distance  being  about  five  thousand 
miles,  and  twelve  weeks  the  time  of 
actual  travelling. 

In  the  commencement  of  our  notice 
we  observed  that  the  two  great  features 
in  this  truly  grand  totlr  were — ^first, 
the  progress  from  the  Atlantic  across 
Arctic  America  to  the  Pacific — and 
next,  the  run  through  Siberia.  The 
former — ^part  little  known,  and  part 
altogether  new — subdivides  itself  into 
the  two  great  journeys,  fromMontreid 
to  Red  River,  and  thence  to  Van- 
couver. These  we  have  endeavoured 
to  trace,  and  faint  and  feeble  as  we 
know  the  outline  is — thanks  to  the  rich 
materials  of  a  good  book — it  can  hardly 
be  otherwise  uian  interesting. 


*  Between  the  salmon  of  the  Columbia  and  ours  there  is  thb  difference — **Tbe  flesh 
of  the  former  is  white,  while  its  head  is  more  bulky  and  less  pointed." — Vol.  i.  p.  1^. 
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IRISH   LANDLORDS — THE    LAND    COMMISSION*  REPORT.' 


The  unrolling  of  that  monster  mummy, 
•'  The  Report  of  Evidence  on  the 
Occupation  of  Land  in  Ireland,"  has 
commenced  ;  and,  as  the  task  is  con- 
fided to  the  agency,  and  directed  by 
the  intelligence  under  which  the  report 
was  prepared  (should  we  say  involved), 
we  are  permitted  to  hope  that  the  pro- 
cess of  development  may  be  conducted 
to  a  prosperous  conclusion,  and  that, 
at  less  cost  than  a  whole  life  of  study, 
we  may  learn  something  of  the  wisdom 
which  had  its  birth  in  the  confusing, 
if  not  conflicting,  testimonies  of  more 
than  eleven  hundred  witnesses,  and 
was  then  quietly  consigned  to  the  pile 
of  massy  folios  which  the  Land  Com- 
missioners have  had  erected,  as  an  apt 
and  bulky  monument  to  their  peripa- 
tetic labours.  Out  of  this  sepulchre 
the  buried  intelligence  is  now  evoked. 
It  is  disinterred,  and,  disembarrassed 
from  the  grave-clothes  in  which  it  was 
entangled  and  encumbered,  is  to  leave 
the  live  neglected  folios,  as  the  husk 
of  its  being,  behind,  and  to  win  the 
world's  attention  in  the  shape  of  two 
ffoodly  octavos.  Dare  we  venture  to 
hint,  that  we  should  hail  it  as  a  fur- 
ther improvement  were  we  to  witness 
a  still  closer  condensation  in  which 
we  saw  the  "two  single  gentlemen 
rolled  into  one." 

Let  it  not  be  imagined  that  we  have 
any  design  or  desire  to  undervalue  the 
disinterested  and  well-intentioned  la- 
bours of  the  Commissioners,  with  whose 
reports  we  make  thus  free.  We  would 
not  imply  a  doubt  of  their  integrity, 
their  zeai^  or  even  their  ability,  though 
we  mu8t>  with  all  due  respect,  deny 
the  praise  of  discretion  to  senators  who 
oould  wantonly  invite  the  worse  than 
worthless  swarms  of  witnesses  which 
hovered  around  the  ambulatory  tribu- 
nal of  the  Earl  of  Devon  and  his  asso- 
ciates. Clouds  of  testimony  their  de- 
positions might  well  be  styled — clouds 


which  "  dlirkened  cauBCiF' — which  the 
Commissioners,  if  they  were  unable 
to  disperse  them,  shoukl  endure^  but 
which  there  seems  to  be  no  su^cient 
excuse  for  summoning. 

"  Our  attention  (say  these  high  per- 
sonages in  their  report)  was,  in  the  first 
instance,  naturally  directed  to  an  exa- 
mination of  the  state  of  the  law  of  land- 
lord and  tenant,  and  the  practice  under 
it ;  and,  with  this  view,  we  examined 
many  of  the  assistant-barristers,  and 
agents  extensively  engaged  in  the  ma- 
nagement of  estates  in  difl^erent  parts  of 
the  country,  and  other  persons  whom 
we  thought  likely  to  give  us  general 
information.*'! 

This  was  wise  and  fair,  as  well  as 
natural.  Assistant-barristers,  agents^ 
and  other  persons  capable  of  giving  in- 
formation, were,  with  much  propriety, 
summoned  and  examined.  But  what 
can  be  thought  of  the  paragraph  im- 
mediately and  continuously  following : 

"  For  the  purpose,  also,  of  obtaining 
evidence  upon  the  subjects  of  our  in- 
quiry from  different  parts  of  the  conn- 
try,  and  from  various  classes  of  persons, 
we  addressed  the  letter  (No.  1,  append- 
ed to  this  report)  to  every  Board  of 
Guardians  throughout  the  country,  to 
every  Bishop  of  the  Established  Church, 
to  every  Roman  Catholic  Bbhop,  and 
to  the  heads  of  the  Presbyterian  Cnurcb, 
from  whom,  generally,  we  received  ma- 
terial assistance,  "t 

One  passage  from  this  ill-conceived 
circular  will  be  sufficient  to  explain  its 
character : — 

"  We  request  that  yon  will  do  us  the 
favour  to  point  out  such  individuals  as 
you  may  tnink  it  most  desirable  for  os 
to  examine,  and  will  also  point  out  to  us 
any  other  sources  from  which  you  think 
that  evidence  of  an  authentic  nature 
may  be  derived." 


•  *•  Digest  of  Evidence  taken  before  her  Majesty's  Commissioners  of  Inquiry 
into  the  State  of  the  Law  and  Practice  in  respect  to  the  Occupation  of  Land  in 
Ireland."  Part  I.  London :  Beggs  and  Son,  Parliament-street.  Dublin  i  Hodges 
and  Smith,  Orafton-street.    8vo,  pp.  702. 

t  "Report  of  the  Commissioners,"  &c.,  p.  5.         t  Ihid. 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  178. 
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By  complying  with  this  request,  the 
parties  addressed  are  encouraged  to 
believe  that  they  will  *'  render  mate- 
rial assistance  towards  attaining  the 
object  of  the  commission ;"  and,  ac- 
cordingly, they  contributed  a  liberal 
supply  of  testimony.  The  procedure 
was  not  wise.  Had  bishops  and  boards 
been  solicited  each  to  name  one,  or 
even  two  witnesses,  between  whom  the 
Commissioners,  if  they  thought  it  ne- 
cessary, could  choose,  it  is  not  impos- 
sible that  the  invitation  might  have 
been  innocuous,  if  not  expedient ;  but 
to  grant  an  unlimited  freedom  of  sug- 

festion — to  allow  of  the  sending  whole 
attalia  of  evidence — to  proclaim,  with- 
out the  poet*s  accompanying  caution. 


"  Lociu  est  et  pluribus  umbris 
Tu  quotus  eaie  yelli  refcrlbe," 


was  needlessly  to  court  confusion,  re- 
petition, sameness,  contradiction — to 
volunteer,  in  short,  facilities  for  ren- 
dering the  report  of  evidence  what  it 
18 ;  a  report  of  which  the  noble  earl, 
its  patron,  says,  very  mildly  and  with 
perfect  truth,  that  the  documents  of 
which  it  consists 

"  Have  not  received,  and  will  not  in 
their  present  shape  receive,  that  degree 
of  general  attention  which  the  impor- 
tance of  the  subject  might  justly  claim 
for  them."* 

And  there  is  another  provision, 
which  ought  to  have  been  inserted  in 
the  advertisement  for  witnesses.  They 
who  were  invited  to  supply  them, 
should  have  been  given  to  understand 
that  their  own  names,  as  well  as  those 
of  their  instruments,  should  be  made 
public,  not  in  gloho,  but  individually. 
Had  this  condition  been  observed,  the 
Commissioners  may  feel  assured  that 
their  report  of  evidence  would  have 
been  more  generally  read — would  have 
proved  more  generally  useful — would 
have  been  far  more  manageable  in 
its  dimensions,  and  far  less  libellous 
in  its  character.  In  its  present  form, 
the  report  is,  too  often,  a  vehicle  for 
personal  slander  and  invective.  It  fs 
not  enough  that  while  the  body  of  the 
page  parades  an  accusation,  the  roar- 
gin  shall  contain  references  to  some 


statement  in  which  it  is  contracUcted 
or  disproved. 

**  Whenever  the  evidence  had  refer- 
ence to  the  conduct  of  an  individual,  we 
felt  it  our  duty,  as  far  as  possible,  to 
communicate  with  him,  and  afford  everj 
opportunity  for  explanation.  The  state- 
ments forwarded  m  reply  to  our  circu- 
lars (Nos.  5  and  6),  by  those  who  did 
not  consider  it  necessary  to  tender  them.' 
selves  for  examination,  we  have  inserted 
in  the  Appendix  (omitting  such  passages 
as  appeared  to  be  irrelevant)  ;  and  we 
have  taken  care,  by  a  note  on  the  mar- 
gin of  the  evidence,  to  enable  a  refer- 
ence to  be  made  at  once  to  the  explana- 
nation,  and  a  judgment  to  be  thus  form- 
ed as  to  the  real  state  of  the  case.  In  the 
great  majority  of  cxtses,  this  course  of 
proceeding  has  appeared  to  give  satis- 
faction to  the  parties  concerned.'*— i7«> 
port^  p.  6. 

We  are  quite  free  to  avow  that, 
were  we  parties  thus  concerned,  we 
should  not  have  been  so  easily  satisfied. 
A  slander  which  has  been  disproved 
ought  not  to  appear  in  the  Report. 
It  is  not  enough  that  a  crow-quill  re- 
ference  shall  wait  on  it  in  the  mar- 
gin, directing  the  reader  to  insti- 
tute  a  search  for  the  answer  to  a 
charge,  and  for  the  arguments  bj 
which  the  merits  of  the  accusation  and 
of  the  defence  shall  be  ascertained. 
We  confidently  affirm  that  it  was  no 
part  of  the  duty  of  the  Commissiooers 
to  vend  calumnies ;  and  that,  injustice 
to  parties  slanderously  accused,  they 
should  have  effaced  from  their  pro- 
ceedings reports  prejudicial  to  indi- 
vidual character,  cmd  not  substantiated. 
Nor  was  it  enough  to  acquaint  an  in- 
dividual that  he  had  been  aspersed  by 
a  witness,  whose  name  he  may  proba- 
bly never  Iiave  heard  before.  The 
name  of  the  party  on  whose  recom- 
mendation such  witness  was  heard, 
should  also  have  been  communicated. 
In  many  an  instance  the  witness  may 
have  been  nothing  more  than  the  in- 
strument of  his  prompter's  malice; 
and  to  know  at  whose  request  he  was 
examined,  might  be  to  learn  the  most 
effectual  method  of  proving  his  testi- 
mony inadmissible. 

If  it  bo  said  that  persons  of  station 
and  authority  would  not  have  recom- 
mended  witnesses,   unless   their   own 


•  Digest— Prefatory  notice. 
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share  in  the  transaction  was  to  remain 
a  secret;  the  reply  is  obvious,  that 
their  abstinence  would  not  have  been 
prejudicial  to  the  objects  of  the 
inquiry.  The  witness  for  whom  his 
patron  would  not  be  an  acknowledged 
voucher^  should  not  have  had  her  Ma- 
jesty's Commissioners  for  sponsors. 
We  should  be  glad  to  know  what  the 
noble  chairman  would  have  thonght 
of  an  editor  who  used  the  columns  of  a 
public  journal,  as  the  facilities  afforded 
by  the  Royal  Commission  were  used 
on  this  occasion  by  her  miyesty's  ser- 
vants. Let  it  be  supposed  that  an 
advertisement  appears  in  a  leading 
journal,  or  a  circular  issues  from  its 
conductors,  calling  on  certain  parties 
to  recommend  witnesses,  who  are  to 
depose  to  matters  effecting  the  relation 
between  landlord  and  tenant;  that 
pursuant  to  this  invitation,  numerous 
charges  are  preferred  against  gentle- 
men of  good  repute,  by  parties  wholly 
unknown,  or  known  only  to  be  dis- 
regarded ;  that  notice  of  these  charges 
is  given  to  the  parties  immediately  con- 
cerned, and  permission  conceded  to 
them  to  put  in,  if  it  please  them,  a 
reply.  No  sane  man  would  be  satis- 
fied with  such  a  permission.  The  ac- 
cuser was  not,  in  all  probability,  the 
real  delinquent.  He  who  forwarded, 
or  who  directed,  his  calumny  to  the 
press,  was  the  real  libeller ;  and  the 
aggrieved  party  could  not  have  justice 
done  him  unless  the  journal  refused 
to  insert  the  false  charge — could  not 
have  redress  unless  the  name  of  his 
secret  enemy,  the  suborner  of  false 
witness*  were  made  known  to  him. 
In  one  respect  our  parallel  is  incom- 
plete ;  the  journalist  can  be  made 
answerable,  in  his  own  person,  for  the 
transgressions  of  his  paper — commis- 
sioners may  abuse  their  trust  with  im- 
pimity ;  but  certainly  **  the  course  of 
proceeding**  in  which  they  do  evil,  is 
net  the  more  satisfactory  because  it 
affords  no  opportunity  of  redress. 

Unsatisfactory  as  such  procedures 
must  be  to  the  parties  fm mediately 
concerned,  they  are  not  less  so  to  the 
public.  It  is  not  for  his  amusement 
a  reader  will  have  recourse  to  the 
evidence  on  the  occupation  of  land  in 
Ireland  ;  and  it  is  not  held  profitable 
for  instruction  to  peruse  the  invec- 
tives and  complaints  with  which  one 
page  is  covered,  only  for  the  purpose 
.  of  learning  from  another  that  they 


were  all  falsehood,  and  had  their  origin 
in  misunderstanding  or  malice.  It  is 
not  thus  a  reader's  time  should  be 
wasted.  If,  indeed,  it  were  the  Com- 
missioners* purpose  to  supply  proof  of 
various  kinds  that  there  is  a  wicked 
conspiracy  against  Irish  landlords — a 
conspiracy  which  knows  the  efficacy  of 
slander,  as  well  as  it  understands  the 
force  of  deadly  weapons,  and  which 
will  dare  to  convert  a  royal  commis- 
sion into  its  minister,  as  it  would  hire 
an  assassin,  and  misinform  or  misdirect 
a  newspaper,  it  may  have  been  wise 
and  good,  in  the  execution  of  such  a 
purpose,  to  show  how  calumnies  are 
hazarded.  But  more  should  have  been 
done  :  the  witnesses  should  have  come 
up  ticketed  and  labelled — witnesses  of 
the  bishops,  of  the  boards,  of  the  Re- 
peal Association  (for  this  body,  it  ap- 
pears sent  up  its  quota) — all  should 
be  known  according  to  their  respec- 
tive troops,  so  that  when  a  reader  was 
at  a  loss  to  know  why  testimony, 
which  had  been  thoroughly  disproved, 
was,  yet,  reported,  he  had  but  to  con- 
sult the  Index,  in  order  to  learn  that 
the  report  is  given,  not  because  a  value 
is  set  upon  falsehood,  but  for  the  pur- 
pose of  indirectly  implicating  the  party 
recommending,  in  the  guilt  of  his  no- 
minee. Had  a  course  like  this  been 
adopted,  one  great  part  of  the  Report 
would  not  be  dedicated  to  the  ofBce  of 
neutralising  another  part,  and  damag- 
ing the  whole  ;  readers  would  not  be 
placed  under  the  necessity  of  examin- 
ing irrelevant  falsehood  while  occupied 
in  a  search  for  truth;  and  an  invitation 
to  furnish  evidence  on  a  subject  of  ge- 
neral interest,  would  not  be  used  as  an 
occasion  for  gratifying  private  malice, 
and  circulating  slander. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that 
*'  the  course  of  proceeding"  which  has 
provoked  these  comments,  rendered  a 
Digest  indispensable,  if  the  evidence 
taken  before  the  Commissioners  of 
Land  Inquiry  were  to  be  available  for 
any  good  ;  and  we  willingly  accord  to 
the  Earl  of  Devon  the  praise  of  having 
made  a  judicious  choice,  in  selecting 
the  Messrs.  Kennedy  as  the  agents  by 
whom  his  design  was  to  be  carried  into 
execution.  Intimately  acquainted  as 
one  of  these  gentlemen  was  with  the 
whole  process  of  inquiry,  prepared  as 
was  the  other  by  his  professional  habits 
and  studies  for  the  task  assigned  to 
them,  the  abilities  of  both  were  likely 
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to  be  exerted^  and  have  been  exerted 
successfully ;  and  the  reader  may  feel 
a  confident  persuasion  that  if  there 
be  any  merit  in  the  Report,  it  will 
not  be  overlooked  or  lost  in  the  Digest. 

Of  this  performance  one  part  has 
been  given  to  the  public — the  other  is 
promised.  We  could  wish  that  some  of 
the  deferred  subjects  had  precedence  of 
topics  now  before  us  in  the  published 
volume.  It  would  seem  very  season- 
able to  have  the  chapters  on  Valua- 
tion, on  Rent,  on  County  Cess,  and 
other  charges  brought  under  discus- 
sion before  or  during  the  meeting  of 
parliament.  But  we  must  not  be  too 
exacting;  authors  and  editors  must 
be  indulged  in  the  permission  to  choose 
their  own  course  of  inquiry,  and  their 
own  mode  of  arrangement ;  and,  thank- 
ful for  what  they  offer  for  our  instruc- 
tion, we  should  content  ourselves  with 
a  hope  that  the  information  we  re- 
quire, with  some  little  impatience,  will 
be  found  ready  for  use  before  it  is  too 
late  to  derive  advantage  from  it. 

The  portion  of  the  Digest  now  pub- 
lished contains  matter,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, of  undeniable  importance,  as 
even  its  table  of  contents  gives  assur- 
ance. Besides  the  prefatory  notice 
from  the  Earl  oi  Devon,  ana  an  in- 
troductory chapter,  by  the  editors,  on 
the  relation  of  landlord  and  tenant,  it 
contuns  a  summary  of  evidence,  illus- 
trated by  well-chosen  extracts,  on  the 
subjects  following : — "  1.  Agriculture. 
2.  Draining  and  Subsoiling.  3.  Farm- 
buildings.  4.  Compensations  for  te- 
nants' permanent  iin;  rovements.  5. 
Capital.  6.  Tenure.  7.  Tenant-right, 
or  sale  of  good  will.  8.  Agrarian 
Outrages.  9.  Farmers.  10.  Size  of 
Farms.  11.  Subdivision  of  Farms. 
12.  Consolidation  of  Farms.  13.  La- 
bourers. 14.  Con-acre.  15.  Allot- 
ments. 16.  Waste  lands  and  Emigra- 
tion." 

The  prevailing  impression  left  on 
the  mina  after  a  perusal  of  the  chap- 
ters in  which  these  [grave  topics  are 
discussed,  is  one  of  deep  but  not  hope- 
less alarm.  The  evils  of  our  condi- 
tion are  unsparingly  enumerated  and 
described ;  the  dangers  inseparable 
from  such  a  state  of  things  are  set 
forth  faithfully,  and  without  exagge- 
ration ;  and  a  monitory  tone  pervades 
the  whole  performance,  urging  upon 
mil  who  have  wisdom  to  advise,  and  will 
to  sacrifice  and  endure,  the  necessity 


of  devising  and  adopting,  without  de- 
lay, such  measures,  protective  and  re- 
medial, as  may  prevent  a  fatal  catas- 
trophe. The  danger  is  how  to  act  on 
advice  of  this  description  without  pre- 
cipitating the  catastrophe  by  the  very 
measures  adopted  for  the  purpose  of 
averting  it*  The  great  end  to  be  ob- 
tained is,  to  effect  such  an  adjustment 
of  the  relation  between  landlord  and 
tenant  as  may  be  mutually  beneficial ; 
and  the  extreme  difiiculty  of  the  task 
must  be  apparent  to  all  who  reflect  od 
the  uncertainty  which  may  cover,  for 
some  time  longer,  the  questions  which 
continually  arise  as  to  the  value  of 
agricultural  property.  The  crisis 
through  which  our  institutions  are  to 
be  protected,  is  one  in  which  indivi- 
dual character  would  be  of  especial 
importance;  in  which  a  good  under- 
standing between  parties  engaged  in 
relations  mutually  profitable  might 
prove  more  than  ordinarily  beneficial ; 
in  which  kindly  feelings,  manifesting 
themselves  in  a  reciprocity  of  good 
offices,  would  suggest  remedies  for  diffi- 
culties as  they  arise,  far  more  effica- 
cious and  appropriate  than  legislation 
could  embrace  or  imagine ;  and  in  this 
crisis,  for  which,  it  may  be  confidently 
affirmed,  the  precepts  of  the  Gospel 
make  ample  provision,  and  for  which, 
considering  its  various,  complicated, 
unforeseen,  and  incessant  perils  and 
emergencies,  no  human  sagacity  can 
provide  by  law,  it  is  alarming  to  feel 
that  the  tendency  to  court  parliament- 
ary interference  is  so  prevailing,  and 
that  endeavours  to  disparage  and  dis- 
concert ^those  benevolent  affections, 
which  might  be  rendered  the  most 
powerful  agents  in  reclaiming  society, 
are  unceasing  and  unscrupulous.  Were 
the  good  dispositionB  of  good  landlords 
to  tidte  effect,  we  could  well  afford  to 
wait  for  a  more  settled  season  before 
enacting  new  laws  ;  and  we  should  be 
protected  from  the  danger  of  entering 
on  a  course,  or  continuing  in  it,  which 
threatens  to  confound  the  evil  with  the 
good,  imposing  on  generosity  and  ii 
dulgence  the  penalties  of  crime,  ax 
supplying  the  selfish  with  excuse,  if 
not  reason,  for  becoming  confirmed  in 
sordid  practices. 

But  this  is  the  old  story.  Laws  are 
designed  for  the  evil,  not  the  good  ; 
they  are  protections  against  iniquity. 

••  Jura  inrenta  meta  iojucti  fatean  neoeiM  e*t, 
Temp(»a  ti  f^wtosque  Telii  erolrere  mnndl.** 
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We  must  turn  from  this  raoralising 
strain  into  which  we  have  heen  uncon- 
sciously ledy  and  give  the  reader  some 
notices  of  the  work  which  has  suggest- 
ed our  ohservations. 

The  Digest  opens  spiritedly  and 
well.  The  editors  address  themselves 
at  once  to  the  matter  of  most  concern, 
and  show  that  the  great  rule  of  com- 
position is  univers^dly  applicable.  In 
truth  and  fiction,  in  works  of  instruc- 
tion as  well  as  in  those  of  fancy  and 
taste,  the  author  will  be  wise  who 
plunges  at  once  **  in  medias  res,'*  as 
the  editors  of  the  Digest  do  in  the  fol- 
lowing, their  opening  passage : — 

Page  1— «*  The  whole  of  that  vast 
mass  of  evidence  taken  by  the  Com- 
missioners in  reference  to  the  mutual 
relation  exbting  between  the  proprie- 
tors and  occupiers  of  land  in  Ireland,  is 
at  once  conclusive,  painfully  interesting, 
and  most  portentous  in  its  character. 

•*  It  proves  that  the  safety  of  the 
country,  and  the  respective  interests  of 
both  those  classes,  call  loudly  for  a 
cautious  but  immediate  adjustment  of 
the  gprave  questions  at  issue  between 
them.  In  every  district  of  the  country 
we  find  that  a  widely-spread  and  daily- 
increasing  confusion  as  to  the  respective 
rights  and  claims  of  these  classes  exists ; 
and  it  is  impossible  to  reject  the  con- 
viction, that  unless  they  be  distinctly 
defined  and  respected,  much  social  dis- 
order and  national  inconvenience  must 
inevitably  be  the  consequence. 

"  It  appears,  on  the  other  hand,  that 
the  tenant  claims  what  he  calls  a  tenant- 
right  in  the  land^  irrespective  of  any 
legal  claim  vested  in  him,  or  of  any  im- 
provement effected  by  him;  that  the 
value  of  this  claim  is  estimated  at  dif- 
ferent rates  in  different  localities  ;  that 
it  is  rather  openly  admitted  or  silently 
acquiesced  in  by  the  landlords  in  some 
districts,  whilst  it  is  considerably  re- 
stricted or  absolutely  denied  by  others. 

**  In  the  North  of  Ireland  this  system 
is  pretty  generally  either  authorized  or 
connived  at  by  'the  landlord ;  and  it  is 
not  uncommon  for  a  tenant  without  a 
lease  to  sell  the  bare  privilege  of  occu- 
pancy or  possession  of  his  farm  without 
any  visible  sign  of  improvement  having 
been  made  by  him,  at  from  ten  to  six- 
teen, up  to  twenty  and  even  forty  years* 
purchase  of  the  rout ;  and  the  compara- 
tive tranquillity  of  that  district  may, 
perhaps,  be  mainly  attributable  to  this 
fact. 

Page  2 — "  In  the  north,  where  it  is 

Permitted,   agrarian   crimes    are   rare, 
n  other  places,  where  it  is  resisted, 
they  are  of  common  occurrence." 


The  apprehensions  expressed  by  the 
editors  are  not  chimerical,  nor  did  they 
over-estimate  the  importance  of  havin? 
the  great  question  which  arises  out  of 
the  occupation  of  land,  wisely  and 
justly  settled.  The  tenant  has  a  moral 
right  to  be  recompensed  for  his  per- 
manent improvements.  To  convert 
the  moral  right  into  a  legal,  would  be 
desirable  for  all  parties  concerned; 
and  when  terms  of  compensation  can 
be  arranged,  such  as  will  i^ply  to  the 
great  variety  of  cases  which  are  to  be 
considered,  we  shall  be  rejoiced  to  see 
a  law  enacted  which  shall  be  respective 
alike  of  the  landlord's  title  and  the 
tenant's  interest.  But  we  do  not  like 
to  see  laws  passed  which  seem  framed 
for  the  encouragement  of  litigation,  and 
we  are  therefore  desirous  that  no  law  on 
tenant-right  or  compensation  for  im* 
provement  shall  be  framed  in  a  hurry. 

The  subject  of  tenant-right  is  dis- 
cussed at  large  in  a  subsequent  chap- 
ter, in  which  its  advantages,  inconve- 
niencies,  and  dangers  are  faithfully 
detailed.  There  is,  however,  one 
opinion  of  the  editors  which  we  would 
be  slow  to  adopt,  and  we  state  our 
objection  to  it  here,  because  we  are 
aware  that  it  has  very  general  accep- 
tance among  those  who  are  esteemed 
authorities  on  questions  arising  out  of 
the  social  state  of  Ireland.  The  "  firee- 
dom  of  the  north  from  agrarian  out- 
rage," is  ascribed  mainly  to  the  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  tenant-right  in  the 
province  of  Ulster.  This  we  believe 
to  be  a  very  erroneous  judgment. 
The  facts  are  admitted,  that  Ulster  is 
tranquil,  and  that  the  custom  of  tenant- 
right  prevails  there,  but  we  are  per- 
suaded that  the  prevalence  of  that 
custom  is  rather  a  proof  than  a  cause 
of  the  tranquillity  which  it  has  not  the 
power  to  disturb.  We  believe  that 
"tenant-right"  is  a  result  from  the 
state  of  society  in  the  north,  and  are 
persuaded  that  so  far  from  conducing 
to  the  tranquillity  of  other  parts  of 
Ireland,  it  would  be  an  element  of  dis- 
order and  confusion  wherever  the 
ameliorating  influences  of  Ulster  were 
not  exerted  upon  it.  In  the  transfer 
of  farms  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  it  is 
to  be  remembered  that  the  landlord 
exercises  a  veto  upon  the  nomination 
of  a  successor,  and  pronounces  on  the 
amount  of  purchase  money.  The  lat- 
ter exercise  of  authority  may  not  be 
absolute ;  by  collusion  between  the  out- 
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going  and  incoming  tenant  it  may  be 
evaded,  but  the  former  power  gives 
assurance  against  every  gross  abuse  of 
privilege.  Could  such  a  power  be 
exerted  in  any  district  where  there 
was  not  the  security  which  prevails  in 
Ulster  ?  Dare  a  landlord  in  various 
parts  of  the  south  or  west  prosecute 
the  inquiries  and  exercise  the  autho- 
rity essential  to  the  safe  indulgence  of 
the  tenant-right  ?  We  would  not  ad- 
vise such  boldness.  In  truth,  tenant- 
right  is  a  stringent  test  of  the  state  of 
society  where  it  is  admitted.  The 
constitution  to  which  it  does  not  prove 
fatal  must  be  sound.  In  the  north  it 
has  been  the  natural  growth  of  mutual 
good  understanding  and  good  offices 
between  landlord  and  tenant,  of  an 
improving  intercourse,  cultivated  under 
favourable  circumstances  and  amid 
wholesome  influences,  and  it  partakes 
of  the  qualities  of  the  condition  in  which 
it  has  grown  ;  to  transplant  it  without 
most  careful  preparation,  to  an  uncon- 
genial state  of  society,  would  be  per- 
nicious. It  would  be  to  introduce  a 
new  element  of  disunion  and  disorder 
where  noxious  things  grow  fastest. 
Tenants  would  form  chimerical  esti- 
mates of  its  value;  landlords  would 
soon  feel  all  its  inconveniencies.  It 
would  soon  suggest  excuses  for  post- 
poning the  payment  of  rent ;  would  be 
appealed  to  as  security  where  loans 
were  contracted;  would  be  looked  to 
as  the  provision  for  children ;  and 
when  the  landlord  sought  to  make  it 
available  for  the  payment  of  arrears  of 
rent,  he  would  probably  succeed  in 
making  or  in  exasperating  as  many 
conspirators,  as  the  assertion  of  his 
right  had  disappointed  expectants.  If 
the  system  of  the  north  is  to  be  intro- 
duced into  Munster,  society  must  be 
prepared  for  it.  The  tenant-right 
should  be  regarded,  not  as  a  specific, 
but  a  test ;  and  instead  of  hoping  to 
tranquillize  a  distracted  state  of  society 
by  its  admission,  tranquillity  must  have 
been  already  induced  and  confirmed, 
in  order  to  render  the  new  element  of 
disorder  innocuous. 

The  chapters  on  agriculture  and 
draining  contain  much  useful  infor- 
mation, and  are  hopeful,  even  in  their 
accounts  of  the  extreme  imperfection 
of  our  present  ag^ricultural  system. 
The  capabilities  of  improvement  are 
proved  to  be  great,  and  methods  are 
shown  by  which  our  neglected  resources 


can  be  effectually  developed.  We 
have  much  to  learn,  and  much  power, 
as  well  as  scope,  to  improve. 

Page  13 — **  The  general  tenor  of  the 
evidence  given  before  theCommissioiiers, 
proves  that,  with  the  exception  of  some 
districts  in  the  north,  and  some  partico- 
lar  localities  and  estates,  or  individual 
farms  in  other  parts  of  the  country,  the 
usual  agricultural  practice  throughout 
Ireland  is  defective  in  the  highest  de- 
gree, whether  as  regards  the  permaneat 
f>reparation  and  improvement  of  the 
and  essential  to  successful  tilla^,  the 
limited  selection  of  the  crops  oultivated, 
or  the  relative  succession  and  tillage  of 
those  crops.  But  it  likewise  gives,  at 
the  same  time,  the  encouraging  proofs, 
that  where  these  exceptions  exist,  where 
judicious  exertions  have  been  niade  to 
improve  the  state  and  texture  of  the 
soil,  and  to  introduce  a  more  desirable 
and  extensive  selection  and  rotatioa  of 
crops,  these  exertions  have  been  at- 
tenaed  with  the  most  striking  success 
and  profit. 

Page  14—."  It  has  been  stated  almost 
universally  throughout  the  evidence, 
that  the  lands  in  nearly  every  district 
in  Ireland  require  drainage ;  that  the 
drainage  and  deep  moving  of  the  lands 
or  subsoiling  have  prov^  most  remi- 
nerative  operations  wherever  they  have 
been  applied;  that  these  operations 
have  been,  as  yet,  introduced  but  to  a 
very  limited  extent. 

"  That  the  mass  of  tho  lands  is  held 
by  small  working  farmers. 

"  That  the  small  farmers  and  la- 
bourers are,  for  considerable  portioDS 
of  the  year,  in  search  of  employment 
which  they  cannot  obtain. 

*'  That  the  most  valuable  crops  and 
the  most  profitable  rotations  cannot  be 
adopted  on  wet  lands,  &c.  &c. 

Page  16 — "  Many  witnesses  attribute 
the  general  apathy  in  farming  improve- 
ments to  a  want  of  knowled^  amongst 
the  farming  classes;  and  they  recom- 
mend, as  an  obvious  remedy,  the  exten- 
sion of  agricultural  schools,  with  model 
farms,  and  agricultural  societies,  on  an 
improved  principle  of  action,  throughout 
the  country. 

Page  77 — "  The  evidence  given  upon 
drainage  may  be  divided  into  two 
classes.  First,  that  which  refers  to 
opening  the  great  drainage  basins  of 
the  country,  by  deepening  and  widening 
rivers,  and  cutting  general  water- 
courses, with  a  view  to  relieve  entire 
districts  or  considerable  tracts  of  land 
from  constant  submersion  or  occasional 
inundation,  and  likewise  to  facilitate 
the  second  class  of  drainage,  which 
consists  in  relieving  individual    hrmM 
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aad  fields  from  saperflaous  mois- 
ture. 

**  The  first  class,  or  general  drainag'e, 
having  been  placed  under  the  particular 
charge  of  a  competent  public  depart- 
ment, armed  with  the  requisite  legisla- 
tive powers,  the  attention  of  the  Com- 
missioners appears  to  have  been  given 
more  particularly  to  the  second  branch 
of  the  subject,  or  farm  drainage.  And 
it  is  only  requisite  here  to  observe,  that 
utany  of  the  objections  made  in  the  evi- 
dence, with  respect  to  the  rules  under 
which  the  general  drainage  of  the 
country  was  then  conducted,  would  not 
now  be  applicable,  as  the  acts  in  force 
at  that  time  have  been  considerably 
modified  and  amended  by  subsequent 
acts  of  parliament. 

•*  It  may,  therefore,  be  fairly  assumed, 
that  this  most  important  branch  of  the 
subject  is  placed  on  a  sound  basis,  and 
is  receiving  that  close  attention  from 
the  able  men  charged  with  its  superin- 
tendance,  that  sh^l  insure  the  gradual 
removal  of  all  that  may  yet  appear  ob- 
jectionable in  the  details. 

"  It  is,  no  doubt,  proved  to  be,  in 
many  districts,  the  essential  preliminary 
upon  which  the  execution  of  farm  drain- 
age depends. 

*'  The  testimony  is  quite  unanimous — 
first,  as  to  the  great  extent  to  which 
farm  drainage  is  required  in  every  dis- 
trict in  Ireland;  secondly,  as  to  the 
impossibility  of  introducmg  the  im- 
proved and  most  profitable  crops  and 
modes  of  cultivation  on  wet  lands,  until 
such  drainage  shall  have  been  effected ; 
thirdly,  as  to  the  enormous  profit  at- 
tending such  drainage  operations — a 
profit.so  large,  that  the  testimony  of  the 
most  capable  witnesses,  based  on  their 
own  practical  experience,  states  that 
the  whole  cost  of  thorough  draining 
their  land  has  been  paid  back  to  them 
by  the  consequent  increase  of  crop,  in 
periods  from  one  to  three  years ;  and 
scarcely  any  witness  who  was  examined 
calculates  beyond  seven  years,  the  period 
required  thus  to  bring  back  the  amount 
he  had  invested  in  such  an  improve- 
ment. 

"  The  vital  importance  of  the  second 
consideration  above  stated,  as  to  the 
impossibility  of  introducing  the  improved 
and  most  profitable  crops  and  mode  of 
cultivation  on  wet  lands,  until  such 
drainage  shall  have  been  effected,  has 
been  fearfully  increased  since  the  Land 
Commission  evidence  was  received. 

**  It  must  be  kept  in  mind,  that  since 
that   period,    the    destruction    of  the 

feneral  crop  upon  which  the  population 
epended  for  existence,  has  occurred. 
**That    this  destruction   has  taken 
place  under  circumstances  which  must 


have  warned  discreet  men  against  the 
risk  of  planting  the  potato  extensively 
in  future. 

"  That  there  is  no  other  crop  which 
can  be  successfully  substituted  in  the 
lands  in  their  present  state,  by  merely 
following  the  ordinary  modes  of  tillage 
fitting  for  such  crops. 

"  That,  in  fact,  the  Irish,  or  lazy-bed 
method  of  planting  potatoes,  supplied 
the  most  minute  conceivable  system  of 
artificial  drainage  for  that  one  crop, 
although  the  ground  was  not  perma- 
nently drained  by  it ;  and,  theretbre,  to 
insure  the  growth  of  any  substitute,  not 
being  an  aquatic  plant,  some  similar 
precaution  must  be  adopted,  until  the 

Sermanent  thorough  drainage  shall  have 
een  effected. 
*'  That  the  most  useful  substitutes 
for  the  potato,  as  beet-root,  man|;el- 
wurzel,  carrots,  parsnips,  and  turnips, 
not  only  require  that  the  land  should  be 
well  drained,  but  they  likewise  require 
that  it  should  be  much  more  deeply 
moved,  and  more  perfectly  pulverized, 
than  for  potato  culture." 

The  fears  expressed  in  the  latter 
part  of  this  extract  will  now  perhaps 
be  esteemed  groundless  by  many,  but 
they  do  not  materially  affect  the  value 
of  the  editor's  reasoning.  They  merely 
show  the  species  of  uncertainty  which 
attaches  to  that  mysterious  energy  by 
which  God  causes  his  earth  to  give 
food  for  his  creatures.  *^  In  his  hands 
are  the  issues  of  life,"  and  of  all  "  ap- 
pertaining unto  life ;"  and>  in  his  mercy, 
he  makes  us  feel  our  dependance  on 
Him,  by  so  baffling  human  calcula- 
tion as  to  keep  perpetually  before  us 
the  imperfection  of  all  finite  and  se- 
condary causes. 

The  obstacles  to  the  prosecution  of 
those  works  of  improvement  which 
the  editors  recommended  as  remunera- 
tive are  to  be  found  mainly  in  the  ig- 
norance and  the  poverty  of  the  people 
— want  of  security  for  the  investment 
of  capital  also  proves  a  discourage- 
ment to  the  enterprises  of  some  weal- 
thy farmers.  Landlords,  it  is  manifest, 
should  take  a  lead  in  the  work  of  im- 
provement wherever  it  is  in  their 
power,  and,  by  due  exertion,  the  funds 
placed  by  government  at  the  disposal 
of  the  Board  of  Works,  may  be  ren- 
dered available  for  their  uses.  The 
editoi's  of  the  Digest  have  prefixed  to 
their  chapter  on  capital  a  valuable 
summary  of  evidence,  from  which  we 
offer  the  following  extracts : — 
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Page  193»"  From  the  evidence  eivea 
upon  the  subject  of  capital  in  Ireland, 
as  applicable  to  farming  purposes — its 
deficiency,  the  causes  producing  that 
deficiency,  and  their  effects,  and  the 
modes  by  which  the  various  classes  seek 
to  supply  a  remedy — the  following  ap- 
pear to  be  the  substance  of  the  most 
important  statements  adduced,  vis. : — 
'*  That  there  is  an  absolute  deficiency 
of  capital  amongst  the  farming  classes, 
for  tne  profitable  cultivation  of  their 
lands. 

•*  That  this  deficiency  is  increased  by 
disinclination,  particularly  amongst  the 
small  farmers,  to  invest  on  their  farms 
such  money  capital  as  they  possess. 

Page  194—"  That  the  general  me- 
thods for  supplying  the  deficiency  of 
capital,  are,  ror  the  larger  classes  of 
farmers,  through  the  regular  banks ; 
and,  for  the  small  farmers  and  labourers, 
through  loan  funds  and  local  usurers. 

"  That  the  rent  is  often  paid  by  dis- 
counting three  months'  bills,  which  are 
frequently  renewed. 

**  That  the  bank  interest  on  bills  is 
generally  five  or  six  per  cent.,  and  the 
rate  charged  for  discounting,  including 
the  charge  for  stamps  and  commission, 
amounts  to  10  or  12  per  cent,  per 
annum. 

*•  That  the  more  extensive  farmers 
are  those  who  chiefly,  though  not  ex- 
clusively, raise  money  at  banks. 

*•  That  the  agents  or  proprietors  are 
frequently  involved  in  these  bill  trans- 
actions. 

"  That  the  practice  of  borrowing 
from  banks  is  very  injurious  to  the 
tenants. 

**  That  the  interest  paid  by  the  needy 
man  to  local  usurers  frequently  ranges 
from  25  to  100  per  cent. 

**  That  local  usurers  are  generally 
meal-mongers. 

**  That  the  borrower  from  the  meal- 
monger  frequently  negociates  his  loan 
by  purchasing  a  certain  quantity  of  meal 
on  credit,  at  twice  its  value,  giving  his 
obligation  and  security,  and  then  selling 
it  back  to  the  usurer  at  the  market  price 
for  ready  money.  One  witness  states 
that  he  has  known  the  same  bag  of  meal 
to  be  sold  and  resold  in  this  way  to 
twelve  or  fifteen  successive  persons. 

Page  196 — "  That  various  expenses, 
added  to  the  loss  of  time  incurred  by 
attendance  at  the  loan-fund  office,  in- 
crease the  actual  cost  of  loans  very 
much  above  the  rate  of  interest  actually 
paid  to  the  loan-office. 

"  That  the  fines  imposed  on  those  who 
pay  their  instalments  irregularly,  also 
much  increase  the  burden. 

"  That  in  addition  to  the  loss  of  time 
incurred  by  paying  weekly  instalments, 


that  mode  of  payment  is  ill  suited  to 
small  farmers,  as  they  have  not,  in  ge- 
neral, any  means  of  raising  small  sums 
of  money  at  close  intervals. 

**  That  this  last  objection  does  not 
apply  to  the  cases  of  labourers  in  con- 
stant employment,  of  mechanics,  or  of 
those  small  farmers  who  can  procure  a 
constant  market  for  their  dairy  pro- 
duce. 

"  That  to  raise  the  instalments,  far- 
mers are  sometimes  obliged  to  soli  a 
small  portion  of  turf,  or  potatoes,  or  to 
pawn  their  clothes. 

**  That  the  existence  of  a  loan-fund 
has  been  known  to  contribute  to  the 
prosperity  of  pawnbroking  establish- 
ments, and  of  local  usurers. 

«*  That  the  loan-funds  ^ve  an  oppor- 
tunity of  readily  procuring  money  to 
meet  temporary  difficulties,  and  thereby 
foster  improvident  habits. 

**  That,  as  loan-funds  are  osoallv 
constituted,  the  highest  praise  which 
can  with  truth  bo  allowed  to  them  is, 
that  they  are  less  immediately  ruinous 
than  private  usurers. 

*<  That  the  evils  of  loan-funds  arise 
from  the  abuse  and  mismanagement  of 
these  institutions. 

**  That  if  properly  managed,  and  the 
loans  only  given  for  reproductive  pur- 
poses, they  may  be  most  useiiil." 

It  is  not  rash  to  affirm  that  many  of 
the  evils  here  alluded  to  might  be  cor- 
rected by  combination  among  vigilant 
and  prudent  landlords^  alive  to  their 
duty,  and  resolute  to  discharge  it.  And 
we  would  also  observe,  that,  in  esti- 
mating the  capital  at  their  disposal,  its 
amount  ought  not  to  be  computed  by 
the  sums  they  are  able  to  raise  in 
actual  money.  In  a  country  where 
labour  can  be  made  reproductive, 
whatever  may  serve  as  wages  of  labour 
is  capital,  and  the  surplus  produce  of 
a  farm  may  return  a  far  better  price 
if  the  payment  be  made  in  drainage  of 
the  field  than  it  could  yield  as  money 
price  in  the  market.  We  are  do  advo- 
cates for  a  general  system  of  barter* 
aware,  as  all  observant  persons  must 
be,that  it  affords  opportunities  of  fraud 
ample  enough  to  justify  its  name,  but 
we  feel  that  a  name  ought  not  to  de^ 
ter  an  upright  and  benevolent  man 
from  rendering  the  best  service  he 
can  to  his  impoverished  and  unemploy- 
ed neighbours,  and  from  turning  the 
produce  of  his  lands  to  the  best  ac- 
count which  circumstances  place  with- 
in  his  power,  and  of  which  justice  would 
approve.  It  is  quite  true  that  the  meal- 
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seller,  as  well  as  the  usurer,  may  find 
bis  occupation  somewhat  abridged 
whenever  the  landlord  pays  his  labour- 
ers with  food  they  have  themselves 
helped  to  raise — it  may  be  true  that 
the  harmonies  of  political  economy 
may  be  for  a  while  disturbed  by  a 
procedure  not  in  keeping  with  the 
maxims  of  the  day — and  it  is  also  true 
that  the  due  distribution  of  the  na-  . 
tional  wealth  may  be  embarrassed  and 
disordered  by  a  perseverance  in  such 
irregularity  ;  but  it  is  also  to  be  borne 
in  mind,  that  the  emergency  justifies, 
and,  perhaps,  demands,  a  departure 
from  ordinary  and  traditional  rules  of 
action  —  that  what  landlords  are  to 
think  of  now  is,  how  best  to  care  for 
the  immediate  interest  of  their  own 
belongings — how  they  are  to  sustain 
the  enormous  burdens  cast  upon  them, 
and  to  overcome  unexampled  difficul- 
ties  how  their  tenants  and  labourers 

are  to  be  preserved  from  pauperism. 
At  such  a  time,  a  landlord  should  hold 
himself  disembarrassed  from  all  that 
does  not  associate  itself  with  his  im- 
mediate duty.  His  care  should  be  how 
to  make  his  estate  productive  to  the 
highest  degree  of  which  it  is  suscep- 
tible, and  to  ensure  to  his  tenantry  the 
greatest  possible  extent  of  remunera- 
tive employment.    It  will  be  matter  of 
individual  concern  whether   this,  his 
great  duty,   be  more  effectually  dis- 
charged by  bringing  farming  produce 
to  the  market,  and  money,  as  wages  of 
labourers,  to  the  farm— or   whether 
grain  be  sent  to  the  mill  to  be  distri- 
buted to  labourers,  wholly  or  partly  in 
lieu  of  money  payments.  The  circum- 
stances of  each  locality  will  enable  a 
prudent    landlord    to    determine  for 
himself— all  we  would  urge  upon  him 
is  this,  that  where  the  surplus  produce 
of  a  harvest  which  has  been  blessed 
abundantly,  can  yield  a  better  return 
for  years  to  come,  when  invested  in 
drainage  and    other    permanent  im- 
provements than  it  seems  likely  to 
yield  in   the  grain  market,  no  man 
should  be  deterred  from  following  the 
course  which    seems    wisest  by  the 
empty  outcry  against  «*  barter."    Po- 
litical economy  is,  no  doubt,  wise  in 
its  generation.     Where  moral  influ- 
ences are  deficient,  it  has  its  great  ad- 
vantage, but  an  upright  and  prudent 
landlord,  a    tenant    industrious    and 
Jionest,  may  find  a  course,  which  theory 
discountenances,  to  be,  in  many  an  in- 


stance, in  its  processes  and  results,  the 
most  commodious,  the  fairest,  and  the 
most  expedient. 

The  division  and  consolidation  of 
farms  give  occasion  for  two  chapters  ; 
although,  properly  speaking,  they  con- 
stitute the  action  and  reaction  of  one 
subject.  Tenants  have  unduly  and 
injuriously  subdivided — landlords,  of 
late,  have  endeavoured  to  set  bounds 
to  the  evil,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to 
say  with  what  result — 

"  Hinc  exaudlri  geraitus,  et  sara  sonare 
Verbcra:  turn  rtridor  fcrri  tractceque  catenJB.'* 

"  This  evil  [subdivision  of  farms]  is 
one  difficult  or  almost  impossible  to  pre- 
vent.    The  parent,  possessed  of  a  farm, 
looks  upon  it  as  a  means  of  providing 
for  his  family  after  his  decease;  and, 
consequently,  rarely   induces   them  to 
adopt  any  other  than  agricultural  pur- 
suits, or  makes  any  other  provision  for 
them  than  the  miserable  segment  of  a 
farm  which  he  can  carve  for  each  out 
of  his  holding,  itself  perhaps  below  the 
smallest  size  which  can  give  profitable 
occupation  to  a  family.  ^  Each  son,^  as  he 
is  married,  is  installed  in  his  portion  of 
the  ground;   in  some  cases,  even  the 
sons-m-law  receive,  as  the  dowries  of 
their  brides,  some  share  of  the  farm.  1  In 
vain  does  the  landlord  or  agent  threaten 
the  tenant ;  in  vain  is  the  erection  of 
new  houses  prohibited,  or  the  supply  of 
turf  limited.     The  tenant  relies  on  the 
sympathy  of  his  class  to  prevent  eject- 
ment, and  on  his  own  ingenuity  to  de- 
feat the  other  impediments  to  his  fa- 
vourite mode  of  providing  for  his  family, 
"  The  fear  of  this  subdivision,  and  its 
ruinous  consequences,  appear,  from  the 
testimony  of  many,  to  be  the  principal 
causes  preventing  the  grant  of  leases, 
as  the  power  of  the  landlord  to  resist 
them,  though  always  insufficient,  is  con- 
sidered to  be  much  diminished  where  the 
tenant  holds  by  lease,  no  matter  how 
stringent  the  covenants  against  subdi- 
vision may  be,  it  being  stated  that  the 
difficulty  of  enforcing  the  covenants  in 
leases  is  in  general  very  great. 

"  It  appears  that  subdivision  is  occa- 
sionally caused  by  the  tenant  sellmg  a 
part  of  his  farm  in  order  to  raise  money 
for  some  temporary  purpose." — p.  418. 

"  Instead  of  each  sub-tenant  or  as- 
signee of  a  portion  of  the  farm  receiving 
his  holding  in  one  compact  lot,  he  obtains 
a  part  of  each  particular  quality  of  land, 
so  that  his  tenement  consists  of  a  num- 
ber of  scattered  patches,  each  too  small 
to  be  separately  fenced,  and  exposed  to 
the  constant  depredations  of  his  neigh- 
bours'cattle,  thus  affordiug  a  fruitful 
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soarce  of  quarrels,  and  utterly  prevent- 
ing  the  possibility  of  the  introduction  of 
any  improved  system  of  husbandry.  A 
map  of  a  townland,  in  which  subdivision 
upon  this  system  has  been  in  operation, 
is  given  below,  and  will  explain  more 
clearly  than  words  the  state  of  lands 
held  in  this  way,  or,  according  to  the 
provincial  term,  *  held  in  rundale.' 

**  Lord  George  Hill's  words,  among 
other  facts  relating  to  rundale,  stated 
that  one  person  held  his  farm  in  forty- 
two  different  patches,  and  at  last  gave 
up  in  despair  of  finding  it ;  and  that  a 
field  of  half  an  acre  was  held  by  twenty- 
two  different  persons." — p.  419. 

"  Much  evidence  of  a  most  contra- 
dictory character  was  given  upon  the 
consolidation  of  small  farms  into  large. 
Many  statements  were  made  of  cases  in 
which  such  consolidation  had  been  ef- 
fected ;  but  these  statements  were,  in 
general,  met  by  counter-statements,  de- 
nying the  general  truth  of  the  accusa- 
tion, or  alleging  great  exaggeration  in 
it.  It  seems  to  be  hardly  the  province 
of  a  digest  such  as  this,  to  enter  into 
the  question  of  the  veracity  of  the  wit- 
nesses in  each  particular  case  of  alleged 
oppressive  consolidation,  as  these  in- 
stances only  affected  the  characters  of 
particular  individuals,  and  not  the  gene- 
ral question  as  relating  to  the  country 
at  large.  It  may  suffice,  that  it  appears 
that,  in  some  cases,  tenants  have  been 
ejected  for  the  purpose  of  consolidating 
farms ;  but  that  there  are  few  estates 
upon  which  evictions  for  this  purpose 
have  occurred,  though  on  some  of  those 
few  estates  many  tenants  have  been 
ejected. 

*'It  appears,  too,  that  in  general, 
where  sucii  evictions  have  occurred,  the 
ejected  tenants  owed  considerable  ar- 
rears of  rent,  which,  in  most  cases,  were 
remitted,  and  that  some  allowance  in 
money  or  value  was  made  to  them.  The 
farms,  too,  from  which  they  were  re- 
moved, seem  to  have  usually  been  below 
the  minimum  size  capable  of  affording  a 
maintenance  or  profitable  and  constant 
employment  to  an  average  family." — 
p.  451. 

"  That  class  of  consolidation  which 
consists  in  giving  to  each  tenant  a  com- 
pact equivalent  for  lands  held  in  rundale 
or  scattered  lots,  appears  to  be  abso- 
lutely necessary  before  taking  any  other 
steps  to  improve  an  estate  so  circum- 
stanced, or  the  condition  of  its  occu- 
piers. 

"This,  however,  is  a  most  difficult 
operation,  in  which  the  prejudices,  the 
suspicions,  the  fear  of  losing  by  a  change, 
or  the  desire  of  obtaining  some  undue 
advantage,  unite  the  greater  portion  of 
the  peasantry  in  resisting  almost  any 


measure  of  the  kind  when  proposed  to 
them,  although  they  acutely  feel  the  erilt 
inflicted  upon  them  by  the  rundale  sys- 
tem. 

**  It  is,  however,  possible  to  overcome 
these  difficulties." 

We  pass  over  much  matter  of  which 
we  freely  acknowledge  the  importance, 
on  the  structure  of  houses,  and  the 
economy  of  house  and  farm  ;  but  we 
cannot  dismiss,  without  some  notice, 
the  chapter  on  agrarian  outrages — 
offences  on  which,  because  of  the  end 
to  be  attained  by  them,  the  abhorrence 
of  just  men  is  not  so  severely  visited, 
as  on  other  crimes,  and  with  which 
law  seems  disposed  to  deal  with  less 
than  its  characteristic  rigour.  Ac- 
cording to  some  moralists,  these  out- 
rages are  the  retributions  of  "wild 
justice,"  and,  even  in  the  opinion  of 
the  Messrs.  Kennedy,  they  are  the 
expedients  of  men  who  have  suflfered 
moral  wrong  to  obtain  revenge,  if  not 
redress,  for  their  sufferings : — 

"  Hence  we  find,  that  for  years  past  a 
svstematic  combination  of  the  working 
classes  in  Ireland  has  been  in  operation; 
the  main  object  of  which  appears  to  have 
been  to  control  the  legitimate  manage- 
ment of  property. 

I*  It  was  not  easy  for  a  man  when 
building  a  house,  and  thereby  investing 
his  property  permanentlv  in  the  land,  to 
imagine  that  he  had  still  in  equity  only 
a  year's  title  ;  that  he  might  with  justice 
be  removed  at  the  end  of  that  year, 
leaving  his  investment  behind  him  ;  and 
that  he  was  to  think  no  more  of  the 
matter. 

**  As  the  principle  affected  the  great 
mass  of  the  people,  all  were  interested 
in  inventing  a  remedy. 

**  The  remedy  was  a  simple  one. 
Failing  that  equitable  settlement  which 
was  neglected  by  the  land  proprietor,  it 
was  oniv  requisite  to  appeal  to  Lynch 
law,  and  to  extort  a  payment  by  intimi- 
dation from  the  incommg  tenant,  with 
great  injury  to  the  latter,  and  through 
him  to  the  proprietor." — ^p.  159. 

The  system  of  agrarian  outrage  is  a 
species  of  Lynch  law.  Here  the  in- 
quiry  into  its  character  and  objects 
seems  to  terminate.  It  is  a  law  which 
pronounces  sentence  of  death  on  va- 
rious known  offences,  which  finds  mi- 
nisters in  abundance  ready  to  execute 
its  will,  and  finds  throughout  the  great 
mass  of  the  people  a  favorable  recog- 
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nition  of  its  anthority.  A  phenomenon 
like  this  implies  either  such  injustice 
in  the  system  by  which  the  country  is 
governed,  as  shocks  the  moral  sense  of 
men,  or  else  the  anticipation  of  some 
such  revolutionary  change  in  govern- 
ment or  law,  as  to  excuse  the  adoption 
of  those  nefarious  means  by  which  it  is 
to  be  effected.  Wrong  will  excuse  re- 
prisal— hope  of  a  successful  issue  may 
shield  from  general  abhorrence  the 
treacheries  and  barbarisms  of  unavow- 
ed  rebellion  ;  if  either  of  these  princi- 
ples be  applicable  to  the  agrarian  sys- 
tem, searching  inquiry  into  its  purposes, 
or  the  severity  which  will  accomplish 
its  extinction,  are  the  more  impera- 
tively demanded.  If  the  Lynch-law  of 
agrarianism  have  its  rise  in  the  wrongs 
of  labourers  and  tenants,  let  these 
wrongs  have  speedy  and  legitimate  re- 
dress ;  let  the  wrong-doers  be  punished, 
and,  if  landlords  are  to  blame,  let  them 
find  that  station  cannot  give  impunity. 
If,  on  the  other  hand,  it  appear  that 
agrarianism  have  no  such  palliative  to 
plead  for  its  enormities,  is  government 
to  be  supine,  and  legislature  palsied, 
and  law  to  be  ill-administered,  because 
perpetrators  of  the  foulest  crimes  have 
succeeded  in  influencing  public  opinion 
by  intimidation  or  corruption  ? 

In  the  scale  of  crime,  Tipperary,  to 
which  movements  now  in  progress  at- 
tract our  attention,  seems  to  have  ar- 
rived at  a  great  and  unexplained  pre- 
eminence. "  The  specially  reported 
outrages  throughout  Ireland  in  1844," 
according  to  Colonel  Miller,  Deputy 
Inspector- General  of  the  Constabulary, 
"  as  shown  in  his  return,  give  a  total 
of  6,827,  about  one-seventh  of  which 
occurred  in  Tipperary  alone — the  nufii- 
ber  reported  from  that  county  being 
908,  of  which  253  (not  quite  a  third) 
were  agrarian.  The  proportion,  it 
will  be  seen,  varies  greatly  in  different 
counties.  In  Londonderry,  it  is  one 
to  thirty-one ;  in  Armagh  and  Mayo, 
as  one  to  twenty-six."*  "  Even  the 
temperance  pledge,"  he  fears,  **  has 
not  operated  as  any  check  to  outrage 
in  Tipperary."t  We  offer  no  apology 
for  presenting  one  passage  from  the 
evidence  of  this  distinguished  officer, 
without  abridgment.      His   opportu- 


nities of  acquiring  intelligence  in  the 
focus  of  agrarian  outrage,  render  the 
testimony  of  more  than  ordinary  im- 
portance : — 

"  Do  you  think  that  the  prevalence  of 
agrarian  outrages  in  Tipperary  arises 
from  a  greater  number  of  instances 
provoking  those  outrages,  or  from  a 
more  ready  resentment  on  the  part  of 
the  people  of  any  injury  they  may  sus- 
tain ? — I  am  unable  to  assign  a  reason 
for  the  prevalence  of  crime  in  Tippe- 
rary beyond  other  counties  ;  but  it 
would  appear  that  in  all  history  Tip- 
perary has  been  remarkable  for  the  law- 
less character  of  its  peasantry.  I  must 
observe,  however,  that  the  state  of  dif- 
ferent parts  of  Tipperary  has  varied 
greatlv  within  my  experience.  The 
most  disturbed  baronies  at  present  are 
Upper  and  Lower  Ormond,  and  Owney 
and  Arra ;  and  these  baronies,  about 
seventeen  years  ago,  when  my  connexion 
with  the  constabulary  department  com- 
menced, were  comparatively  tranquil; 
while  other  baronies,  particularly  Elio- 
garty,  Middlethird,  and  Clanwilliam, 
which  are  now  in  an  improved  condition, 
were  in  a  state  of  great  and  alarming 
disorder.  My  duties  were  originally  in 
the  South  of  Ireland ;  and  Tipperary, 
as  one  of  the  counties  of  the  province  of 
Munster,  of  which  1  was  inspector- gene- 
ral, was  under  my  charge. 

**  Are  you  enabled,  from  your  expe- 
rience, to  assign  generally  the  cause 
either  of  the  disturbances  in  the  one 
case,  or  of  the  tranquillity  in  the  other  ? 
— 1  am  quite  unprepared  to  offer  any 
explanation  on  the  subject.  I  presume 
that  the  same  causes  are  in  operation  in 
almost  every  barony  of  Tipperary,  as 
in  those  baronies  which  are  at  this  mo- 
ment in  the  most  disturbed  state." 

Colonel  Miller  is  right ;  Tipperary 
has  been  always  a  puzzle.  There  was 
once,  indeed,  an  explanation,  which 
might  serve  for  its  disorders ;  but 
Camden  has  taken  exception  to  it. 
"  Whereas,"  writes  he,  **  some  of  the 
Irish,  and  such  as  would  be  thought 
worthy  of  credit,  doe  affirme,  that  cer- 
tain e  men  in  this  tract  are  yeerely 
turned  into  wolves ;  surely  I  suppose 
it  to  be  a  meere  fable.*'t  Perhaps  it  is. 
Were  it  not  so,  we  could  understand 
how  crime  shifted  from  district  to  dis- 
trict, as  the  Tipperary  men  took  their 


•  Digest,  p.  323.  t  P-  837. 

i  "Ireland  and  the  Smaller  Islands,"  &c.,  Sect.  Tipperary,  p.  82;  Holland's  trans- 
lation. 
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turns  of  undergoing  the  wolfish  meta- 
morphosis.   The  ambulatory  character 
of  agrarianisra,  however,  is  not  confined 
to  the  manifestations  it  makes  in  any 
one  part  of  Ireland.     It  is  a  general 
and  an  alarming  characteristic.    "  Al- 
though this  mysterious  engine  of  secret 
combination,**  said  Chief  Justice  Bushe, 
in  one  of  his  admirable  charges,  **  shift- 
ed from  place  to  place,  continues  to 
be  wielded  and  worked  by  some  in- 
visible hand,  from  time  to  time,  now 
against  one  part  of  the  island  and  now 
against  another,  yet  those  who  have 
had  the  experience  of  many  years  of 
official  and  judicial   life,   can   assure 
you  that  it  has  never  been  able  to 
stand  against  the  venerable  authority 
of  the    laws    vigorously  and  calmly 
brought  to  bear  upon  it."*     Is   this 
the  explanation  of  the  migratory  in- 
stinct or  policy  of  the  agrarian  system  ? 
It  is  "  wielded  and  worked  by  some 
invisible  hand,"  and  is   shifted   from 
place  to  place,  not  capriciously,  but  of 
set  purpose,  to  baffle  inquiry  and  pur- 
suit, to  prevent  conspiracy  from  falling 
into  desuetude  and  disarray,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  guard  its  mystery.     An- 
other character  of  the  system.  Chief 
Justice  Bushe,  in  the  charge  already 
cited,  has  disclosed  to  us.     '*  I  cannot 
recollect,"  said  he,  **an  instance,  in 
the  experience  of  many   years   (and 
perhaps  it  is  a  formidable  view  of  our 
situation),  in  which  a  man  has  been 
charged  with  an  insurrectionary  of- 
fence, whose  crime  could  be  traced  to 
want  or  poverty."!     A  similar  testi- 
mony, we  remember,  was  borne  by  the 
Right  Rev.  Dr.  Doyle ;  and  Colonel 
Miller  seems  to  corroborate  the  un- 
suspicious statements.      "  It    is,"  he 
says,   "a  curious  circumstance,  con- 
firmed by  the  testimony  of  those  who 
are  most  experienced  in  such  matters, 
that  the  periods  in  which  the  outrages 
prevail  most  extensively  are  not  the 
periods  in  which  the  population  suffer 
roost,  either  from  the  effects  of  an  in- 
sufficient harvest,  or  from  other  causes 
of  privation."  One  reason  for  increase 
of  outrage  may  be  found,  be  thinks,  in 


the  greater  prevalence  of  illicit  distil- 
lation when  prices  of  grain  are  low ; 
but  his  testimony  to  a  fact  is  to  be  re- 
ceived with  far  more  deference  than 
his  conjecture  of  an  explanation. 

It  is  always  instructive  to  see  "how 
use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man."  A 
witness  from  Kerry  deposes  thus : 

"A  proprietor  had  two  shots  fired 
into  the  window  of  his  bed-room,  and 
six  balls  perforated  the  counterpane  of 
his  bed;  but  it  originated  in  the  ma- 
nagement of  the  land,  in  turning  some 
tenants  away.  We  had  a  strict  inves- 
tigation into  it,  and  I  speak  from  that 
investigation.  We  formed  a  fond,"  &c. 
—(William  Sandes,  Esq.  Digest,  p. 
342.)  If     >  t 

So  much  for  Kerry.  Now  for  Tip- 
perary,  even  in  a  protracted  paroxysm 
of  tranquillity  :— 

**  Have  there  been  any  agrarian  out- 
rages in  the  district  with  which  you  are 
connected  ? — No,  not  for  a  considerable 
time.  There  were  a  few  shots  fired  into 
my  own  house  very  lately ;  but  there  was 
nobody  shot.  We  do  not  mind  these  lit" 
tie  trifles.'' — (Avery  Jordan,  Esq.,  Tip- 
perary.    Digest,  p.  347.J 

It  is  commonly  reported  that  agra- 
rian outrage  is  pure  from  sectarian 
rancour,  and  that  whatever  the  creed 
of  an  offender  against  the  secret  law,t 
his  punishment  will  be  the  same. 
Some  statements  to  a  contrary  effect, 
however,  are  reported  in  the  Digest. 
One  witness,  George  Heenao,  Esq., 
swears  that  "  they  would  treat  a  Pro- 
testant with  more  rigour" — (^Digest, 
p.*835)  ;  and  Colonel  Miller  adverts 
to  manifestations  of  religious  preju- 
dice (which,  however,  he  considers 
♦•exceptions  to  the  general  system") 
in  offences  committed  in  Tyrone  and 
Longford.  In  the  former  county  a 
threatening  notice  was  the  crime; 
in  the  latter  there  was  a  series  of  mur- 
ders. The  notice,  which  could  not  be 
traced  to  any  author,  was  a  warning 
to  a  Roman  Catholic  not  to  become 


•  Charge  to  the  Grand  Jury,  at  Maryborough  Special  Commission,  1832,  p.  9. 

t  Ibid,  p.  4. 

i  A  curious  specimen  of  agrarian  legislation,  one  which  might  serve  to  show  a 

irpose  of  permanence,  appears  in  a  threatening  notice,  reported  from  the  consta- 
bulary at  Lucan :— •'  Land  taken  against  a  tenant's  will,  must  remain  bv  with  the 
landlord,  or  be  commons  fourteen  years.^-^Digest,  p.  332. 
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tenant  of  a  farm,  from  which  a  Pro- 
testant was  to  be  ejected  for  non-pay- 
ment of  rent.  It  conUined  a  threat 
that  his  house  should  be  burned,  and 
he  himself  murdered,  if  he  neglected 
the  warning ;  and  a  declaration  to  the 
effect  that  "things  will  not  be  as  they 
were  in  times  past — we  want  neither 
Papist  nor  Repealer  in  our  land,  and 
you  shall  not  be  there." 

*•  The  Commissioners  will  perceive," 
continues  Colonel  Miller,  "  that  in  the 
case  just  brought  before  them  the  eva- 
sion of  the  landlord's  right,  and  the  in- 
terference in  the  letting  of  the  lands, 
seems  to  proceed  from  sectarian  pre- 
judices ;  namely,  a  determination  to  op- 
pose the  settlement  of  Roman  Cathofic 
tenants.  In  the  counties  of  Longford 
and  SHgo  we  have  examples  of  agrarian 
outrages  on  LordLurgan's  estate,  where 
the  actuating  motive  appears  to  be  the 
hostility  of  tne  rural  population  to  Pro- 
testant settlers."— X)«^e«^  p.  333. 


Before  proceeding  to  consider  the 
proof  of  sectarianism  in  the  latter  of- 
fences, we  must  be  permitted  to  ex- 
press  our  surprise  that  the  former 
offence  should  have  been  adduced  by 
so  very  intelligent  a  witness,  and  put 
forward  by  the  able  editors  of  the 
Digest,  as  a  feet  by  which  the  inference 
drawn  from  it  could  be  justified.     A 
threatening  notice  cannot  justify  an 
imputation  on  any  party,  unless  it  can 
be  proved  that  the  party  was  answer- 
able for  it.     Where  the  author  is  un- 
known,  the  guilt  is  unappropriated. 
A  notice  may  be  the  act  of  an  mdi- 
vidual— may  be  the  act  of  the  very 
individual  i^nst  whom  its  threaten- 
ings  are  uttered.     In  '.itself  it  is  no 
proof  of   combination.      It  may  be 
designed  for  the  express  purpose  of 
suggesting  suspicions  of  the  party  from 
which  it  pretends  to  emanate ;  and, 
accordingly,  unless  there  be  strong 
corroborating  circumstances,  it  should 
take  its  place  among  those  anonymous 
communications    on  which    no    man 
would  hold  himself  excused  for  brmg- 
ing  a  charge  against  his  neighboiur. 
We  do  not,  however,  complain  of  the 
citation  of  this  notice.     It  is  the  soli- 
tary testimony  which  would  connect 
Protestants,  as  such,  with  the  system 
of  agrarian  outrage,  and,  as  it  has 
not   been   traced  to  any   Protestant 
author,  as  it  is,  in  truth,  much  more 
likely  to  have  been  the  wicked  act  of 


an  interested  individual  than  of  a  party, 
it  should  be  considered  not  as  con- 
stituting ground  for  inculpating  a  re- 
ligious body,  but  rather  as  proving 
that  ground  for  such  inculpation  was 
sought  and  could  not  be  found. 

But  there  is  matter  of  complaint 
which  ought  not  to   be  overlooked. 
The  inquiry  into  the  circumstances  of 
this  threatening  notice  has  been  left 
imperfect.     Its  consequences  have  not 
been  traced.     Three  years  have  been 
nearly  completed  since  the  date  of  its 
appearance  ; — what  have  been  its  ef- 
fects?    The  locality  may  have  been 
compromised  by  them.     They  surely 
ought  to   have   been,  as  they  could 
easily  have  been,  ascertained.      Did 
William  Coalman  (the  party  threat- 
ened) obey  the  menacing  monition,  and 
leave  the  Protestant  defaulter  in  pos- 
session of  the  tenantcy  ?     Did  he  des- 
pise the  warning,  and  has  he  paid,  in 
his  forfeited  life,  the  penalty  ?     These 
are  questions  to  which  the  editors  of 
the  Digest  ought  to  have  sought  an- 
swers before  they  ^ave  the  silly  docu- 
ment a  place  in  their  publication.   We 
have  made  the  requisite  inquiry ;  the 
editors,  we   are  sure,  are  too  high- 
minded  not  to  be  much  gratified  by 
the  result.     The  threatening  notice, 
like  Doctor  Doyle*s  fancied  excommu- 
nication for  treason,  was  a  spent  thun- 
derbolt.     The    party    menaced   and 
warned  proved  contumacious ;  he  took 
possession  of  the  tabooed  farm,  and 
continues  at  this  moment  to  enjoy  it 
in  unmolested  occupancy. 

The  outrages  on  Lord  Lorton's 
estates  were  of  a  very  different  cha- 
racter. They  were,  indeed,  evidences 
of  combination,  and  of  combination 
formed  in  the  spirit  of  sectarian  in- 
tolerance. Details  of  them  have  been 
given  in  evidence  by  Thos.  Courtnay, 
Esq.,  agent  to  the  noble  lord  on 
whose  property  they  were  perpe- 
trated. 

He  had  removed  some  tenants, 
whom  he  paid  for  the  surrender  of 
their  holdings,  and  placed  a. "very 
superior  man,  of  the  name  of  Brock," 
on  a  farm  of  thirty-six  acres,  with  a 
view  ultimately  to  establish  the  linen 
trade  in  the  neighbourhood.  ^  Mr. 
Brock  entered  into  the  occupation  of 
his  farm  early  in  May,  1835.  On  the 
twenty-fourth  of  the  same  month,  the 
same  year^  he  was  murdered.  The 
farm  was  then  given  to  a  man  named 
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Djmondy  and  ''  be  was  beaten  so  se- 
verely, that  be  was  obliged  to  give  it 
up,"  and  "  tbat  be  never  did  any  good 
afterwards."  "Shortly  after  tbat, 
another  tenant  of  Lord  Lorton's,  on 
the  same  estate,  a  man  of  the  name  of 
Moorhead,  was  murdered.**  His  lord- 
ship's bailiff,  Arthur  Cathcart,  voas 
murdered. 

"William  Morrison,  who  succeeded 
Cathcart  as  bailiff,  was  murdered;  the 
cattle  of  others  of  the  tenantry  were 
taken  and  haaghed,  but  in  no  instance 
did  the  property  or  persons  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  tenantry  suffer  any  injury. 
"  All  this  time  (continues  Mr.Courtnay), 
the  newly-declared  Roman  Catholic 
tenants  were  left  in  their  farms,  and 
they  received  as  much  encouragement 
as  I  gave  any  other  class  of  tenants." 

"  Were  they  molested  by  any  one  ? — Not 
atoll. 

**  What  did  you  do  with  Brock's  farm 
after  Dymond's  murder  ? — I  kept  it  on 
hand  for  four  years,  and  then  gave  it  to  a 
man  of  the  name  of  Reynolds,  who  is  a 
Roman  Catholic,  but  a  very  respectable 
man."— Z>t<7es/,  352. 

We  pass  away  from  this  recital,  as 
the  editors  do,  leaving  it  to  the  reader 
without  one  word  of  comment. 

Before  dismissing  the  subject  of 
agrarian  outrage,  we  think  it  right  to 
observe  that,  in  some  instances,  the 
editors  have  offered  evidence  on  the 
part  of  witnesses,  whose  testimony 
ought  to  have  been  regarded  as  inad- 
missible, without  remembering  to  ap- 
prise the  reader  of  the  objection  which 
existed  to  the  production  of  it.  For  ex- 
ample, a  witness  is  chosen*  to  give  an 
account  of  the  circumstances  and  oc- 
casion of  a  murder  committed  in  the 
county  Armagh,  on  the  estate  of  Wm. 
Charles  Quin,  Esq.,  who  was  himself 
examined  by  the  Commissioners.  The 
following  question  and  answer  will 
show  to  what  effect : — 

"Having  seen  the  evidence  of  the 
Rev.  Michael  Lennan,  relative  to  a  pro- 
perty of  yours  in  the  couuly  of  Armagh, 
have  you  any  statement  you  wish  to 
make  to  the  commissioners  ? — I  wish  to 
observe,  without  making  use  of  any 
stronger  terms,  that  that  evidence  from 
beginning  to  end  is  inaccurate."! 


Without  enlarging  on  the  merits  of 
Mr.  Quin,  as  a  landlord  and  a  gentle- 
man, and  without  copying  the  testi- 
mony borne  to  his  conduct  and  repu- 
tation by  the  magistrates  of  the  county 
in  which  hb  estates  lay,  and  by  the 
Irish  government  of  the  day,  in  the 
person  of  Lord  Ebrington,  it  seems 
natural  to  observe,  that  the  evidence 
of  a  witness  so  directly  and  so  compre- 
hensively contradicted,  ought  not  to 
have  been  selected  for  publication  m 
the  Digest. 

Again,  Michael  Fitzgerald,  farmer, 
is  cited : — 

"  Have  there  been  any  agrarian  out- 
rages in  the  district  ? — Yes,  there  have ; 
but  what  have  been  are  from  the  op- 
pressions of  the  landlord  and  extermi- 
nating the  tenants  ;  that  is  the  eanse.*^ 

The  attention  of  Darby  O*  Grady, 
Esq.,  was  called  to  some  allegations  of 
this  witness,  and  having  corrected 
them,  he  went  on  to  say  :^ 

"  1  know  nothing  of  the  witness,  Mi- 
chael Fitzgerald ;  but  a  man  of  that 
name  was  suspected  by  me  as  being 
concerned  in  throwing  down  the  house, 
and  I  was  given  to  understand  that  his 
house  was  the  rendesvous  of  all  the  evil- 
doers in  that  part  of  the  country ;  and 
many  and  serious  offences  have  been 
committed,  and  murder  attempted,  by 
shooting  at  a  surveyor  in  my  employ- 
ment in  the  noon  day,  and  in  the  pre- 
sence of  numbers  of  the  tenantry,  who 
seemed  to  be  assembled  to  witness  the 
outrage.  This  Michael  Fitzgerald  I 
served  with  a  notice  to  quit,  for  the 
above  reasons,  as  well  as  his  owing,  at 
the  time,  between  three  and  four  gales' 
rent."§ 

Is  the  witness  cited  in  the  Digvt 
the  person  thus  stigmatiKed?  This 
ought  not  to  have  been  left,  as  it  has 
been,  a  matter  of  doubt. 

However  freely  we^maj  have  ex- 
pressed our  dissent  from  details  in  the 
Digest,  we  are  equally  ready  to  exinress 
our  general  approbation  of  its  spirit 
and  bearing.  It  is  a  useful  work,  and 
if  it  faithfully  set  forth  the  defects  of 
our  agricultural  life  and  habits,  and 
the  difficulties  with  which  we  have  to 


Digest,  p.  337.        t  Report  of  Evidence,  No.  1025. 
§  Report,  Appendix  B.,  p.  51. 


t  Digest,  p.  343. 
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contend^  it  shows  with  no  less  clear- 
ness that  we  have  ground  also  for  hope* 
and  that  if  we  are  not  wanting  to  our- 
selves, we  shall  not  be  forsaken  or  over- 
thrown. It  encourages  us,  by  disclos- 
ing the  capabilities  of  our  soil*  and  the 
possibility  of  animating  the  rural  popu- 
lation to  make  much  of  their  advan- 
tages. The  profitable  return  for  judi- 
cious expenditure  in  the  permanent 
improvement  of  the  soil — the  aids 
placed  by  government  at  the  disposal 
of  landlords  willing  to  make  use  of 
them — the  resources  which  a  prudent 
and  resolute  man  may  find  available 
when  he  looks  at  home — all  present 
themselves  to  our  minds  as  we  ponder 
on  the  expose  of  our  agricultural  pro- 
spectSy  and  encourage  us  to  hope. 

But — it  would  be  madness  to  deny — 
the  cause  of  the  landed  proprietor  in 
Ireland  is  environed  with  sore  peril. 
There  is  a  conspiracy  against  his  rights 
extensively  organized  throughout  the 
rural  population  of  this  country,  and 
employing  the  most  criminal  agencies 
to  effect  his  ruin.  There  is  a  combi- 
Bfttion  against  him  in  England,  where 
public  opinion  is  artfully  and  most 
unjustly  governed  to  his  prejudice. 
There  is  a  strong  party  against  his 
interests  within  the  houses  of  parlia- 
ment ;  and,  outside  the  senate,  there  is 
a  faction,  virulent,  energetic,  unscru- 
pulous, and  able,  which  will  account 
no  means  of  compassing  his  destruction 
too  vile  or  criminal. 

Those  who  habitually  honour  our 
pages  with  their  attention,  may  call  to 
remembrance  that  we  were  not  slow 
to  discover  the  signs  of  approaching 
evil  to  the  landed  interest,  and  were 
urgent,  even  beyond  the  limits  of  cere- 
mony, to  give  warning.  It  will  now 
be  confessed  that  our  gloomiest  appre- 
hensions have  been  realised,  and  that 
fulfilment  has  overtaken  our  predic- 
tions with  the  rapidity  which  charac- 
terizes modern  progress.  A  fierce 
and  undisguised  war  is  waged  upon 
the  landed  proprietors  in  Ireland. 
They  have  adversaries  where  in  for- 
mer times  they  might  have  looked  for 
allies.  Powerful  organs  of  public 
opinion  have  opened  a  murderous  fire 
upon  them.  Within  a  short  time  they 
have  suffered  almost  irreparable  de- 
triment and  loss.  They  remain  with- 
out protection,  within  the  range  of 
positions  occupied  by  foes,  who  give 
abundant  proof  that  they  will  show 


them  neither  mercy,  moderation,  nor 
justice.  And,  marvellous  to  relate* 
in  this  desperate  emergency,  without 
effectual  concert  or  communication 
with  each  other,  without  regard  for 
counsellors,  or  dependence  on  leaders, 
Irish  landlords  stand  exposed  to  their 
enemies,  and  hopelessly  await  destruc- 
tion. They  will  not  have  to  wait  long, 
if  they  persist  in  waiting  inactively. 

But,  it  may  be  said,  whatever  Irish 
landlords  may  have  been  in  times  past, 
they  cannot  now  be  accused  of  inac- 
tion ;  nor,  in  the  face  of  their  lavish 
contributions  and  concessions,  can  the 
maligner  hope  to  do  them  further  inj  ury . 
This  is  not  our  persuasion.  The  en- 
mity which  pursues  Irish  landlords  is 
of  a  kind  which  neither  merit  nor  sub- 
mission can  appease,  because  it  is  of 
the  kind  which  seeks  an  ulterior  and 
unacknowledged  end,  and  would  sate  a 
personal  vengeance.  To  discomfit  such 
a  hostility,  it  is  not  enough  that  its 
meditated  victims  are  good — they  must 
be  strong ;  and  strong  they  cannot  be, 
so  long  as  their  counsels  are  divided. 
Will  they  remain  a  divided  body?  If 
ever  the  aspect  of  danger,  as  well  as 
the  obligation  of  duty,  had  power  to 
unite  an  oppressed  and  menaced  body, 
the  country  gentlemen  and  farmers  of 
Ireland  should  feel  that  that  time  is 
come.  The  well-being  of  the  wholeagri- 
cultural  popuIation,as  well  as  their  own 
more  immediate  interests, can  brook  no 
longer  neglect.  A  little  further  de- 
lay, and,  under  pretence  of  charity, 
the  most  uncharitable  yearnings  of  re- 
vengeful hearts  will  be  gratified. 

It  is  easy,  the  reader  may  say,  to  de- 
claim thus  in  terms  of  common-place, 
but  little  good  is  to  be  gained  by 
such  abuse  of  time  and  phrases.  The 
matter  of  real  moment  is,  what 
should  the  menaced  classes  do  ? — how 
are  landlords  to  unite  for  the  assertion 
of  their  rights  ?  Is  not  the  curse  of 
division  indelibly  stamped  upon  Ire- 
land? We  might  answer  that  this, 
too,  is  declamation.  Causes  of  disunion 
are  removed — reasons  for  combining 
are  obvious  and  manifold — why  should 
there  not  be  union  ?  But  how  is  this 
good  end  to  be  attained  ?  Shall  there 
be  a  great  assemblage  summoned  to  the 
metropolis  ?  No  ;  such  assemblages 
may  be  useful  for  demonstration — they 
are  not  meet  for  counsel.  We  would 
say — let  every  district  throughout  the 
island  have  its  deliberative  assembly—- 
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let  every  poor-law  union  furnish,  in  its 
guardians,  a  body  who  can  understand 
the  necessities  of  the  timesi  and  show 
how  provision  is  to  be  made  for  them. 
Let  every  poor-law  union  faithfully 
disclose  the  intelligence  at  its  com- 
mand— what  has  been  done  there — 
what  is  doing — what  is  apprehended — 
how  the  recent  laws  have  affected,  and 
are  likely  still  further  to  influence,  the 
conditions  and  the  character  of  our  peo- 
ple. Let  every  relief-committee  deliver 
up  its  experiences.  Were  this  done, 
Ireland  would  come  to  know  itself — 
districts,  now  geographically  and  mo- 
rally estranged,  would  feel,  as  it  were, 
brought  near  by  the  influence  of  a 
grreat  Christian  principle  ;  and,  seeing 
themselves  engaged  in  exercises  of 
which  all  approved,  the  unnatural  an- 
tagonism of  by-gone  years  would  cease, 
and  Irishmen  would  learn  to  forbear, 
and  to  respect,  and  to  love  one  another. 
The  national  feeling  which  would 
prevail  in  a  brotherhood  thus  formed, 
could  not  be  productive  of  evil.  It 
would  delight  to  cherish  and  develop 
the  resources  of  Ireland,  but  it  would 
not  take  pleasure  in  contemplating  a 
shock  or  struggle  in  which  the  empire 
was  to  be. dissolved.  It  would  not  re- 
quire the  stimulus  of  Repeal,  to  ani- 
mate it  with  a  fierce  energy.     Its  ewv^. 


nest  purpose  would  be  to  do  good — it 
would  inculcate  labour,  and  patience, 
and  self-denial.  It  would,  in  process 
of  time,  and  that  no  lingering  process, 
call  out  the  moral,  while  it  was  deve- 
loping the  material,  powers  of  the 
country.  If  we  are  to  be  saved  from 
ruin,  we  must  study  legblation,  as  we 
would  learn  the  beneficent  powers  of 
nature.  We  must  see  how  laws  affect 
our  condition,  as  well  as  how  culture 
may  improve  our  soil.  We  know  that 
soil,  and  climate,  and  culture^  may 
promise  in  vain,  where  unfriendly  laws 
fight  against  them.  We  know  that  bad 
government  can  blight  more  effectually 
than  the  mildew,  and  the  cankerworm, 
and  the  caterpillar ;  and  therefore  we 
know  that  patriots,  who  would  improve 
to  the  highest  the  natural  resources  of 
their  country,  must  consult  also,  that 
bad  laws  do  not  mar  the  bounty  of  a 
beneficent  nature.  We  should,  there- 
fore,  expect  to  see  that  moral  and  in- 
tellectual, as  well  as  material  riches, 
shall  grow  among  us  and  increase, 
and  that,  when  Repeal  of  the  L^^la- 
tive  Union  has  been  brought  to  pas^ 
Ireland  shall  have,  within  her  own  li- 
mits, among  her  own  sons,  the  mate- 
rials pf  which  a  legislature  can  be  con- 
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Mant  of  oar  readers*  no  doubt>  are 
familiar  with  the  name  of  the  extraor- 
dtnarj  person  who>  since  the  year 
1789,  has  practised  the  arts  of  chiro- 
mancy and  astrology  in  the  French 
capital*  and  who,  in  the  most  sceptical 
epoch*  and  among  the  most  sceptical 
people  of  modem  times,  has  been  able 
to  maintain,  for  more  than  half  a  cen- 
tury* the  reputation  of  an  almost  in- 
fallible interpreter  of  the  decrees  of 
fate.  Some  anecdotes  of  this  Pytho- 
ness of  our  own  days,  derived  from 
sources  which  we  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve authentic*  are  offered  in  the  fol- 
lowing pages  to  those  who  take  inter- 
est in  such  things.  Of  what  may  seem 
to  verge  on  the  marvellous,  in  the  cir- 
cumstances we  have  to  relate,  it  is  not 
our  task  to  supply  the  rationale :  we 
leave  that  as  a  problem  for  our  psy- 
chological friends*  to  whose  ken  there 
is  no  mist  impenetrable*  no  millstone 
opaque;  He  that  can  fathom  animal 
magnetism  may  try  his  plummet  in  the 
mysteries  of  the  palm  and  of  the  stars : 
we  go  not  into  matters  that  would 
take  us  out  of  our  depth. 

Mademoiselle  Lenormand  was  born 
in  1772,  at  Alen^on  in  Normandy*  and 
received  her  education  in  the  Bene- 
dictine convent  of  that  place*  at  the 
royal  expense.  The  good  nuns  were 
far  from  dreaming  what  an  embryo 
sorceress  their  cloister  nursed  in  its 
bosom ;  though,  by  her  own  account* 
there  must  have  been  something  about 
her*  even  then,  unlike  other  children, 
and  calculated  to  give  the  impression 
that  the  little  king's-charity-scholar 
was  not  altogether  "  canny."  **  She 
remembers,"  writes  one  who  was  much 
in  communication  with  her  between 
the  years  IS  11  and  1813,  «<  having  a 
singular  power  of  observation  and  ima- 
VOL.XXX.— No.  179. 


gination  since  she  was  seven  years  old* 
and  an  expression  she  often  uses*  in 
reference  to  that  period  of  her  life*  is 
— I  was  a  waking  somnamhuUst**  At 
an  early  age,  Paris  became  her  abode* 
and  here  we  find  her,  in  her  seven- 
teenth year,  already  embarked  in  the 
profession  of  a  fortune-teller*  and  ap- 
plying herself  with  ardour  to  the  study 
of  astronomv  and  algebra,  the  know- 
ledge of  which  she  believed  indispen- 
sable to  the  perfection  she  aimed  at  in 
the  divinatory  art.  She  rose  rapidly 
into  note.  The  persons  who  came* 
led  perhaps  more  by  curiosity  than  by 
credulity,  to  test  her  prophetic  powers* 
were  confounded  by  the  acquaintance 
she  displayed  with  the  most  secret  de- 
tails of  their  past  history,  and  learned 
to  place  a  reluctant  confidence*  at  va- 
riance with  all  their  habits  of  thought* 
in  her  predictions  of  the  future.  Mean- 
while* the  revolution  proceeded,  and 
it  was  the  lot  of  our  Pythoness  to  be- 
come involved  in  one  of  the  countless 
plots  which  the  distracted  times  were 
hourly  bringing  forth.  It  was  a  pro- 
ject for  the  liberation  of  the  queen* 
then  in  the  Temple  prison,  which 
proved  fruitless,  from  the  impossibility 
of  inducing  Marie  Antoinette  to  em- 
brace any  opportunity  of  escape*  which 
was  to  involve  a  separation  from  her 
children.  Lenormand*s  connexion  with 
this  enterprise  led  to  her  own  arrest* 
and  she  found  herself  an  inmate  of  the 
prison  of  the  Petite  Force*  from  which 
she  was  afterwards  removed  to  that  of 
the  Luxembourg.  Although  at  this 
time  the  <'  reign  of  terror"  had  already 
begun  its  course  of  blood*  and  the 
citizen  once  breathed  on  by  suspicion 
— especially  of  royalist  plotting — had 
little  to  do  but  prepare  for  the  guillo- 
tine* Lenormand  was  no  way  fri^hten- 
2  L 
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ed  by  this  tarn  io  her  affurs,  her  as- 
trological calculations  assuring  her^  as 
she  said,  that  her  life  was  safe*  and 
that  her  imprisonment  would  not  be 
of  long  duration.  The  result  showed 
that,  unlike  the  augur-tribe  in  general, 
she  had  read  the  book  of  fate  as  truly 
for  herself  as  she  did  for  others. 
Robespierre*8  fall  found  her  happily 
still  among  the  unguillotined,  and 
placed  her  at  liberty,  with  the  remnant 
that  were  in  the  same  ease. 

Her  sojourn  in  the  Luxembourg, 
however,  had  brought  her  into  con- 
tact, among  others,  with  Josephine 
Beauharnais.  Josephine  had  once 
had  her  fortune  told,  by  an  Obi  wo- 
man io  the  West  Indies ;  she  now  got 
it  done  a  second  time  by  Lenormand, 
and  had  the  satisfaction  to  find  that 
the  black  and  the  white  sibyls  spelled 
her  destinies  alike.  We  say  the  satis- 
faction, because  it  really  was  satisfac- 
tory, to  one  for  whose  neck  the  guil- 
lotine's tooth,  so  to  speak,  was  on  edge, 
to  hear  from  two  different  fortune- 
tellers, so  widely  apart  both  in  geogra- 
phy and  complexion,  that  years  of  life 
and  greatness  were  before  her.  The 
agreement  could  not  but  dispose  to  be- 
lief, and  it  is  not  rash  to  surmise  that 
Josephine*s  mind  was  all  the  easier, 
for  her  conference  with  the  Norman 
prophetess,  during  the  term  that  yet 
mter?ened,  before  the  auspicious  event 
that  restored  both  to  freedom.  Thb 
event  itself  was  no  slight  confirmation 
of  Lenormand*s  credit ;  and  when  Jo- 
sephine, about  two  years  after,  mar- 
ried Napoleon  Bonaparte,  and  per- 
haps discovered  in  him  the  aspirings 
of  that  ambition  which  boded  her  the 
fulfilment  of  those  more  daziling  pro- 
mises of  her  horoscope,  that  stood  yet 
unredeemed,  she  did  not  fail  to  talk  to 
him  of  the  gifted  mortal  who  had 
shared  her  captivity,  and  by  whom 
such  great  things  had  been  prognosti- 
cated for  her,  and,  by  the  plainest  im- 
plication, for  him  as  her  husband. 
Few  men  were  more  superstitious  at 
heart  than  he  to  whom  these  conjugal 
revelations  were  made:  he  saw  Le^ 
normand,  and  it  is  said  (though  we 
fear  on  doubtful  authority)  that  she 
foretold  him  the  successive  stages  of 
the  career  he  was  destined  to  run- 
bis  elevation  to  the  summit  of  power, 
his  fall,  and  his  death  in  exile.  What 
measure  of  faith  may  have  been  yielded 
by  Napoleon  to  these   vaticinations 


(supposing  they  were  ever  uttered), 
we  have  of  course  no  means  of  know- 
ing; but,  from  the  time  of  his  attain- 
ing the  imperial  dignity,  it  is  certain 
that  Lenormand  became  an  object  of 
suspicion  to  him,  the  effects  of  which 
she  often  found  troublesome  enough. 
Perhaps  the  emperor  thought  that  she 
who  had  predicted  his  overthrow 
would  not  scruple  to  use  means  to 
compass  it  Be  that  as  it  may,  a  jea- 
lous watchfulness  was  now  exercised, 
not  only  towards  the  prophetess  her- 
self, but  towards  those  who  came  to 
consult  Ber  ;  more  than  once  she  was 
arrested,  and  had  to  undergo  a  rigor- 
ous interrogatory  at  the  paUtis  dejug' 
tiee.  On  one  of  these  occasions,  a  re- 
markable expression  fell  from  her :  it 
was  on  the  11th  of  December,  1809, 
when,  being  pressed  to  explain  an  ob- 
scure answer  she  had  just  given  to 
some  question  which  had  been  ad- 
dressed to  her,  she  said,  "  Mv  answer 
is  a  problem,  the  solution  of  which  I 
Teserye  till  the  3Ut  cfMarchf  1814.** 
What  the  question  was,  to  which  this 
reply  was  given,  does  not  appear,  but 
we  hardly  need  to  remind  the  reader 
that,  eight  days  before  the  fifth  annl- 
•versary  of  Napoleon's  coronation  had 
been  celebrated  with  a  splendour  en- 
hanced by  the  presence  of  five  of  his 
royal  vassals^  the  kings  of  Saxony, 
Westphalia,  Wirtemberg,  Holland* 
and  Naples;  and  that  on  the  day 
named  by  Lenormand  for  the  solutioa 
of  her  **  problem*' — the  allies  entered 
Paris. 

And  now  to  our  promised  anecdotes, 
the  first  of  which  we  find  in  a  comma- 
nication  addressed  to  our  friend  Doc- 
tor Justinus  Kemer,  by  a  lady  who 
subscribes  herself  "  Countess  N.  N.," 
and  who  is  the  same  we  referred  to 
a  while  affo,  as  havinghadagreat  deal 
to  do  with  the  Pythoness^  between  th« 
years  1811  and  1813.  Let  us  premise 
that  the  countess's  real  name  is  known 
to  the  doctor,  though  she  chooses  to 
be  only  N.  N.  to  the  public  :-^ 

«  On  the  5th  May,  1811,  the  Dnohesa 
of  Courland  and  X  having  disguised 
ourselves  as  citizens'  wives  of  Faris, 
drove  to  the  entrance  of  the  Faubourg 
St.  Grermain,  and,  leaving  our  carriage 
there,  took  a^acr«,  and  proceeded  to 
Mile.  Lenormand's,  in  the  Rue  Tonmon. 
After  we  had  rung  and  knocked  several 
times,  a  young  girl  appeared,  and  told 
us  we  could  not  set  Mademoiselle  L.. 
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M  she  was  at  that  moment  engaged, 
and  that  we  most  either  oome  another 
time,  or  wait  till  she  was  at  leisure  to 
receive  ns.  We  ohose  the  latter,  and 
were  shown  into  a  room,  in  which  books, 
prints,  paintings,  stuffed  animals,  mnsl- 
oal  and  other  instruments,  bottles  with 
snakes  and  lizards  in  spirits,  wax  fruits, 
artificial  flowers,  and  a  medlev  of  other 
articles,  covered  the  walls,  the  tables, 
and  the  floor,  leaving  scarcely  an  unoc- 
cupied spot  for  the  eye  to  rest  on.  It 
was  fully  two  hours  before  any  one 
eame  near  us,  during  which  time  we 
heard  the  house-door,  as  well  as  that  of 
the  adjoining  cabinet,  open  and  shut  re- 
peatedly. At  last,  when  our  patience 
was  almost  worn  out,  the  door  of  the 
room  we  were  in  was  opened,  and  a 
figure,  of  a  height  and  breadth  that  sur- 
prised  us,  made  its  appearance.  It  was 
Mile.  Lenormand.  There  was  undeni- 
ably  something  imposing  in  the  picture 
she  presented:  her  bulk  nearly  filled 
the  door;  her  air  was  marked  by  a 
stately  composure,  and  the  expression 
of  her  countenance  had  the  kind  of  so- 
lemnity one  expects  to  find  in  the  pro- 
fessor of  a  mysterious  art.  She  had 
broad,  flat  features,  and  wore  a  black 
silk  morning  dress,  and  a  cap  with  a 
deep  border,  that  completely  covered 
the  hair.  She  beckoned  us  into  the 
cabinet,  seated  herself  in  a  high  arm- 
chair, before  a  large  table,  on  which  lay 
astronomical  charts  and  papers  covered 
with  calculations,  and  pointed  to  two 
lower  seats,  which  we  took  possession 
of.  She  now  looked  good-humouredly 
at  us,  and  told  us  we  were  disguised. 
We  confessed  it ;  she  said  nothing  iiir- 
ther  on  the  subject,  and  when  taking 
leave,  we  named  ourselves  of  our  own 
accord." 

We  must  here  interrupt  the  countess 
to  sayy  that  we  regret  she  should  have 
thought  it  necessary  to  maintain  an 
incognito  with  us,  which  she  was  so 
obliging  as  to  drop  towards  Mile. 
Lenormand.  Countesses  that  have 
anything  out  of  the  common  way  to 
tell,  should  eschew  the  anonymous, 
lest  readers  of  an  incredulous  turn  of 
mind  should  be  led  to  suspect  that 
they  are  no  countesses  at  all.  Letters 
of  the  alphabet  are  bad  vouchers 
for  a  tough  story  j  even  the  news- 
papers will  not  insert  your  account 
of  a  "  man's  nose  bitten  oflP  by  an 
oyster,"  unless  you  send  vour  real 
name  and  address.  **  Q.  Zr  will  not 
do.  And  what  better  is  ««  N.  N.  ?" 
For  anvthing  one  knows,  it  may  stand 
for  Nobody,  of  Nowhere. 

As  our  countess,  however,  has  not 


thought  proper  to  name  herself,  it  is 
well  that  she  has  not  practised  the 
same  reserve  in  relation  to  the  Duchess 
of  Courland.  The  duchess  is  a  good 
guarantee  for  the  authenticity  of  the 
countess ;  for  this  Duchess  of  Cour- 
land is  a  real  personage,  Anna  Char- 
lotte Dorothea  by  name,  a  born  Von 
Medem,  and  third  wifb  and  relict  of 
Peter,  last  Duke  of  Courland,  who 
died  the  13th  of  January,  1800.  She 
was  born  the  8th  of  February,  1761 
(consequently  had  entered  her  fifty- 
first  year  bqt  three  months  before  the 
*'  lark"  we  find  her  engaged  in),  and 
was  married  the  6th  of  November, 
1779.  She  lives  (if  she  has  not  died 
since  1822)  on  her  estate  of  Loebiclian, 
in  the  principality  of  Altenburg,  and 
has  a  jointure  of  sixty  thousand  florins 
(or  ^ve  thousand  poui^ds  sterling)  a- 
year.  Her  youngest  daughter,  Doro- 
thea, was  married,  in  1809,  to  the 
nephew  of  Prince  Talleyrand.  The 
reader  sees  that  in  the  Duchess  of 
Courland  we  have  got  a  tangible  fact, 
taken  in  oonqezion  with  which,  the 
Countess  N.  N.  becomes  at  least  a  fair 
probability ;  and  now  let  the  h\r  pro- 
bability proceed  with  her  narrative, 
secure  from  further  interruption :-« 

**  After  the  duress  had  been  disposed 
of,  my  turn  came,  and  Mile.  L.  interro- 
gated me  as  follows  : — 

"  '  The  first  letter  of  yoi|r  Cl^fi^tiaa 
name  ?' 

" '  A.' 

"  *  The  year,  day,  and  l^our  of  your 
birth  ?• 

" » Sunday,  the  18th  of  Mf^y,  1777, 
fqur  o'cloek  in  the  afternoon.' 

**  *  Your  favourite  colours  ?* 

"  «  Black  and  white.' 

**  *  Favourite  fruits  ?' 

•*  *  Pine-apple  and  mulberry.* 

••  *  In  walking,  whether  do  you  like 
best  to  go  up  hill  or  down  ?' 

*'  *  Up.' 

"  *  Your  favourite  animals  ?' 

*' '  Eagle,  swan,  dog,  and  horse.' 

**  She  now  glanced  into  the  chart  of 
the  heavens,  told  me  that  I  stood  under 
the  influences  of  Venus  and  Jupiter, 
and  then  proceeded  to  detail  the  events 
of  my  past  life,  with  a  particularity  and 
a  fidelity,  which  filled  me  with  wonder — 
many  of  the  circumstances  which  she 
related  being  such  as  I  believed  known 
to  no  human  being  but  myself.  While 
thus  engaged,  she  did  not  once  look  at 
me,  but  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  chart, 
from  which  she  seemed  to  be  reading 
aloud. 
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*'  At  last  0he  raised  her  eyes  to  mine, 
and  asked — 

•*  •  Do  you  desire  to  know  the  fa- 
tnre?* 

*•  I  took  this  opportunity  of  observing 
the  expression  of  her  eyes,  into  which  I 
looked  for  a  few  moments  before  answer-* 
ing.  There  was,  however,  nothing 
nnusaal  to  be  detected  in  them,  nothing 
indicating  a  state  of  somnambulism,  no 
gleam  of  prophetic  rapture,  not  a  cha* 
racterisUo  to  mark  them  as  the  organs 
of  a  preternatural  vision.  You  would 
say  that  the  soul  which  looked  through 
such  eyes  was  guiltless  of  all  commerce 
with  the  powers  of  an  invisible  world, 
and  that  if  Mile.  Lenormand  really 
divined  at  all,  it  was  by  the  rules  of  an 
art  learned  by  rote,  and  not  by  any 
oracular  promptings  from  within. 

'^  Incredible  as  the  existence  of  such 
an  art  might  seem,  it  was  not  more  so  in 
relation  to  the  future  than  to  the  past. 
If  the  sibyl  could  see  all  I  had  left  behind 
me  in  the  journey  of  life,  why  should  that 
which  was  yet  before  me  be  hid  from  her  ? 
She  had  shewn  me  what  was  gone :  why 
should  I  doubt  her  ability  to  bring  to  my 
view  that  which  was  to  come  ? 

*'  With  such  thoughts  as  these,  I  an- 
swered her  question  in  the  affirmative. 
On  this  she  took  my  left  hand,  gazed  on 
its  lines,  wrote  down  some  numbers  on 
a  sheet  of  jpaper,  reckoned,  contemplated 
the  celestial  chart,  again  pored  over  my 
hand,  again  wrote  and  reckoned,  and  so 
on  for  not  less  than  two  hours.  The 
duchess  eot  tired,  and  went  away,  and 
I  at  last  Degan  to  be  faint  with  hunger. 
Mile.  L.  hi^  a  cup  of  soup  brought  to 
me,  and  said,  *  Have  patience,  for  I  have 
something  to  learn  here.*  At  last  her 
calculations  appeared  to  be  brought  to 
a  satisfactory  result,  and  she  dictated 
to  me  what  follows : — 

'* '  A  singular  destiny  I  You  will  see 
more  high  mountains  than  you  think — 
will  ascend  more  than  vou  will  wish  to 
do.  One  day,  and  that  in  1813,  during  the 
war,  you  virill  have  to  fly ;  your  people 
will  be  ill-used  and  made  prisoners ;  you 
yourself  also  will  be  carried  away  one 
morning,  at  one  o'clock,  by  men  with 
long  beards,  and  by  men  wearing  chains 
and  coats  of  mail,  who  will  require  of 
you  a  breach  of  fidelity  towards  him  who 
will  die  on  the  rock.  Three  state  pri- 
soners will  owe  their  lives  to  your  inter- 
cession. In  Venice,  a  poet,  whom  you 
have  never  seen,  and  never  will  see,  will 
feel  himself  inipelled  to  make  it  a  request 
to  you,  that  after  his  death  you  will  pray 
for  him,  as  often  as  you  enjoy  the  view 
of  anything  pre-eminently  beautiful  in 
nature.  Your  life  will  bo  spent  in  coarts, 
because  the  choice  of  your  heart  is  soli- 
tude ;  this  is  the  contradiction  that  pre- 
sides over  your  earthly  existence.  Your 


first  long  journey  will  be  fVom  Germany 
to  Italy,  whither  you  will  go  at  the  in- 
stance of  a  sovereign ;  and  you  will  be 
invested  with  an  order,  the  decoration 
of  which  you  will  either  never  wear,  or 
wear  for  the  first  time  at  a  very  ad- 
vanced age.  Satiated  with  honours,  and 
weary  of  the  great  world,  you  will  die 
of  years,  in  a  fair  chateau,  standing  in 
the  midst  of  gardens.  Many  wiU  be 
around  you  at  your  death,  and  form,  as 
it  were,  a  little  court  Your  life,  and  all 
that  awaits  you,  is  wonderful.  Yoor 
wishes  point  to  tranquillity  and  retire- 
ment, but  these  will  evade  your  search: 
thev  are  denied  yon,  just  oecause  you 
seek  them. 

« <  One  thing  more — a  great  thmg— 
will  happen  you,  but  I  cannot  tell  yon 
what  it  IS  ;  it  is  nothing  bad,  but  it  most 
remain  a  secret.  Before  1867  all  wOl 
have  been  fulfilled.' 

<*  After  this  followed  much  that  re- 
lated to  familv  matters,  and  which,  ex- 
cept  in  some  few  points,  has  since  been 
verified.  But  as  a  great  part  of  tiiese 
communications  was  of  a  punfal  natore, 
turning  on  the  death  of  friends,  and 
other  sorrows  which  were  in  store  for 
me,  I  can  say  that  I  learned  from  my 
horoscope  at  least  one  lesson— never  to 
wish  again  to  pry  into  the  secrets  of  fu- 
turity. As  to  the  fulfilment  of  the  abore, 
I  have  to  say,  that  the  year  1813  broogfat 
all  that  was  predicted.  The  poet  in 
Venice  proved  to  be  Lord  Byron,  and  I 
keep  the  promise  I  made  him,  and  will 
keep  it  as  long  as  I  live.  The  journey 
to  Italy  was  undertaken  in  consequence 
of  an  invitation  of  Pope  Leo  XII.  His 
death  prevented  the  establishment  of  an 
institution  for  sick  persons  at  Varenna, 
which  he  wished  me  to  preside  over,  and 
for  which  the  arrangements  were  already 
in  a  state  of  forwardness.  With  a  view 
to  my  holding  this  position,  the  Maltese 
cross  was  promised  me ;  but  I  made  no 
application  to  the  pontifical  government 
for  the  performance  of  this  promise, 
wishing  neither  to  wear  the  order,  nor  to 
pa]r  the  fees  for  it,  when  the  olyect,  for 
which  it  was  to  have  been  oonterred  on 
me,  was  given  up.  From  that  time  the 
prophecy  awaits  its  further  accomplish- 
ment. 

"  This  was  but  the  first  of  many  visits 
which  I  paid,  in  that  and  the  next  two 

{rears,  -  to  Mile.  Loiormand.  Friends 
iving  at  a  distance  commissioned  me  to 
consult  her,  and,  as  long  as  I  remamed 
at  Paris,  a  month  seldom  passed  without 
some  communication  between  us.  To 
calculate  the  nativity  of  absent  persons, 
she  required  the  day  and  hour  of  their 
birth  in  their  own  handwriting;  she 
asked  neither  the  name  of  the  applicant, 
his  birth-place,  nor  the  country  in  whi<^ 
he  lived.  I  brought  hertheleafonwhidi 
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the  necessary  particulars  were  written, 
settled  the  price  to  be  paid  (six  francs, 
one,  two,  or  four  louis  d'or),  and  in  eight 
days  I  had  the  answer.  It  turned  out 
that  the  prophecies  which  went  most  in- 
to details  (that  is,  those  which  were  the 
highest  paid  for),  were  least  borne  out 
by  the  result. 

"Since  1813,  when  I  left  Paris,  I 
have  had  no  further  intelligence  of  Mile. 
Lenormand." 

So  far  Countess  N.  N.,  of  whose  un- 
satisfactory way  of  telling  her  story  we 
roost  here  again  complain.  After  giv- 
ing as  the  prophecy  word  for  word^ 
sbeoaghlto  have  given  the  fulfilment^ 
event  for  event,  told  us  all  about  the 
**  high  mountains"  (which  we  have  to 
g^ess  were  the  Alps  and  Appenines)^ 
the  **  men  with  long  beards"  (Cossacks^ 
of  course)»the  others  wearing  "  chains 
and  coats  of  mail,"  and  explained  what 
**  breach  of  fidelity"  they  required  of 
her,  towards  '<him  who  was  to  die 
upon  the  rock" — in  whom  there  is  no 
very  great  difficulty  in  recognizing  Na- 
poleon. She  might  have  done  worse, 
too,  than  let  us  know  who  were  the 
**  three  prisoners  of  state  that  owed 
their  lives  to  her  intercession." 

Our  next  contribution  is  from  a  per- 
sonage every  way  more  authentic  and 
responsible  than  the  Countess  N.  N., 
namely*  the  President  Von  Malchus, 
who,  about  forty  years  ago,  played  a 
somewhat  considerable  part  in  Euro- 
pean affairs.  He  was  born  in  1770,  at 
Mannheim,  where  bis  father  held  some 
subordinate  appointment  in  the  house- 
hold of  the  Duke  of  Deux-ponts.  The 
duke,  discovering  indications  of  ta- 
lent in  the  boy,  took  care  that  he 
should  enjoy  every  advantage  of  edu- 
cation; he  was  placed  in  the  Gymna-- 
Slum  of  Mannheim  in  his  fifteenth 
year,  and,  after  two  years  of  prepara- 
tory study,  proceeded  to  the  University 
of  Heidelberg,  from  which  he  after- 
wards removed  to  thatofGottingen.  In 
1790,  he  exchanged  an  academic  life 
for  one  devoted  to  diplomacy,  being 
made  private  secretary  to  the  Count  of 
Westphalia,  minister  of  state  to  the 
Elector  of  Mayence.  After  this  he 
occupied  various  posts  of  gradually  in- 
creasing importance,  till  1803,  when  he 
was  entrusted  with  a  high  "  cameral" 
appointment  by  the  Ring  of  Prussia. 
When  the  kingdom  of  Westphalia  was 
erected,  in  1607,  he  was  called  to  give 
King  Jerome  (the  most  brainless  of  the 


Bonaparte  family),  the  aid  of  his  finan- 
cial abilities,  first  as  a  member  of  the 
council  of  state,  and  afterwards  as  di- 
rector-general of  imposts,  and  liquida- 
tor-general of  the  national  debt ;  the 
last-mentioned  office,  however,  after  a 
short  tenure,  he  gave  up,  and  we  ra- 
ther think  the  office  itself  was  abolish- 
ed, as  calculated  to  create  a  popular 
delusion — ^to  say  nothing  of  its  being  a 
sinecure.  During  the  next  three  years 
he  was  employed  in  various  missions 
(to  Berlin,  Hanover,  Paris,  &o.),  the 
object  of  which,  it  is  our  impression, 
was    generally  something    connected 
with  money  matters,  as  the  bent  of  his 
genius  was  decidedly  that  way.     From 
this  period,  the  rise  of  his  fortunes  was 
rapid.     In  1811,  he  was  named  Minis- 
ter of  Finance  ;  in  1812,  of  War ;  and 
in  1813,  of  the  Interior:  simultane- 
ously with  this  last  charge,  he  received 
the  title  of  Count  Marienrode,  Jerome 
probably  thinking  that  such  an  accu- 
mulation of  employments  (leaving  no 
one  domestic  or  foreign  affair  of  the 
kingdom  that  Malchus  was  not  to  ma- 
nage) would  be  too  much  for  the  head 
of  a  simple  commoner.     After  the  dis- 
solution of  the  Westphalian  monarchy, 
Malchtts  took  up  his  residence  at  Hei- 
delberg, where  for  some  time  his  posi- 
tion was  by  no  means  an  enviable  one, 
in  consequence  of  the  violent  attacks, 
both  in  reference  to  his  administration 
and  his  personal  character,  of  which  he 
found  himself  the  object.     However, 
he  showed  his  assailants  a  bold  firont, 
and  published  a  memoir,  in  which  the 
charges  against  him  were  ably  com- 
bated.     He  lived  some  years  in  pri- 
vacy, and  with  straitened  means;  at 
length,  in  1817,  he  entered  the  service 
of  the  Kingof  Wirtemberg,  who  placed 
him  at  the  head  of  his  old  department 
of  finance.     From  what  causes  we  are 
not  informed,  he  held  his  appointment 
little  more  than  a  year.     A  pension  of 
four  thousand  florins  was  conferred 
upon  him  at  his  retirement ;  and,  tak- 
ing up  his  abode  once  more  in  Heidel- 
berg, he  devoted  the  rest  of  his  days 
to  the  '<  cultivation  of  the  sciences." 
In    this    occupation — a  considerably 
pleasanter  one,  we  reckon,  than  liqui- 
dating the  national  debt — he  was  en- 
gaged up  to  the  year  1838,  and  may, 
for  anything  we  know,  be  engaged  at 
the  present  writing. 

So  much  to  advise  the  reader  who 
President  Malchus  properly  is  or  was. 
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and  now|to  his  aocoant  of  what  passed  be- 
tween himself  and  Mile.  Lenoraiand. 

He  had  heard,  he  tells  us,  of  the 
^•famed  divineress  long  before  he 
saw,  or  supposed  that  he  ever  would 
see  her,  and  the  way  in  which  her 
name  came  to  his  ears  was  this.  There 
was  a  oertain  Count  Morio  in  the 
Westphalian  service,  a  Frenchman  by 
birth,  whom  King  Jerome  had  ap- 
pointed marshal  of  the  palace,  and  in 
concert  with  whom  the  finance-minister 
had  received  orders  'to  remodel  the 
royal  household,  with  a  view  to  its 
being  placed  on  a  more  economical 
footing.  This  business  necessitated 
frequent  and  prolonged  interviews  be- 
tween the  two  officials,  which  took 
place  at  :the  house  of  Malchus ;  and 
at  these,  Morio,  after  the  lapse  of 
about  an  hour,  generally  became  un- 
easy, and  showed  a  marked  anxiety  to 
terminate  the  sitting  and  to  get  home. 
This  impatience  was  quite  inexplicable 
to  his  colleague,  who  one  day  asked 
him  the  reason  of  it. 

*'  The  reason  is,"  replied  Morio, 
*'  that  my  wife  is  in  an  agony  of  dread 
if  I  remain  out  of  her  sight  a  moment 
after  the  time  she  has  reckoned  to  see 
me.'' 

**  And  why  ?"  inquired  Malchus. 

Morio  then  related  that  his  wife, 
before  he  met  with  her,  had  had 
her  nativity  cast  by  MUe.  Lenormand, 
who,  among  other  things,  had  told  her 
that  she  would  be  married  three  times. 
Her  first  husband  would  be  a  man  be- 
tween whom  and  herself  no  acquaint- 
ance at  that  time  existed :  the  marriage 
would  be  a  very  advantageous  one, 
and  put  her  in  possession  of  all  she 
could  reasonably  wish  for,  but  when 
blest  with  the  fulfilment  of  her  highest 
wish — to  be  in  the  way  of  becoming  a 
mother — she  would,  soon  after  a  great 
fire,  receive  in  her  house  a  visitor  of 
g^eat  distinction,  and,  not  long  afler, 
lose  her  husband  by  a  violent  death. 

Married  a  second  time,  not  so  bril- 
liantly,  but  still  very  well,  she  would 
return  to  her  native  country  (she  was 
a  Creole),  where  she  would  in  a  short 
time  lose  her  second  husband,  and 
marry  a  third,  who  would  survive  her. 

After  this  explanation,  Malchus 
seems  to  have  indulged,  as  far  as  it 
was  possible,  the  wish  of  his  fellow- 
labourer  to  shorten  the  hours  of  busi- 
ness. One  day,  however,  he  found  it 
necessary  to  continue  the  sitting  con- 


siderably beyond  the  usual  time,  when 
Morio,  unable  to  contain  his  anxiety, 
at  last  insisted  upon  breaking  ofF,  and 
said,  "  Come,  monsieur  le  mimstre,  do 
me  the  honour  to  accompany  me  home ; 
you  shall  see  for  yourself  the  state  of 
terror  in  which  my  absence  places  my 
wife,  and  you  will  never  again  blame 
my  reluctance  to  prolong  that  terror  an 
avoidable  moment."  Malchus  com- 
plied, and  found  the  countess  in  a  state 
of  suffering  which  her  husband  had 
not  at  all  exaggerated.  When  she 
learned  that  he  had  been  acquainted 
by  Morio  with  the  ground  of  her  ap- 
prehensions, she  said,  <*  You  can  judge, 
then,  whether  I  have  cause  to  tremble 
for  my  husband's  life.  In  every  other 
particular  the  prophecy  has  been  veri- 
fied. I  did  not  know  him,  nor  he  me ; 
my  marriage  with  him  was  a  most  ad- 
vantageous one,  and  has  truly  put  me 
in  possession  of  all  I  could  reasonably 
wish  for ;  I  am  so  happy  as  to  have 
the  prospect  of  being  a  mother,  and 
that  very  soon ;  the  "  great  fire"  has 
unfortunately  taken  place — it  was  the 
burning  of  the  palace;  the  ^'distin- 
guished visitor"  is  no  longer  to  be 
waited  for,  for  the  king,  in  conse- 
quence of  that  calamity,  established 
himself  here  in  the  Bellevue  (the  name 
of  a  palace  in  Cassel,  in  which  Morio, 
as  chief  of  the  royal  household,  re- 
sided), and  we  had  to  give  him  up 
several  rooms.  Yes,  I  must  tremble 
when  I  think  of  the  stage  to  which  my 
fortunes  are  arrived,  for  I  am  driven 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  violent  death 
of  my  husband  is.  now  very  near." 

Malchus  said  what  he  could  to  tran- 
quillize her ;  assured  her  that  with  him, 
at  least,  her  husband  was  perfectly 
safe,  and  that  one  more  meeting — 
though  she  must  not  alarm  herself  if 
it  should  prove  a  somewhat  lengthened 
one — would  now  terminate  the  busi- 
ness which  took  him  away  from  her. 

A  day  or  two  after  this,  Morio  was 
at  the  minister's  till  about  eleven 
o'clock,  and  then  rode  out  with  the 
king.  On  their  return,  Malchus  saw 
them  both  pass  his  house :  they  rode 
through  the  royal  mews,  where  Morio 
explained  various  things  to  the  king, 
while  the  countess  was  in  such  ex- 
treme anguish  of  terror  that  they  had 
to  put  her  to  bed.  Af^er  a  while,  the 
king  rode  home,  but  Morio  was  still 
detained  in  the  mews.  On  a  sudden 
a  shot  was  fired ;  the  oountess  heard 
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its  sprang  frantic  out  of  bed,  and 
shrieked  oat,  "  That  is  my  husband— 
they  have  shot  him  I" 

It  was  but  too  true :  poor  Morio  had 
been  maliciously  shot  by  a  French 
farrier^  over  whom,  on  account  of  his 
disorderly  conduct,  it  had  been  found 
necessary  to  give  a  German  the  pre- 
ference. 

This  occurrence  made  a  deep  im- 
pression upon  Malchus,  and  when  the 
Westphalian  catastrophe,  in  1813, 
brought  him  to  Paris,  he  was  not  sur- 
prized at  finding  the  name  of  Lenor- 
mand  in  all  men's  mouths,  nor  at  being 
urged — almost  teased,  as  he  says— by 
many  of  his  friends,  to  have  his  fortune 
told  by  her.  Among  other  things,  he 
was  assured  that  she  had  predicted  to 
Murat,  in  the  time  of  the  consulate, 
that  he  would  one  day  be  a  king ;  but 
that  Murat  had  only  laughed  at  her, 
and  said,  if  that  ever  came  to  pass,  he 
would  make  her  a  kingly  present, 
which  also,  on  his  ascending  tne  Nea- 
politan throne,  he  did. 

Another  story,  which  he  heard  had 
some  years  before  been  avouched  by 
all  the  journals  of  Paris,  was  this. 
During  the  Spanish  war,  an  officer 
came  to  Mile.  Lenormand,  to  learn 
his  destiny,  when  she  assured  him  dis- 
tinctly, that  a  week  from  that  day, 
somebody  would  give  him,  in  a  coffee- 
house, the  information  of  bis  brother's 
death  in  Spain.  The  officer,  who  was 
not  even  certain  that  his  brother  was 
in  Spain  at  all,  determined  not  to  go 
into  any  coffee-house  till  after  the 
time  predicted.  But  on  the  eighth 
dav,  some  good  friend,  knowing  no- 
thmg  about  the  oracle,  dragged  him 
by  main  force  into  one,  the  tnreshold 
of  which  he  had  hardly  crossed,  when 
his  servant  brought  him  a  letter,  an- 
nouncing that  his  brother,  at  such  and 
such  a  place,  on  such  and  such  an  oc- 
casion, had  been  killed  in  Spain  I 

Farther,  it  was  positively  asserted 
that  Napoleon  had  twice  spoken  with 
the  sorceress— once  at  her  own  house, 
and  the  second  time  at  the  Tuilleries  ; 
but  as  nobody  but  Duroc  was  present, 
nothing  certain  could  be  known  of 
what  had  passed,  for  neither  of  these 
worthies  was  likely  to  give  it  wind, 
and  she  dared  not  All,  therefore, 
that  people  told  you  so  confidently, 
as  having  been  said  by  her  to  the  First 
Ck>n8ul — that  he  would  be  emperor, 
that  his  wife  (Josephine)  was  his  guar- 


dian angel,  that  he  would  for  a  time  reign 
and  make  war  prosperously,  but  after- 
wards *beoome  unfortunate,  subse- 
quently be  overcome  and  dethroned, 
and  at  last  die  in  exile — all  this,  Mal- 
chus  considers,  could  have  been  only 
conjecture ;  at  least,  no  one  knew  any- 
thing certain  about  it.  It  struck  him 
more,  he  says,  that  the  Countess  Bo- 
chok  (whoever  she  was)  was  more 
than  once  very  pressing  with  him  to 
feel  the  pulse  of  the  fates,  and  pro- 
tested to  him  that  Lenormand  had 
told  her  circumstances  out  of  her  past 
life,  which  it  had  given  her  a  positive 
thrill  of  terror  to  hear,  they  being 
things  known  almost  to  no  human 
being,  and  of  which  Lenormand  could 
by  no  earthly  chance  have  been  in- 
formed. Many  others  of  his  most 
intimate  friendJs  spoke  in  the  same 
way,  but  there  was  nobody  that  so 
much  aroused  his  curiosity,  respecting 
this  singular  woman,  as  Doctor  Span- 
genberg,  the  queen's  (what  queen's  ?) 
physician.  This  personage,  who  is 
described  by  Malchus  as  a  particularly 
dry,  clear-headed  man,  wno  brought 
every  thing  to  the  bar  of  reason,  and 
admitted  nothing  that  was  not  suscep- 
tible of  mathematical  proof,  assured 
him,  just  as  every  one  else  did,  that 
it  was  perfectly  incomprehensible  what 
this  woman  knew,  ana  could  tell  one. 
To  him,  as  well  as  to  the  Countess 
Bocholz,  she  had  presented  the  pic- 
ture of  his  earlier  life,  in  its  leading 
outlines,  with  the  greatest  fidelity,  re- 
minding him  of  many  things  which, 
even  in  Mecklenburg  (his  native  coun- 
try), very  few  people  were  aware  of, 
and  which,  here  in  Paris,  no  human 
soul  could  know.  Also  with  respect 
to  the  present  and  the  paulo-post- 
futurci  she  had  said  things  to  him, 
which  were  true,  or  bad  since  become 
true,  to  a  degree  that  was  enough  to 
drive  one  mad.  For  instance — ''he 
would  in  eight  days'  time  receive  very 
interesting  intelligence,  through  an  old 
friend,  respecting  affairs  in  his  own 
country,  but  the  bringer  of  this  intel- 
ligence would  die  two  days  after." 
He  and  his  friends,  with  whom  he  was 
living  at  Compiegne,  had  several  times 
joked  about  tfiis,  and  wondered  when 
the  messenger,  who  was  to  die  two 
days  after  delivering  his  message, 
would  make  his  appearance.  At  last, 
on  the  eighth  day,  the  actor  Narcisse, 
who  had  spent  a  considerable  time  at 
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Cassel*  and  elsewhere  in  Germany^ 
arriyed,  and  brought  him  several  pieces 
of  news*  which  were  of  great  interest 
for  him*  bat — two  days  after  Narcisse 
died. 

Doctor  Spangenberg  mentioned  fur- 
ther* that  at  the  time  of  his  consulting 
Lenormand,  he  was  for  the  first  time 
of  his  life  at  Paris;  that  he  had  no 
mind  to  consult  her*  but  had  been 
teased  into  doing  by  Monsieur  de  Pful 
and  other  frien(&.  He  had  never  be- 
fore been  in  the  neighbourhood  of  her 
house*  had  never  seen  her  until  that 
day*  and*  at  his  visit*  told  her  neither 
his  name  nor  his  circumstances*  nor 
suffsred  anything  to  escape  him  which 
could  have  served  her  as  a  clue. 

Malchus  was  at  length  prevailed  on 
to  visit  the  divineress ;  the  following 
is  his  account  of  the  visit*  which  we 
give  in  his  own  words  :— 

<*  All  this  at  length  overcame  the  rc- 
pagnance  I  felt  towards  a  sibyl  of  this 
species,  and  I  determined  to  ^o,  intend- 
ing however  to  put  the  reaUty  of  her 
miraculous  knowledge  to  every  test  in 
my  power. 

*'  I  was  glad  to  find  that  the  street 
in  which  she  lived,  and  even  the  quarter 
of  the  town  in  which  it  was  situated, 
was  one  in  which  I  had  never  been.  I 
put  on  a  threadbare  cast-off  surtout, 
and  a  very  shabby  old  hat,  got  into  a 
facre,  and  drove  to  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain,  alighted  before  turning  the 
comer  of  the  Rue  Toumon,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  her  house  on  foot.  On  my 
ringine,  the  door  was  opened  by  a  little 
girl,  who  might  be  about  fourteen  years 
of  age.  I  asked  for  Mile.  Lenormand, 
and  received  answer  that  she  would 
scarcely  be  able  to  speak  with  me  just 
then,  as  she  was  extremely  busv.  *  Very 
well,'  said  I ;  *  ask  her  when  I  may  call 
again  ?'  After  a  few  moments,  the  child 
returned  with  the  answer,  '  Next  Satur- 
day, any  time  after  twelve  o'clock.*  I 
expressed  my  wish  that  she  would  ap- 
pomt  the  hour  herself,  as  I  had,  I  said, 
abundance  of  leisure,  so  that  it  was 
equal  to  me  at  what  time  I  came*  and  I 
was  anxious  that  her  reception  of  me 
should  interfere  with  no  other  engage- 
ment. The  little  maid  disanpeared,  and 
presently  there  came  out  of  the  adjoin- 
mg  chamber  a  woman  advanced  in  years, 
and,  I  must  confess,  not  without  some- 
what witch-like  in  her  appearance,  her 
eyes  elancing  about  her  not  exactly 
with  nre,  but  still  with  an  expression 
of  uncommon  intelligence  and  subtlety. 
Coming  straight  up  to  me,  and  giving 
me  no  time  to  speak,  she  put  a  cara  into 


my  hand*  and*  with  the  words,  *  Sanedi, 
trait  hewres,  wumsienr,*  disappeared  affam 
into  her  cabinet :  she  hardly  saw  me  half 
a  second,  and  I  bad  not  opened  my  lips 
in  her  presence. 

**  Saturday  came,  and  I  was  there 
(in  the  same  dress)  punctually  at  three 
o'clock,  was  again  received  by  the  little 
maid,  and  requested  to  wait  a  few  mo- 
ments, as  somebody  was  just  then  with 
Mile.  Lenormand.  About  ten  minutes 
might  have  passed,  when  the  door  of  the 
cabinet  opened,  and  a  voung  woman, 
supported  by  a  man  under  ue  middle 
age,  came  out,  weeping  so  excessively, 
that  one  could  literaUy  have  wash^ 
oneself  in  her  tears,  and  giving  utter- 
ance to  the  most  heart-piercing  lamen- 
tations. Her  companion  did  everything 
Eossible  to  assuage  her  grief,  reminded 
er  that  *  the  thmg,  after  all,  had  not 
been  infallibly  declared,  that  the  ques- 
tion stUl  remained,  whether  it  would 
really  come  to  pass,'  and  so  on.  There 
must  something  terrible  have  been  siUd 
to  the  poor  soul. 

'*  I  was  now  ushered  in,  and  niade  to 
sit  down  near  the  sorceress,  at  a  table 
that  stood  by  the  sofa.  As  I  had  heard 
that,  when  asked  only  for  the  petit  yen 
(which  cost  two  napoleons),  she  left  out 
many  details,  in  her  sketch  of  the  past, 
the  present,  and  the  future,  I  at  once 
signified  my  desire  to  have  the  grand  jeu^ 
of  which  four  napoleons  is  the  price. 

«  She  then  asked  me — 

**l.  The  initial  letter  of  my  Christiaa 
name. 

**  2.  That  of  my  surname. 

"  3.  Of  my  country. 

**  4.  Of  the  place  of  my  birth. 
'  <*5.  My  age — to  be  g^ven  with  as 
much  exactitude  as  was  m  my  power : 
it  so  happened  that  I  could  state  it  even 
to  the  hour,  and  did  so. 

•*  6.  The  name  of  my  favourite  flower. 

**  7.  The  name  of  my  favourite  ani- 
mal. 

'*  8.  The  name  of  tfie  animal  to  which 
I  had  the  greatest  repugnance* 

*'  Upon  this,  she  took,  in  addition  to 
some  seven  packs  of  cards  which  already 
lay  on  the  table,  seven  packs  more,  mak- 
ing in  all  fourteen  packs.  Tbey  were, 
however,  of  very  different  kinds;  for 
instance,  Tarok-cards,  old  German 
cards,  whist  cards,  cards  marked  with 
the  celestial  bodies,  cards  with  necro- 
mantic figures,  and  I  know  not  what  all 
besides.  She  now  shuffled  one  pack 
after  another,  giving  me  each  pack,  after 
she  had  shuffled  it,  to  cut.  Naturally,  I 
was  going  to  do  this  with  the  right  hand, 
but  she  prevented  me,  and  said,  ^Jax 
main  gauche,  monsieur,'  To  try  whether 
she  said  this  merely  to  mvstify  me,  or 
would  seriously  make  a  point  of  it,  I  cut 
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the  geoond  pack  with  the  left  hand,  bat 
took  the  right  again  to  the  third ;  but 
she  interposed  instantly,  and  repeated, 
*La  mam  gauehe,  numsieur,'  Out  of 
each  pack,  after  cutting,  I  had  to  draw 
(still  with  the  left  hand)  a  certun  num. 
her  of  cards,  prescribed  by  her ;  not  the 
tame  number  out  of  each  pack,  but  from 
one  more,  from  another  less :  from  the 
Tarok  cards,  for  instance,  twenty-five ; 
from  another  pack,  six ;  from  a  third, 
ten ;  and  so  on.  The  cards  thus  drawn 
she  arranged  in  a  certain  order  on  the 
table :  all  the  rest  were  put  aside. 

'*  She  then  took  my  left  hand,  and 
surveyed  it  very  attentively,  taking  par- 
ticular notice  of  all  its  lines  and  mter- 
sections.  After  a  little  while,  she  com- 
menced oountine  the  lines  upwards  and 
downwards,  and  from  side  to  side,  pro- 
nouncing at  the  same  time  the  names  of 
the  heavenly  bodies.  At  length,  she 
opened  a  great  necromantic  book  which 
lay  near  her,  and  in  which  were  drawn 
an  immense  variety  of  hands,  with  all 
their  linear  marks :  these  drawings  she 
compared  carefully,  one  after  another, 
with  my  hand,  till  she  found  one  that 
was  marked  in  a  similar  way.  Then, 
turning  to  the  cards  arrans^^  on  the 
table,  she  studied  them  with  great  in- 
teotness,  went  from  one  to  another, 
numbering  and  calculating  very  busily, 
till  at  last  she  began  to  speak,  and  to 
tell  me,  out  of  the  cards  before  her,  my 
past,  present,  and  future  destinies.  She 
spoke  very  rapidlv,  and  as  if  reading 
out  of  a  book ;  and  I  observed  that  if, 
in  running  on,  she  happened  to  revert  a 
second  time  to  any  thing  already  men- 
tioned, she  stated  it  in  the  very  same 
words  as  at  first — ^in  short,  ezsictly  as 
if  she  were  reading  it  again  out  of  the 
book. 

**  Of  my  past  history,  she  told  me,  to 
my  infinite  astonishment,  much  that  I 
myself  had  almost  forgotten,  which, 
probably,  there  was  no  one  in  my  .own 
country  that  knew  or  remembered,  and 
which  most  certainly  was  known  to  no- 
body at  Paris. 

*' Among  other  things,  she  said — 
'Tou  have  more  than  once  been  in 
peril  of  life;  in  particular,  within  your 
first  five  years,  you  had  a  narrow 
escape  of  drowning.* 

**  Who  told  her  that  in  my  fourth  year 
I  fell  into  the  great  pond  at  Schwetzin- 
gen? 

*' '  More  than  once  vou  have  been  in 
danger  of  losing  your  life  by  fire.' 

"  This,  too,  is  true. 

**  *  You  were  born  in  circumstances 
which  did  not  offer  you  the  prospect  of 
high  station  in  the  world ;  nevertheless, 
you  have  attained  it.  Very  early  in  life 
you  began  to  labour  for  distinction  oF 
some  sort :  you  were  not  yet  five-and- 


twenty  when  you  first  entered  the  ser- 
vice of  the  state,  but  it  was  in  a  very 
subordmate  position.' 

**  How  did  she  find  out  that  I  received 
my  first  official  appointment- at  nineteen. 
"  Then  she  proceeded  to  reckon  up  to 
me  a  multitude  of  particulars  of  my  past 
life,  in  particular  placing  the  different 
sections  of  it  before  me  in  so  definite  and 
distinct  a  manner,  that  I  beg^n  to  feel  a 
kind  of  horror  creeping  over  me,  as  if  I 
had  been  in  the  presence  of  a  spirit. 

'*  With  respect  to  the  last  section  but 
one  (my  taking  office  in  Westphalia), 
she  remarked,  that  it  had  not  at  first 
appeared  likely  to  become  very  brilliant, 
but  that  circumstances  had  soon  oc- 
curred, which  had  given  it  such  a  cha- 
racter. 

"  Of  the  present  she  spoke  with  the 
same  accuracy. 

**  Of  tho  future,  some  things  that  she 
said  were  characterized  by  a  true  Sibyl- 
line obscurity,  or  might  have  been  com- 
pared to  that  Pythian  utterance,  '  If 
Croesus  crosses  the  Pbasis,  a  great  king- 
dom will  falL'  Some  things,  on  the  other 
hand,  she  expressed  in  a  clear  and 
unambiguous  manner,  and  they  have 
proved  true. 

*'  For  example,  she  said,  '  You  are  in 
fpreat  anxiety  about  your  family ' — ^which 
mdeed  I  was,  for  I  knew  that  mv  wife 
and  children  had  got  in  safety  as  far  as 
Elsen,  but  whether  they  had  got  happily 
toHildesheim,  and  if  so,  how  matters  stood 
with  them  there,  I  knew  not — •  but,' 
proceeded  the  sorceress,  'you  may  be 
tranquil  on  this  score,  for  in  eight  days 
you  will  receive  a  letter,  which  will  in- 
deed contain  various  things  not  agree- 
able to  you,  but  will  relieve  you  of  all 
uneasiness  on  your  family's  account.' 

"  In  effect,  bv  the  eighth  da^  I  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  my  wife,  which  ao« 
quainted  me  that  she  and  the  children 
were  well,  but  of  which  the  remaining 
contents  were  by  no  means  of  a  charac- 
ter to  ^ive  me  pleasure. 

"  Within  the  next  eight  daprs  I  should 
four  times  successively  obtam  accounts 
of  the  state  of  things  in  my  native  coun- 
try, and  on  one  occasion  should  hear 
very  minute  particulars  respecting  my 
family. 

*<  This  was  said  on  the  28th  of  March. 
Two  days  after,  the  allies  entered  Paris, 
an  event  the  most  unexpected  to  all  its 
citizens.  About  six  days  after,  I  went 
to  walk  on  the  Boulevards ;  a  person  in 
the  uniform  of  the  Prussian  artillery 
came  eagerly  up  to  me,  and  to  my  asto- 
nishment I  recognized  Monsieur  N., 
who  had  lived  with  us  a  short  time  be- 
fore at  Compiegne,  had  then  returned  to 
Hildesheim,  and  joined  the  Prussians, 
and  was  now  come  direct  from  Hildes- 
heim to  Paris,  consequently  had  no  end 
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of  tbingf  to  tell  me  about  my  famUj« 
whom  he  had'seen  and  spoken  with.  A 
little  after,  I  met  Monsieur  Delins,  for- 
merly prefect  of  Gottingen,  and,  in 
short,  I  really,  in  the  course  of  eight 
days,  had  news  from  Germany  just  four 
times. 

**8be  proceeded — 'Tou  will  not  re- 
main long  in  France,  but  will  return  to 
your  own  country,  where  you  will  at 
nrst  haye  to  encounter  a  host  of  annoy- 
ances, some  of  them  trifling,  some  grare. 
You  will  be  arrested,  but  speedily  re- 
stored to  liberty.* 

"  All  this  took  place  here  in  Heidel- 
berg. 

*'  She  now  said  very  distinctly,  that 
before  the  23rd  of  Koyember,  1814,  I 
should  receire  an  important  decision, 
but  one  very  unacceptable  to  me.  In 
e£fect,  on  the  21st  of  that  month,  I  re- 
ceived the  letter  of  the  Hanoverian  mi- 
nister. Count  Munster,  conveying  to  me 
the  determination  of  his  government  on 
my  claim  to  the  estate  of  Marienrode : 
the  purport  of  this  determination  was, 
that  my  claim  was  rejected,  but  the  ap- 
peal, which  I  spoke  of,  to  the  Congress 
of  Vienna,  left  open  to  me. 

**  *  Your  destmy,'  she  added,  •  will, 
for  the  next  three  years,  be  but  preca- 
rious and  unstable;  and  you  will  not 
find  yourself  in  prosperous  circumstances 
again  until  1817.' 

**  When  she  -  had  completely  finished, 
I  wished  to  have  the  whole  written  down 
(this  costs  a  napoleon  more),  as  it  inter- 
ested me  too  much  to  allow  of  my 
trusting  the  retention  of  it  solely  to 
memory.  *  Much,'  said  I,  *  of  what  you 
have  said  to  me,  respecting  my  past  Ufa, 
has  put  me  in  no  small  astonbhment.' 

"  *Ak  /'  replied  she,  drily,  *c'e«£  bien 
fait  pour  celaJ* 

**  She  had  no  objection  to  write  it  all 
down  for  me,  but  assured  me  that  she 
had  more  to  do  than  could  be  told,  and 
must,  therefore,  request  of  me  three 
things.  First,  that  I  would  write  down 
for  her  the  three  answers  above  men- 
tioned ;  secondly,  that  I  would  not  re- 
quire her  to  go  into  the  past  and  the 
present  at  such  length  as  she  had  done 
in  her  verbal  communication ;  and, 
thirdly,  that  I  would  give  her  three 
weeks'  time,  before  coming  for  the 
paper.  *  That  will  be  the  easier  for 
you  to  do,'  said  she,  *  as  you  will  remain 
two  months  longer  at  Paris.'  This 
struck  me  much,  because,  in  the  posi- 
tion I  then  occupied,  and  under  the 
political  circumstances  existing,  I  could 
not  engage  to  be  at  Paris  three  days. 

•*  *  Surement,*  repeated  she,  as  she  ob- 
served my  perplexed  looks ;  *  vou$  res- 
terez  encore  deux  mois  a  Paris.* 
*'  And  ia  this  also  she  was  right  I    I 


remained  at   Paris  Just   two   menthi 
longer,  and  no  more. 

"*  After  three  weeks  I  revisited  the 
bouse  of  Mile.  Lenormand,  but  found 
her  engaged,  and  heard  from  the  little 
maid  that,  with  the  best  will  in  the 
world,  she  had  net  yet  been  able  to 
make  out  time  to  write  what  I  wished 
for ;  but,  if  I  would  come  again  in  four 
days,  it  should  positively  be  ready. 

**  I  was  glad  of  this  delay ;  the  teat, 
I  thought,  would  be  all  the  severer, 
whether  she  really  read  the  same  tiiine^s 
in  the  cards,  this  second  time,  that  sEe 
did  three  or  four  weeks  before,  or  whe- 
ther she  only  reoalled,  by  an  effort  of 
memory,  what  she  had  said  to  me  on  a 
former  occasion.  I  therefore  quit  the 
house  with  pleasure,  and  returned  after 
four  days.  Mile.  Lenormand  was  gone 
out.  The  little  maid  excused  this  on 
the  score  of  urgent  business,  begged  me, 
in  her  mistress's  name,  to  enter  the  ca- 
binet, and,  opening  a  drawer,  showed 
me  a  paper  intended  for  me,  but  whieh 
was  not  yet  quite  finished.  I  read  it 
through,  as  fi^  as  it  went,  and  found 
that  It  already  contained  about  two- 
thirds  of  what  the  soroerees  had  said  to 
me  orally.  Errors  there  were  none, 
and  the  little  variations  from  what  I 
had  heard  near  four  weeks  before  from 
her,  were  of  the  most  inconsiderable 
nature. 

'*  In  four  days  more,  the  little  maid 
assured  me,  the  manuscript  shoiUd,  with- 
out fail,  be  ready.  In  effect  it  waa  so, 
and  corresponded  accurately  with  what 
she  had  spoken  more  thim  four  weeks 
before.  Yet  how  many  nativities  might 
she  not  have  cast  in  the  interval  I  fi&w 
many  men's  destinies  must  have  thrust 
mine  out  of  her  recollection  I  I  went 
purposely,  from  the  time  of  my  first 
visit  to  her  till  my  departure  from  Paris, 
into  her  neighbourhood  several  times, 
and  always  &und  one  or  more  carriages 
standing  before  her  house,  which  had 
brought  persons  desirous  of  learning 
their  destiny  at  the  lips  of  MUe.  Lenor- 
mand.*' 

We  offer  no  opiuion  on  the  above, 
except  that  it  is  "  curious."  **  True" 
we  must  presume  it»  comings  as  it  doesy 
not  from  a  professional  inditer  of  fbgi- 
tive  romance^  but  from  a  grave  niaoj 
with  a  character  to  lose — a  man  of 
arithmetic  and  red  tape,  and  such 
solid  realities  of  life — whose  only  flight 
of  imagination,  that  we  can  find  any 
trace  of,  was  ^t  very  high,  but  very 
brief  one,  of  accepting  the  office  of 
''liquidator  of  the  national  debt.*' 
Somebody  has  called   oblromancy  m 
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"  moMtmm  nulla  virtute  redemptum." 
It  may  be  so  |  still  these  coincidences 
(to  use  a  wofd  without  much  meaning) 
are  strange.  Malchus  Was  not  the 
only  celebrated  person  of  the  last  ge- 
neration whose  horoscope  Lenormand 
constructed:  Talma,  Madame  de  Stael* 
Mdia  George^  and  numerous  other 
Dotabilities  of  that  age>  also  had  occa- 
sion  to  acknowledge  that  her  predic-i 
tions  wefe  not  thrown  out  at  random ; 
and  it  is  but  a  few  years  since  the 
accomplishment  of  a  prophecy  of  hers» 
respecting  Hdlrace  Vemet,  delivered 
in  1807,  when  he  was  a  child.  This 
was  to  the  effect  that  he  would,  in 
about  thirty  years  from  that  time, 
stand  in  sucn  high  consideration  as  an 
artist,  that  the  King  would  send  him 
to  Africa,  to  paint  the  storming  of  a 
fortress  there  by  the  French  army  ;  a 
prediction  which  was  literally  fulfilled 
in  1839.  It  is  also  asserted,  as  some- 
thing generally  known,  that  she  fore- 
told Murat  the  place  and  the  hour  of 
his  death,  twenty  years  before  that 
event.  People  will  tell  us,  these  were 
all  '« coincidences ;"  which  means,  if 
it  means  anything,  that  the  event 
"coincided"  with  the  prediction.  Quite 
true  $  the  event  did  coincide  with  the 
prediction,  and  here  is  just  the  won- 
der. If  there  had  been  no  ''coinci- 
dence**— that  is,  if  the  prophecy  had 
not  been  fulfilled — there  would  have 
been  no  mystery  in  the  case* 

But  the  certainty  with  which  Le- 
normand divined  tne  lucky  numbers 
in  the  lottery,  is  said  to  have  thrown 
all  her  other  oracular  exploits  into  the 
shade.  The  following  anecdotes,  illus- 
trative of  her  g^ft  in  this  way,  are  told 
by  Doctor  Weisskampf,  who  had  them 
from  Colonel  Favier,  at  Paris : — 

"  MUe.  L.  once  declared  to  the  cele- 
brated comic  actor,  Potier,  that  one, 
two,  or  even  three  prizes,  were  assigned 
by  destiny,  generally  speaking,  to  every 
man ;  but  that  she  could  not  tell  when 
and  where  any  particular  person's  for- 
tunate numbers  would  be  drawn,  with- 
out inspecting  such  person's  hand.  She 
said,  farther,  that  if  she  could  collect 
about  her  all  the  individuals  to  whom 
fortune  is  fkvourablj  disposed,  all  the 
lotteries  of  all  Europe  would  not  be  able 
to  pay  the  immense  winnings  they  would 
have  to  olatm.  Potier  very  naturally 
desired  to  know  what  were  his  own  for- 
tunate numbers*  Mile.  L.  contemplated 
hU  lift  hand, and Mdd,  'Mark  the  num- 


bers^ 9, 1 1, 67«  and  85 ;  st&ke  on  these— 
but  not  sooner  thaU  sixteen  years 
hence— .in  the  imperial  lottery  at  Lyons, 
and  yott  will  obtain  a  qtuttem.*  This 
was  in  1810;  in  1826,  Potier  remem- 
belied  it;  the  di'awing  at  Lyons  iook 
place  in  May;  he  stuped  on  the  four 
numbers  the  sorceress  had  named,  and 
chose  for  himself  a  fifth,  the  number  of 
his  birth-day,  27 ;  and  Paris  talks  yet 
.  of  the  sensation  produced  when  the  five 
numbers  Potier  had  set  his  money  on 
were  drawn.  He  won  250,000  francs,  a 
sum  which  made  a  rich  man  of  him,  and 
by  which  he  sprang,  as  it  were,  into 
the  arms  of  fortune;  his  wealth  in- 
creased ft'om  day  to  day,  and  when  he 
died  (which  was  in  May,  1840),  his 
heirs  divided  a  million  and  a-half  among 
them. 

**  Potter's  good  luck  reached  the  ears 
Of  Tribet,  another  actor,  a  man  to 
whom  nature  had  been  somewhat  chary 
of  talent,  but,  to  make  amends,  et- 
tremely  liberal  in  the  matter  of  children. 
He  fleW  to  Mile.  Lenormand — she  de- 
clined to  give  him  any  information ;  he 
besought  her  on  his  knees,  but  she  con- 
tinued inflexible;  he  supplicated,  he 
conjured  her ;  she  perused  his  hand,  but 
only  shook  her  head  in  silence,  sighed, 
and  left  him.  Tribet  was  out  <?  his 
senses  at  this  silence  of  the  oracle — he 
followed  Lenormand,  represented  that 
his  happiness  was  in  her  hands ;  that  he 
was  poor,  helpless,  the  father  of  ten 
children,  whom  It  was  not  in  his  power 
even  to  educate,  and  for  whose  niture 
prospects  he  was  in  despair.  At  last 
the  sibyl  looked  on  him  with  a  grave 
aspect,  and  said,  'Do  not  desire  to 
know  your  numbers;  it  is  true  that 
they  will  be  drawn  in  the  next  tirage 
at  Paris,  but  they  will  bring  you  far 
greater  evils  than  you  now  have  to  con- 
tend with.  Seduced  by  the  first  smile 
of  fortune,  you  will  become  a  passionate 
gambler ;  you  will  neelect  your  art,  re- 
nounce, in  your  elated  fblly,  the  profes- 
sion that  insures  you  bread,  abandon 
your  wife  and  your  children,  play  again, 
and  again  play,  and  not  cease  playing, 
until,  oe^gared,  maddened,  and  lost  ir- 
retrievably, you  will  only  hasten,  by 
suicide,  a  death  already  ereeping  to- 
wards yott  by  starvation.** 

"  Tribet  vowed  and  swore  he  would 
be  the  most  regular,  the  most  staid  of 
men,  and  would  suffer  no  degree  of 
prosperity  to  intoxicate  him;  as  for 
play«  he  bound  himself  by  a  solemn  oath 
to  avoid  it,  and  to  apply  his  stains  in 
the  lottery  solely  to  his  family  s  good. 
•  Well,*  said  Lenormand,  « I  will  tell 
you  the  numbers.  I  will  even  let  you 
know  that  one  of  them  denotes  the  year 
of  your  death— it  is  28;  another  is  18, 
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your  iiame-;lll8tiyal,  and  a  third  66,  the 
number  of  your  star.  There  b  still 
another  number,  which  is  full  of  good 
Inek  for  you,  but— you  onoe  wounded 
yourself  in  the  left  hand  on  the  stage 
with  a  pistol,  while  playing  the  part  of 
a  brigand.* 

**  *1  did  so — ^it  is  just  twelve  years 
since.' 

**  *  Well,  that  number  is,  since  then, 
no  longer  to  be  traced  in  your  hand.* 

<'  *  But  I  know  it,*  exclaimed  Tribet ; 
it  is  7.'  That  has  been  a  remarkable 
number  to  me  all  my  life.  At  seven 
years  of  age  I  came  to  Paris;  seven 
weeks  after  my  arrival  here  I  was  re- 
ceived into  the  Royal  Institute  to  be 
educated ;  seven  years  after  I  entered 
the  Institute,  Nicci  noticed  me  there, 
and,  finding  that  I  had  an  ear  for  music, 
took  me  as  a  pupil ;  when  I  was  just 
three  times  seven  years  old,  I  fell  in 
love,  married,  and  obtained,  through 
Nicd,  an  appointment  at  the  Royal 
Opera,  with  a  salarv  of  seven  hundred 
livres.  Finally,  it  is  a  man  who  lives 
at  No.  7,  on  the  Boulevard,  that  ad- 
vised me  to  come  to  you.  Without 
a  doubt,  seven  is  my  fortunate  num- 
ber.* 

"  •  Good ;  choose,  then,  7  for  your 
quatern  ;  very  likely  this  number  also 
will  win.* 

**  Tribet  staggered  from  her  presence 
like  one  drunk  with  joy.  •  But  he  had 
not  money  enough  to  stake  a  laree  sum, 
and  Uie  prophetess  had  declare<C  as  she 
did  in  all  cases,  that  it  would  not  do 
to  stake  borrowed  monev.  The  poor 
actor  had  only  twenty  francs  in  the 
world — he  went  and  staked  the  whole 
sum.  The  day  of  the  tirage  arrived, 
and  Tribet*s  four  numbers  came  out  of 
the  wheel ;  not  one  failed — and  the  man 
who  but  the  day  before  had  not  a  sous, 
found  himself  the  possessor  of  ninety-six 
thousand  francs  I  Who  can  describe 
his  happiness?  He  ran  throuo^h  the 
streets  without  his  hat;  he  embraced 
friends  and  enemies ;  he  told  every  one 
he  met  that  he  was  become  a  capitalist ; 
he  was  so  wild  that  he  took  a  box  at  the 
theatre,  *  to  see  Tribet  play  ;*  in  short, 
his  head  grew  giddy,  and  what  Lenor- 
mand had  prophesied  came  literally  to 
pass.  His  good  luck  had  made  him 
crazv;  his  family,  his  good  wife,  his 
children,  seemed  to  him  a  burden ;  Paris 
was  too  narrow  for  him ;  he  put  up  his 
money,  and  set  off  in  secret  for  London. 
Arrived  there,  he  speedily  dissipated 
the  half  of  his  fortune,  and  then  became 
a  constant  guest  at  the  hazard  table. 
At  first,  like  most  tyros  in  play,  he  won, 
but  fortune  soon  turned  against  him, 
and  loss  followed  loss,  till  nothing  more 
was  left  him  to  lose.     There  now  re- 


mained nothing  of  his  destiny  unfulfiOel 
but  its  dreadful  close,  and  this  was  not 
long  wanting.  In  1828^  his  body  was 
taken  up  in  the  Thames,  and  it  came 
out  on  the  inquest,  that,  for  the  last 
eight  days  of  his  miserable  life,  he  had 
not  tasted  even  a  spoonful  of  warm 
soup! 

**  This  event  was  a  terrible  shock  to 
Lenormand ;  she  called  herself  Tribet*i 
murderess,  execrated  her  art,  and,  for 
more  than  a  year  after,  steadily  refused 
every  request  to  divine  numbers  for  the 
lottery. 

"  In  18S0,  however,  she  was  indoced 
once  more  to  do  so,  under  the  following 
curcumstances.  A  man  one  day  hastily 
entered  faer|cabinet,  stated  himself  to  be  a 
printer,  Pierre  Arthur  by  name,  and  en- 
treated her  intercession  with  a  creditor, 
Monsieur  So-and-So,  whom  he  knew  to 
have  a  great  veneration  for  her,  aod 
who  was  at  that  moment  pursuing  him 
with  bailiffii.  While  he  spoke,  the  cre- 
ditor himself  appeared  with  his  atten- 
dants :  he  had  seen  his  debtor  enter 
Lenormand's  house,  and  followed  hhn  on 
the  spot.  This  man  was  a  money-lender : 
Arthur  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  to 
borrow  a  sum  fVom  him  four  veors  be- 
fore, and  had,  since  that  time,  been  pay- 
ing him  the  usurious  interest  of  twenty- 
four  per  cent. — a  drain  on  his  earnings 
which  scarcely  left  the  poor  man  in  a 
condition  to  jrive  dry  br^id  to  his  chil- 
dren. A  h}uf-year*s  interest  was  now 
due ;  he  was  totally  unable  to  raise  the 
requisite  sum,  and  his  merciless  creditor, 
rejecting  all  his  entreaties  for  an  exten- 
sion of  time,  was  about  to  consign  his 
children  to  inevitable  starvation,  by 
throwing  their  only  support  into  prison. 
Lenormand  readily  undertook  the  inter- 
cessor's office,  and  appealed  to  the  usu- 
rer's compassion,  but  it  is  scarcely  ne- 
cessary to  say  that  the  appeal  was  vain. 
The  sibyl  grew  warm :  the  violation  of 
the  sacredness  of  her  roof  incensed  her, 
and  she  said  some  bitter  things  to  the 
man  of  money :  this  incensed  nun  in  his 
turn,  and  he  told  her  with  a  malicious 
grin,  that  if  she  had  so  much,  pity  for 
the  printer,  she  had  but  to  pay  the  two 
thousand  francs  which  he  owed;  he 
would  then  be  her  debtor,  and  she  could 
show  him  as  much  indulgence  as  she 
pleased. 

<*  Instead  of  replying  to  this  taunt, 
she  took  the  usurer's  left  hand,  and 
studied  its  lines  in  silence.  'Arthur,' 
said  she,  after  a  few  minutes,  '  I  have 
found  help  for  you  where  you  least  ex- 
pected it — in  the  hand  of  your  oppressor. 
If  you  yet  possess  five  francs  of  your 
own — not  borrowed,  but  honestly  earned 
money — go  immediately  and  stake  it  on 
these  three  numbers,  87,  87,  aad  86»  in 
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the  royal  lottery.  The  tiragt  is  to-day : 
to-morrow  you  are  the  possessor  of 
24,000  francs.  You  will  be  able  to  ^ay 
your  creditor,  and  be  a  rich  man  still : 
the  hand  that  has  brought  you  to  beg- 
gary shall  raise  you  to  fortune,  or  there 
are  no  stars  in  heaven.' 

"  But  poor  Arthur  had  not  a  bous,  for 
it  was  but  a  few  days  since  the  usurer 
had  swept  his  house  by  a  distress :  he 
had  nothing  either  to  pawn  or  to  sell. 
The  creditor  coolly  directed  the  bailiffs 
to  remoTO  him ;  then,  finding  himself 
alone  with  the  soroeress,  he  addressed 
hhnself  to  the  task  of  deprecating  her 
resentm^it,  assumed  his  blandest  aspect, 
thanked  her  for  the  fortunate  numbers 
she  had  so  unexpectedly  revealed  to  him, 
and  avowed  his  intention  to  stake  ten 
francs  on  them  without  delay.  The 
same  sum  he  counted  out  on  the  table  of 
the  divineress,  as  a  free-will  token  of  his 
ffratitude.  '  I  have  long  wished,*  said 
be,  *to  leam  from  you  what  are  mj 
numbers:  thank  heaven,  that  an  acci- 
dent, which  I  must  call  providential, 
has  this  day  led  to  the  accomplishment 
of  my  wish.' 

"•Do  not  suppose,'  replied  Lenor- 
mand,  'thatyou  will  escape  the  conse- 
quences of  having  offended  me.  Go ; 
stake  what  sum  you  will  on  the  numbers : 
I  will  take  care  that  you  shall  win  no- 
thing by  them.' 

*•  The  usurer  did  not  believe,  however, 
that  it  was  in  the  power  even  of  the  re- 
doubtable Pythoness  to  alter  the  course 
of  fate ;  he  hurried  to  the  lottery-office, 
and  recorded  his  venture. 

"Lenormand  had  often  murmured, 
that  while  she  could  point  out  to  others 
the  road  to  wealth,  it  was  forbidden  her 
to  tread  it  herself.  She  could  tell  those 
who  applied  to  her  the  numbers  by  which 
prizes  would  be  obtained,  but  was  her- 
self obliged  to  refrain  from  staking  any- 
thing on  these  numbers,  because  her 
dotog  so  was  certain  to  chanee  good 
fortune  into  bad.  She  had  read  her  own 
destinies  as  well  as  those  of  others,  and 
.  knew  that  she  was  one  of  the  few  to 
whom  prizes  in  the  lottery  were  peremp- 
torily aenied.  She  now  rejoiced  at  this ; 
she  resolved  to  stake  the  ten  francs  the 
miser  had  given  her  on  hu  numbers,  sure 
that  when  she  made  them  her  numbers, 
they  would  not  be  drawn.  It  happened 
as  she  anticipated;  the  numbers  were 
not  drawn,  the  usurer  lost  his  ten  francs, 
and  the  only  drawback  on  the  sibyl's 
gratification  was,  that  his  disappomt- 
ment  did  not  open  the  doors  of  the  pri- 
son to  poor  Arthur." 

Colonel  Favier,  we  ought  to  men- 
tion, does  not  guarantee  the  truth  of 
these  stories,  but  merely  gives  them  as 


having  been  current  at  Pa^is  in  1831, 
and  on  the  alleged  authority  of  the 
witch  herself.  They,  therefore,  do 
not  stand  on  the  same  footing,  as  to 
credit,  with  the  communications  of 
Malchos  and  the  Countess  N.  N.  One 
thing,  however,  the  colonel  states  as 
matter  of  notoriety,  that  Lenormand, 
eight  days  before  the  death  of  Louis 
the  Eighteenth,  gave  the  following  as 
the  five  numbers  destined  to  come  out 
of  the  wheel  at  the  next  drawing,  viz., 
the  number  of  the  king's  age,  68 ;  the 
number  of  years  he  had  reigned  (rec- 
koning from  the  death  of  his  nephew), 
36 ;  the  year  of  the  entry  of  the  allies 
into  Paris,  14 1  the  day  the  king  had 
ascended  the  throne,  26 ;  and  the  num- 
ber affixed  to  his  name  in  the  list  of 
the  sovereigns  of  France,  18.  All  the 
numbers  were  drawn,  and  the  lottenr- 
undertakers  of  the  French  metropous 
will  long  remember  the  day  of  reckon- 
ing that  followed. 

We  now  take  our  leave  of  Mademoi- 
selle Lenormand,  to  whom,  witch  or 
no  witch,  some  admiration  will  always 
remain  due,  for  having  contrived  to 
be  believed  in  by  a  generation  that 
neither  believed  in  God  and  his  angels, 
nor  in  the  devil  and  his  imps.  As  to 
her  art,  we  leave  the  reader  to  draw 
his  own  conclusions  about  it,  whether 
mere  chance,  or  some  undiscovered 
properties  of  numbers,  or  a  real  un- 
derstanding with  the  invisible  world, 
have  most  to  do  with  its  results.  If  he 
decide  for  the  first,  we  recommend  to 
his  consideration  the  following  utter- 
ances of  the  inspired  Novalis  :— 

"  The  fortuitous  is  not  unfathomable; 
it,  too,  has  a  regularity  of  its  own." 

And  again  :*- 

"  He  that  has  a  right  sense  for  the 
fortuitous  has  the  power  to  use  all  that 
is  fortuitous  for  the  determinine  of  an 
unknown  fortuitous  :  he  can  seek  des- 
tiny with  the  same  success  in  the  posi- 
tion of  the  stars,  as  in  sand-grains,  in 
the  ffight  of  birds,  and  in  figures." 

With  respect  to  the  other  two  solu- 
tions, we  suDJoin  some  remarks  of  a 
writer  in  Kerner's  "  Magikon,"  who 
states  it  as  something  ''not  to  be  de- 
nied," that  the  powers  of  invisible 
beings  often  exercise  a  strange  influ- 
ence in  games  of  chance,  an  influence 
which  it  would  be  difficult  to  resolve 
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into  the  mere  effects  of  <^  ondiscofered 
properties  of  numbers*' . — 

**  We  should  have  maoY  proofs  (pro- 
ceeds this  writer)  that  the  old  demons 
of  the  heathen  creed  still  cdrry  oh  their 

Same,  under  other  masks,  in  ChHsten- 
om  (espeeiallj  in  southern  countries), 
if  we  were  to  colleet  and  comment  upon 
the  manj  instances  which  occur  to  erery 
trayeller.  What  diabolical  mischief  is 
wrought  in  connexion  with  the  lottery  1 
Even  in  Germany,  how  many  heads  do 
you  find  turned  by  dreams  and  presen- 
timehts  ih  relation  to  this  most  ruinous 
species  of  gambling,  and  that  not  only 
among  the  common  people,  but  often 
amotig  those  who  have  enjoyed  the  ad« 
vantages  of  education !  Cross  the  Alps, 
and  the  still  fury  becomes  an  open  one ; 
and  the  farther  you  travel  southwards, 
the  more  universally  stark *mad  do  the 
people  appear.  Dreams  and  presenti- 
ments go  but  a  small  way :  Uie  very 
beggar  swims  in  an  element  of  omens, 
and  suggestions  of  fortunate  numbers, 
and  there  is  no  possible  casualty  that 
can  beHiU  him,  but  it  betokens  an  amhOf 
^  temot  a  ^terno,  and  so  on.*  Even 
the  execution  of  a  criminal  is  explored 
for  oracular  meanings  :  how  the  blood 
gushes,  how  the  body  falls,  how  the 
poor  sinner  looks,  moves,  bears  himself 
in  the  last  moment — all  is  eagerly  noted, 
and  auguries  are  deduced  from  each 
particular,  that  infallibly  itidicate  the 
winning  numbers  in  the  next  estraztone. 
Here  we  have  the  whole  trade  of  the 
haruspices  of  old :  vour  Roman  will  not 
be  robbed  of  his  neathenism ;  he  only 
mixes  up  with  his  faith  in  these  oracles 
an  occasional  ejaculation  directed  to 
some  favourite  saint,  like  those  prayers 
for  rich  IngUsi,  or  other  children  of  the 
north,  which  form  so  large  a  part  in  the 
devotions  of  the  inn-keepers  of  the  eter- 
nal city." 

We  conclude  with  a  short  anecdote 
corroborative  of  this  author's  riews. 


In  the  Utter  part  of  the  eighteenth 
century^  a  Roman  Catholic  priest, 
named  Maas»  of  Paderborn,  practised 
a  kind  of  divination  by  means  of  num- 
bers, which  made  some  noise  at  the 
time.  He  had  learned  it  from  a  Jew, 
whom  he  had  charitably  taken  into  his 
house  in  a  dying  state,  and  who,  as  a 
tribute  of  gratitude^  communicated 
the  mysterious  art  in  question  to  his 
beneTolent  host>  befbre  he  died^  It 
was  a  method  of  obtaining  answers,  in 
ahy  language,  to  inquiries  respecting 
the  fbture,  or  oti  other  subjects  un- 
known, by  reckonings  made  iu^cord- 
ing  to  certain  rules :  the  practice  of  it 
was  called  '' consulting  the  cabala,** 
Many  remarkable  responses  are  re- 
corded^ n^hich  Maas  obtained  in  this 
way,  both  on  private  and  on  public 
affiiirs;  but  the  following  circum- 
stance is  said  to  hate,  in  the  end,  in- 
duced him  to  renounce  the  art.  He 
once  put  the  question  to  the  "  cabala'* 
— Who  was  it«  author  ?  Contrary  to 
what  usually  happened,  no  intelligible 
answer  was  returned  z  he  repeated  his 
calculations^  and  the  result  was  a  Innd 
of  admonition,  not  to  make  any  in- 
quiry on  this  subject  |  but,  on  his  per- 
sisting, and  a  third  time  tempting  the 
oracle  with  this  too  curious  question, 
the  answer  was  given — **  Look  behind 
you."  At  this  our  experimenter  was 
seized  with  a  feeling  of  horror,  he  laid 
his  face  on  the  table,  called  his  house- 
keeper, and  when  he  raised  his  head 
again,  there  was  nothing  unusual  to 
be  seeui 

We  do  not  know  whether  Mademoi* 
selle  Lenormand  is  still  living.  She 
otight  not  to  be  dead,  for  she  told 
Countess  N.  N.,  in  1812,  that  she  was 
sure  of  completing  her  hundred-and- 
eighth  year. 


*  In  illustration  of  the  above  we  quote  what  follows  from  the  book  of  the  year. 
Father  Prout's  **  Facts  and  Figures  from  Italy  "  % — 

**  There  is  a  book  which  has  a  greater  circulation  in  the  Roman  States  than  the 
New  Testament,  or  Thomas  h  Kempis,  called  the  *  Book  of  Dreams,  or  the  Ora- 
cle of  the  Government  Lottery.*  Wneelbarrowfuls  are  sold  at  every  fair,  and  it  is 
often  the  only  book  in  a  whole  village.  The  faith  of  credulous  ignorance  in  this 
book  is  &  most  astounding  fact ;  and  no  later  than  four  days  ago,  at  the  drawing 
of  the  lottery,  an  instance  of  its  infallibility  was  quoted  in  all  the  hiiunts  of  the 
people.  A  labourer  fell  from  the  scaffolding  of  the  new  hospital  in  the  Corso,  and 
was  killed  on  the  spot ;  his  fellow-workman  left  the  corpse  m  the  street,  and  ran 
to  consult  his  *Book  of  Dreams.'  Paura,  sangue,  cascata  (fear,  blood,  fall),  were 
the  cabalistic  words,  whose  corresponding  numbers,  set  forth  therein,  he  selected 
for  his  investment  of  fifteen  bajocchi.  On  Saturuay,  his  three  numbers  tHi  eama 
forth  from  the  government  urn,  winning  a  prize  of  three  hundred  dollars." 
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wills'  lives  of  illustbious  ibishmen.* 


This  very  able  work^  some  of  the  ear- 
lier  volumes  of  which  we  have^  on 
former  occasions,  taken  an  opportunity 
of  introducing  to  our  readers,  has  been 
now  brought  to  a  conclusion.  Com- 
mencing m>m  the  earliest  period  (the 
first  life  is  that  of  OUamh  Fodla,  whose 
era  our  annals  assign  six  hundred  years 
before  Christ),  and  terminating  with 
our  own  times,  it  presents  a  record  of 
the  life  of  every  man  deserving  bio- 
graphical notice,  who  can  be  consider- 
ed, either  firom  birth,  residence,  or 
any  other  circumstance,  an  Irish- 
man. It  has  been  sought,  in  the  ar- 
rangement of  the  work,  to  attain  at 
once  the  separate  advantages  of  his- 
tory and  biography;  and  with  this 
view  the  lives  are  narrated  in  chrono- 
logical order,  classed  into  series  ac- 
cording to  the  departments  in  which 
their  subjects  were  distinguished ;  and 
these  series  again  subdivided  by  cer- 
tain epochs.  To  each  epoch  a  rapid 
sketch  of  its  historical  outline,  and  a 
dissertation  on  its  peculiar  aims,  ten- 
dencies, and  general  characteristics, 
are  prefixed. 

^  Keviewing  the  entire  work,  as  it  now 
lies  before  us,  we  can,  without  hesitar. 
tion,  accord  to  it  the  praise  of  great  re- 
search, patient  investigation,  and  sound 
judgment.  It  is  free  alike  from  secta- 
rian and  political  prejudices ;  and  while 
tlie  principles  of  the  author  are  never 
disguised,  we  do  not  recollect  that  they 
have,  in  a  single  instance,  led  him  to 
treat  those  who  dissent  from  him  with 
injustice.  These  qualities,  we  need 
not  say,  are  as  valuable  in  the  historian 
as  they  are  rare.  No  power  of  nar- 
rative, no  grace  of  style,  could  atone 
for  their  absence.  The  charm  of  the 
portrait  is  undoubtedly  enhanced  by 
the  drapery  and  the  colouring;  but 
its  first  and  chief  merit  is  fidelity  to 
the  original. 

These  are  the  merits  of  the  work, 
and,  without  question,  they  are  great. 
Its  defect  is,  a  want  of  picturesqueness 


and  liveliness  of  style.  Better  ac- 
quainted with  books  than  men,  the 
genius  of  the  author  is  rather  reflec- 
tive than  narrative;  and  the  course 
of  incident  too  often  pauses  for  dis- 
quisition, which,  however  intrinsically 
excellent  is  certainly  out  of  place. 

This  defect  strikes  one  more  forcibly 
in  the  political  than  in  the  literary 
series.  The  life  of  an  author  is  seldom 
the  record  of  events.  It  is  rather  a 
review  of  the  successive  productions 
of  his  pen,  and  the  gradual  growth 
and  change  of  the  mind  that  produced 
them.  Criticism,  philosophical  esti- 
mate, and  reflection,  are  the  province 
of  his  biographer :  and  there  are  few 
who  could  supply  them  more  pw^ectly 
than  the  present  editor.  The  lives  of 
the  poet  Spenser,  Archbishop  Ussher, 
Jeremy  Taylor,  Bishop  Berkeley,  Grold- 
smith,  and  Archbishop  Magee,  will  be 
found  most  interesting  and  admirably 
executed. 

It  would  not,  however,  be  perfectly 
just  to  suppose  that  the  inferior  attrac- 
tion of  the  political  series  arises  alto- 
f  ether  from  the  cause  above  suggested, 
t  must  be  confessed  that,  from  the  na- 
ture of  the  work,  it  was  extremely  diffi- 
cult to  perform  ^is  part  of  the  writer's 
task,  so  as  to  keepthe  interest  con- 
stantly sustained.  With  the  exception 
of  the  great  Duke  of  Ormond,  whose  life 
has  been  depicted  by  Carte  with  ac- 
curacy and  minuteness,  little  is  known 
of  the  political  personages  whose  lives 
occupy  the  first  three  volumes  of  this 
series,  save  the  remarkable  national 
occurrences  with  which  they  were  con- 
nected. We  have  the  event  rather 
than  the  man  ;  we  are  reading  not  so 
much  biography  as  history-— or  rather 
something  which  is  history,  without 
grouping  and  comprehensiven^  of 
view,  and  biography,  without  minute- 
ness and  individuality  of  portraiture. 
Repetition,  also,  is  unavoidable  ;  for, 
as  all  contemporary  political  charac- 
ters must  be,  in  some  degree,  connected 
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with  the  general  course  of  affairs^  ac- 
cording as  the  biography  of  each  ad- 
vances on  the  page,  the  particular  re- 
lation in  which  the  individual  stood  to 
the  occurrences  of  the  day  demands 
anew  a  statement  of  those  occur- 
rences. Thus,  the  battle  of  Aushrim 
is  as  much  connected  with  the  life  of 
De  Ginckle  as  with  that  of  Sarsfield^ 
ind  could  as  little  be  omitted  from 
the  biographical  sketch  of  the  one  as  of 
the  otiier.  The  policy  and  proceed- 
ings of  the  Whig  and  Tory  parties  form 
the  background  of  the  picture,  whether 
the  li^re  in  front  be  that  of  the  se- 
cond Ormond  or  of  Swift. 

Allowing  for  everything  that  we 
have  noticed,  the  work  remains  a  re- 
markable and  valuable  collection — ^the 
most  elaborate  and  the  most  complete 
record  of  the  history  and  biography 
of  Ireland  as  yet  given  to  the  hterary 
public. 

On  the  perusal  of  such  a  work,  the 
first  reflection  that  rises  to  the  mind 
is  the  mournful  thought,  how  strangely 
tmfortunate  in  her  nistory — how  for- 
tunate in  the  glory  and  greatness  of 
her  children  has  been  our  country ! 
llie  tales  of  a  fabulous  ase,  the  dmi 
and  indistinct  traditions  which  repre- 
sent her  earliest  history  as  that  of 
religion  and  civilization,  present  the 
only  period  of  the  former  on  which 
the  eye  can  rest  with  the  slighest  satis- 
faction. From  the  first  period  of 
authentic  narrative,  it  is  scarcely  an 
exa^eration  to  say  that  the  tale  flows 
on  m  an  uninterrupted  succession  of 
dissension,  unsuccessful  war,  or  rebel- 
lion, disgrace,  and  defeat. 

What  IS  the  real  truth  as  to  the 
early  history  of  Ireland,  it  is  difficult 
to  decide.  Writers  on  the  subject, 
whether  ancient  or  modern,  are  strange- 
ly divided  in  their  opinions ;  and  Uie 
controversies  between  them  have  been 
conducted  with  a  pertinacity  and  bit- 
terness rivallinff  even  the  animosity 
of  her  sects  and  factions.  Admitting 
that  there  is  much  exa^eration  in  the 
accounts  given  by  Iri£^bards  and  an- 
nalists, it  seems  difficult  to  explain  the 
existence  of  those  accounts,  unless  there 
were  some  reality  on  which  to  found 
the  exaggerations.  Historical  fiction 
is  never  a  mere  dream — ^the  creature 
solely  of  the  author's  imagination, 
without  substance  or  fact  to  support 
the  fabric.  Something  there  always 
is  of  truth,  around  which  grow  and 
adhere  the  additions  of  fanciful  nar- 


rative. Pure  falsehood  has  no  per- 
manent vitality  ;  for  neither  in  the 
knowledge  nor  the  faith  of  contempo- 
raries is  there  anything  to  give  it  cre- 
dence or  duration. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  no  less  dif- 
ficult to  reconcile  with  the  supposition 
of  early  civilization  the  testimony  of 
other  and  co-existing  authorities,  wnidi 
represent  this  country  as  exhibiting 
extreme  barbarism,  rerhaps  the  most 
satisfactory  solution  of  the  difficulty 
is  to  suppose  that  both  statements  are 
true;  and  that,  as  in  Russia  at  this 
hour,  a  high  degree  of  refinement  and 
civilization  in  the  few  was  not  incon- 
sistent with  the  degradation  and  igno- 
rance of  the  many. 

Be  this,  however,  as  it  may,  there 
is  no  doubt  that  at  the  time  of  the 
English  invasion,  there  was  little  in 
the  institutions,  manners,  or  general 
condition  of  the  island  justly  cuuming 
admiration.  The  country  was  par- 
celled out  into  a  number  of  indepen- 
dent kingdoms,  and  these,  again,  were 
subdivided  between  a  multitude  of 
petty  chieftains.  The  right  of  suc- 
cession was  determined  by  force ;  and 
the  short  duration  of  the  reigns  of  the 
chief  monarchs — ^nine  or  ten  years 
forming  the  average  length  of  the 
authority  of  the  successors  of  Brian 
Boromh — sufficiently  attests  the  pre- 
carious and  hazardous  tenure  by  wnic^ 
they  held  their  office. 

It  has  suited  the  factious  policy  of 
some  to  represent  the  state  of  anairs 
otherwise :  to  find  in  the  English  in- 
vasion and  success  the  source,  rather 
than  the  result  of  the  evils  and  mis- 
fortunes of  the  nation,  and  preeentinjif 
a  fanciful  picture  of  die  pious  simpli- 
city of  the  natives, 

Bponte  toi  vtltrltfM  Dei  m  wmn  teaoilM^** 

to  attribute  to  the  dc^^radlng  influ- 
ences of  an  unsuccessful  struggle,  the 
cruelty,  want  of  faith,  and  barbuoos 
habits,  with  which  historians  have 
charged  the  people.  The  candour  of 
Mr.  Moore,  and  of  every  other  writer 
of  any  character,  acknowledging  the 
real  state  of  facts,  saves  the  necessity 
of  any  formal  scrutiny  or  refutation 
of  these  absurdities.  But  we  mav» 
in  passing,  ask  these  assertors  of  the 
superior  civilization  and  institutions 
of  Ireland  at  the  time  of  the  English 
conquest,  in  what  way  they  can  recon- 
*cile  their  assertions  with  the  fact  thst  a 
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few  Norman  adventurers,  at  the  head 
of  a  handful  of  soldiers^  succeeded  in 
establishing  a  power  on  the  shores  of 
Irebindy  "miicli,  within  a  few  years 
afterwards,  coerced  from  the  whole 
nation  the  acknowledgment  of  the 
imperial  supremacy  of  England  ? 

In  the  month  of  May,  1 1 69,  Robert 
Fltzstephen,  with  thirty  knights,  sixty 
men  in  coats  of  mail,  and  mree  hun- 
dred archers,  landed  in  the  creek  of 
Bann»  near  Wexford,  and  planted  the 
first  hostile  foot,  from  England,  on 
the  shore  of  Ireland.  At  the  close  of 
the  year  1171^  Roderick,  the  last  re- 
sisting chief,  tendered,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Shannon,  to  Hugh  De  Lacy 
and  William  Fitz  Adelm,  his  oath  of 
allegiance  to  the  king  of  England; 
and  by  the  year  1175  it  was  the  so- 
lemn law  of  the  land,  defined  by  de- 
liberate and  express  treaty,  that  the 
kings  of  England  should,  in  all  future 
time,  be  lords  paramount  of  Ireland  ; 
that  the  fee  or  the  soil  should  be  in 
them,  and  that  all  future  monarchs  ol 
Ireland  should  hold  their  dominion 
but  as  tenants  in  capite,  or  vassals  of 
the  English  crown. 

The  subjection  of  Ireland  to  the 
English  crown  was  the  result,  not  of 
conquest  obtained  by  fair  and  honour- 
able stru^le  in  the  open  field,  but  of 
the  disunited  and  barbarous  state  in 
which  her  people  existed  at  the  time 
of-  t^e  Englisn  landing.  No  really 
vigorous  effort  was  ever  made  to  re- 
sist ;  natives  were  always  to  be  found 
in  the  ranks  of  the  invaders  ;  and  it 
is  questionable  if  the  motives  animat- 
ing the  Irish  party  in  such  engage- 
ments as  did  occur,  were  not  rather  the 
personal  enmities  of  the  rival  chief- 
tains, who  sided  with  either  party, 
than  any  patriotic  feeling  against  the 
foreign  mvader.  In  like  manner,  the 
constant  and  feverish  efforts  at  revolt 
with  which  the  government,  during 
after-years,  was  disturbed,  seem  to  us 
anythmg  rather  than  national  move- 
ments towards  fireedom.  They  were, 
in  fact,  the  contests  between  chieftains, 
whether  natives  or  settlers,  striving 
who  should  be  masters ;  and  for  the 
real  welfare  and  advancement  of  the 
miserable  kerns  and  serfs  over  whom 
they  sought  to  rule,  it  mattered  little 
what  party  succeeded. 

It  18  with  candour  admitted  by  Mr. 
Moore  in  his  *  *  History  of  Ireland ,  '*  that 
it  is  impossible,  when  one  considers 
the  turbulence  and  misery  of  succeed- 


ing periods,  to  avoid  foeling  that  it 
Ym  oeen  well  for  this  country,  had 
her  political  independence  found  a 
complete  etUhariasui,  by  the  perfect 
estaolishment  of  the  authority  and 
institutions,  in  founding  which  Henry 
the  Second  was  engag^,  when  called 
off  by  the  troubles  of  his  reign  in 
England.  As  it  was.— the  work  of  re- 
duction into  system  incomplete,  and 
the  strong  hana  which  might  compress 
and  mould  all  the  discordant  elements 
into  form  and  order,  suddenly  and  pre- 
maturely withdrawn — ^the  country  was 
left  in  tnat  anomalous  state,  which  has 
been  not  inaptly  described  by  the  same 
writer,  as  that  of  two  nations :  the  one 
subjected,  without  being  subdued — 
the  other  rulers,  but  not  masters ;  the 
one  doomed  to  all  that  is  tumultuous 
in  independence,  without  its  fireedom ; 
the  other  endued  with  every  attribute 
of  despotism,  except  its  power. 

In  tne  four  centuries  that  elapsed, 
fipom  the  English  invasion  to  the  reign 
of  Elizabeth,  English  law  and  English 
manners  had  made  little  progress.  The 
history  of  the  period  presente  but  a  mi- 
serable consistency  of  discord  and  suf- 
fering. The  central  government  was 
unable  to  do  more  than  preserve  its  own 
authority  in  the  district  around  Dublin, 
and  along  the  coast  opposite  England. 
All,  says  Sir  John  Davies,  who  dwelt 
beyond  the  Barrow,  dwelt  beyond  the 
law.  The  country  exhibited  in  gene- 
ral the  appearance  of  an  immense 
waste,  overrun  with  forests;  there 
was  scarcely  any  tillage,  and  the  food 
of  the  people  was  scanty,  and  of  the 
worst  description  5  the  population  was 
small — according  to  the  best  calcula- 
tion, amounting  to  about  four  hundred 
thousand,  and  these  scattered  at  dis- 
tant intervals.  The  state  of  law  and 
civilization  was  as  barbarous  as  possi- 
ble— crime,  even  murder,  was  punish- 
ed only  by  a  fine.  "  Let  me  know," 
said  Maguire  to  the  Lord  Deputy  Fitz- 
william,  when  about  to  send  a  sheriff 
to  Fermanagh,  *'  what  is  his  price,  if 
my  people  should  slay  him  ?"  Rapine 
and  fraud  were  not  looked  upon  as 
crimes ;  nor,  in  truth,  were  there  any 
settled  or  regular  laws  regulating  the 
ownership  or  transmission  of  proi^rty, 
nor  any  tribunal  of  permanent  or  de- 
cisive authority,  to  which  contending 
parties  could  appeal.  The  chief  him- 
self seems  to  have  had  but  a  life-inter- 
est in  his  own  power  and  estates  ;  or 
rather,  the  whole  clan  were  possessed 
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of  the  entire  territory,  and  the  chief 
was  the  representative  of  their  collec- 
tive title  and  authority.  The  rights 
ol  the  individual  would  apjjear  to  have 
been  of  no  account — certainly  defjen- 
dant  on  personal  intrepidity,  caprice, 
or  accident — reffulated  only  on  the 
summary  princime  which  Wordsworth 
ascribes  to  Rob^y — 

*'  The  good  old  ralet  the  ilmple  plan, 
ThM  they  should  tiO^e,  who  have  the  power, 
And  they  ihonld  keep,  who  can.** 

A  very  singular  document  has  been 
published  by  the  State  Paper  Com- 
mittee, which  gives  an  idea  of  the 
number  and  extent  of  power  of  the 
chieftains.  It  purports  to  be  a  list  of 
thegreat  heads  of  clans,  whether  lords 
of  English  descent  or  natives^  which 
was  made  out  in  Ireland  for  King  James 
the  First  and  his  ministers ;  and  is  in 
the  following  terms : — 

"Who  lyste  make  surmyse  to  the 
kinff  for  the  reformation  of  his  lande  of 
Ireland,  yt  Is  necessary  to  shewe  hym 
the  state  of  all  the  noble  folke  of  the 
same,  as  well  of  the  kinges  subjectes  and 
Enelyshe  rebelles,  as  of  Irishe  enymyes. 
Ana  fyrst  of  all,  to  make  His  Grace  un- 
derstande  that  ther  byn  more  then  60 
countryes,  called  regyons,  in  Ireland, 
inhabyted  with  the  kinges  Irishe  eny- 
myes. Some  region  as  bygge  as  a  shyre, 
and  some  a  lytyll  lesse ;  where  reygn- 
eith  more  than  60  chyef  capytaynes, 
whereof  some  callyth  themselves  kynges, 
some  kynges  peyres,  in  ther  langage, 
some  prynceis,  some  dukes,  some  arche- 
dukes,  that  lyveth  onely  by  the  swerde, 
and  obeyeth  to  no  other  temperall  per- 
son, but  onely  to  himselfe  that  is  strong ; 
and  every  of  the  said  capvtaynes  make- 
Yth  warre  and  peace  for  hymselfe,  and 
holdeith  by  swerde,  and  hath  imperiall 
jurysdyction  within  his  rome,  and  obey- 
eth to  noo  other  person,  Englyshe  ne 
Irishe,  except  only  to  such  persones,  as 
may  subdue  hym  by  the  swerde;  of 
whiche  regions,  and  capytaines  of  the 
same,  the  names  folowyth  immediate. 

**  Here  after  insuyth  the  names  of  the 
chief  Iryshe  countreys  and  regions  of 
Wolster  (Ulster)  and  chief  capytaines 
of  the  same : 
•*  First,  the  ^eat  O'Neil,  chief  captain 
of  the  nation  within  the  country  of 
and  region  of  Tyreowcn.  (Tyrone). 
O^Donel,  chief  captain  of  bis  nation 
within  the  region  and  country  of 
Tyrconnell,  near  Donegal. 
O'NeU,  of  Tre-ugh-O'Neill,  or  Clane- 
boy,  in  the  south-west  of  Antrim, 
and  north  of  Down,  and  chief  cap- 
tain of  the  same. 
O'Cahan,  of  Kenoght,  in  Derry,  be* 


tween  Lough  Foyle  and  the  Ban, 
and  chief  captain  of  the  same. 

0*Dogherty,  of  Inishowcn,  between 
Loughs  Swilley  and  Foyle,  chief 
captain  of  his  nation. 

Ma^ire,  of  Fermanagh,  chief  captain 
of  his  nation. 

Maeennis,  of  Upper  Ivea^h,  in  Down, 
chief  captain  of  his  nation. 

O^Hanlon,  of  Orior,  in  Armagh,  chief 
captain  of  his  nation. 

M*Mahon  possessed  the  Irish  part  of 
Uriel,  now  part  of  the  county  of  Mo- 
naghan.  Chief  captain  of  his  nation. 

**  Here  after  insuyth  the  names  of  the 
chief  Iryshe  regions  and  countreys  of 
Laynster  (Leinster)  and  the  chief  cap- 
tains of  the  same : 

M*Morough  (called  also  Kayanagh), 
of  Idrone,  in  the  west  part  of  Car- 
low. 

0*Byrne*s  country  was  in  that  part  of 
the  county  of  Wicklow,  between 
Wicklow-head  and  Arklow. 

0*Morough  held  the  east  part  of  the 
county  of  Wexford,  between  Ennis- 
corthy  and  the  coast,  formerly  call- 
ed the  barony  of  Deeps. 

O'Thole's  country  was  formerly  called 
the  barony  of  Castle  Kevan,  and 
comprised  that  part  of  Wicklow 
which  lies  between  Talbotstown, 
Newcastle,  and  Ballincar. 

C Nolan  inhabited  the  south-west 
point  of  Wexford. 

M'Gilpatrick,  afterwards  called  Fitx- 
patrick,  of  Upper  Ossory,  in  the 
Queen's  county. 

O'More  of  Leix,  which  was  by  the 
Irish  statute,  3d  and  4th  Philip  and 
Mary,  constituted  part  of  one  of  the 
new  counties  thereby  erected,  called 
Queen's  county. 

O'Dempsy,  of  Glmmaliry,  near  Port- 
nehinch,  in  the  north  part  of  the 
Queen's  county. 

O'Connor,  of  Offaley,  which  was,  by 
the  above-mentioned  statute,  con- 
verted into  King's  county. 

O'Doyne,  of  Oregan,  in  the  barony  of 
Tinnehinch,  in  Queen's  county. 

All  of  these  were  chief  captains  of 
their  nation. 

*<  Hereafter  foloweth  the  names  of  the 
chief  Iryshe  regions,  and  coimtreys  of 
Mownster  (Munster)  and  chief  captains 
of  the  same : 

Fyrste  of  the  Iryshe  regions,  and  ca- 
pytaines  of  Desmonnd.  McCarthy 
More  (or  the  great  M'Carthy),  of 
Desmond,  in  the  county  of  Kerry, 
between  Dingle  Bay  and  Kenmare 
river. 

Cormok  M'Teague  (likewise  a  M*Car- 
thy),  of  Muskerry,  in  the  county  of 
Cork. 

O'Donaghue  of  Lough  Lene  (KiUar- 
ney),mthe  county  ofKfCTj^ 
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O'Solivan  of  Beare,  in  the  county  of 
Cork,  between  Kenmare  River  and 
Bantry  Bay. 

O'Conor  of  Traghticonnor,  the  north 
part  of  Kerry. 

M*Carthy  Reagb,  of  Carbery,  in  the 
county  of  Cork. 

0*Driscol  of  Baltimore,  in  the  south 
part  of  Cork. 

There  was  one  O'Mahon,  of  Fonshe- 
raghe  (now  Roaring  Water),  and 
another  of  Kinalmeaky,  both  in 
Carbery, 

0*Brien  of  Tovbrien,  in  the  barony  of 
Ibrikin,  in  tne  county  of  Clare. 

O*  Kennedy  of  Lower  Ormond,  west  of 
Lou^h  Deirgeart,  in  the  north  part 
of  Tipperary. 

0*Carroi  of  Ely,  now  the  barony  of 
E^lish,  in  the  south  part  of  the 
King's  county. 

O'Meagher  of  Ikerrin,  now  a  barony 
in  the  north  -east  angle  of  Tipperary. 

M*Mahon  of  Corkraskin,  the  south- 
west extremity  of  Clare,  now  the 
barony  of  Moyferta. 

O'Conor  of  Corcumroe,  in  the  west 
part  of  Clare. 

O'Longhlin  of  Burrin,  in  the  north- 
west of  Clare. 

O'Grady,  who  possessed  that  part  of 
Clare,  now  called  the  barony  of 
Bunratty. 

O'Brien  of  Arra,  east  of  the  Shannon, 
in  the  county  of  Tipperary. 

O'Mulryan,  or  Ryan  of  Owney,  south 
of  Arra. 

O'Dwyer  of  Kilnamanna,  south  of 
Owney. 

M'Brien  of  Coonagh,  in  Limerick. 

•*  Here  after  insuy  th  the  names  of  the 
chief  Iryshe  regions  and  countries  of 
Conaght,  and  chief  captains  of  the  same : 

0*Conor  Roo,  of  Maghery  Conough, 
near  Lough  Cane,  in  Roscommon. 

O'Kelly,  who  dwelt  in  the  barony  of 
Kilconnell  in  Gal  way. 

0*Madden,  at  Portumna,  in  the  baro- 
ny of  Longford,  in  Gal  way. 

OTerral,  of  Annaly,  comprising  ^reat 
part  of  the  county  of  Longford. 

O'Reilly  possessed  the  east  Brenny, 
extending  orer  great  part  of  the 
county  of  Cavan. 

O'Rourke  possessed  the  west  Brenny, 
being  the  south  part  of  Leitrim. 

M'Donough  of  Tiraghrill,  in  the  south- 
east of  Slififo. 

M*Dermid  oiMylurge,  extending  from 
Boyle  to  Lough  Allen,  in  Roscom- 
mon. 

O'Gara,  of  Coolavin,  the  south  point 
ofSligo. 

O'Flaherty,  of  Borin,  in  MoycuUin,  in 
the  county  of  Gal  way. 

O'Malley  of  Morbk,  in  the  south-west 
of  Mayo. 


0*Harra  of  Maherlene,  now  Leney,  in 

Sligo. 
O'Dowdy  of  Tyrevagh,  in  the  county 

of  Sligo. 
O'Donaghue  of  Corran,  in  the  same 

county. 
M*Manus  O'Conor  (commonly  called 

O'Conor  of  Sligo),  of  Carbery,  in 

the  north  part  of  Sligo. 

"  Here  folowyth  the  names  of  the  chief 

Irysh  regions  and    countreys    of   the 

county  of  Meathe,  and  the  chief  captains 

of  the  same : — 

O'MuUoughlin  of  Clonlonan,  in  West- 

meath. 
M*Geoghegan,  who  dwelt  on  the  west 

side  of  Lough  Ennel,  in  the  barony 

of  Moycashely  in  Weastmeath. 
0*Mulmoy,  or  O'Mulloy  of  Fircal,  in 

King's  County. 
**•  Also  there  is  more  than  thirty  great 
captaines  of  the  EngUshe  noble  folk,  that 
folowyth  the  same  Irish  ordre,  and  kep- 
eith  the  same  rule,  and  e?ery  of  them 
makeith  warre  and  pease  for  hymself, 
without  any  lycenco  of  the  king,  or  of 
any  other  temporal  1  person,  saive  to  hym 
that  is  strongeyst,  and  of  suche  that 
may  subdue  them  by  the  swerde.  Ther 
names  folowyth  immedyat : — 

The  Erllo  of  Desmounde,  lord  of  the 

county  of  Kerry. 
Fitzgerald,  called  the  knight  of  Kerr^. 
Fitzmaurice,  whose  territory  was  m 

the  modern  barony  of  Clanmaurice. 
Sir  Thomas  Desmond,  knight. 
Sir  John  of  Desmond,  knight. 
Sir  Gerot  of  Desmond,  knight. 
The  lord  Barrye,  of  Barrymore  and 

Buttevant,  county  of  Cork. 
The  lord  Roache  of  Fermoy,  county 

of  Cork. 
The  young  lord  Barrye,  Barry  Oge, 

of  fcinnelea,  county  of  Cork. 
The  lord  Courcey,  of  the  barony  of 

Courceys,    south  of  Barry  Oge's 

country. 
The  lord  Cogan,  who  held  part  of  the 

barony  of  the  Barretts. 
The  lord  Barret,  who  held  another 

part  of  the  same  barony. 
The  white  knight  (Fitzgerald)  whose 

country  lay  in  the  baronies  of  Clan- 

william,  Condons,  and  Clangibbon, 

in  the  counties  of  Tipperary  and 

Cork. 
The  knight  of  the  Valley  or  Glen 

(Fitzgerald),  had  a  territory  on  the 

south  of  the  Shannon,  in  Limerick, 

from  the  confines  of  Kerry  to  near 

the  River  Deel. 
Sir  Gerald  of  Desmond's  sons  of  the 

county  of  Waterford. 
The  Powers  of  the  co.  of  Watorford. 
Sir  William  Bourke,  knight  of  the 

county  of  Limerick,  barony  of  Clan- 

william. 
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Sir  Pyers  Batler,  knight,  and  all  the 
captains  of  the  Butlers  of  the  county 
of  Kilkenny,  and  of  the  county  of 
Fvddert,  Fethard,  in  the  south-east 
of  Tipperary. 

'*  Here  folowyth  the  names  ofEnglbhe 
greate  rebelles  in  Conagfat : — 

The  lord  Bourke,  M*  William  Oughter 
of  Mayo. 

The  lord  Bourke,  M'William  Eighter 
of  Glanrickard,  which  comprised 
the  baronies  of  Longford,  Leitrim, 
and  Gal  way. 

The  lord  Bermyngham  of  Athenry. 

Sir  Myles  Staunton's  sons  of  Clon- 
morris,  in  Mayo. 

Sir  Jordan  Dester's  sons ;  M* Jordan, 
Baron  Dester,  was  seated  in  the 
barony  of  Gallen,  in  Mayo. 

The  lord  Nangle,  M*Co8tello,  Baron 
Nangle — eastern  side  of  the  barony 
of  Costello,  in  Mayo. 

Sir  Walter  Barrett's  sons  of  Tyraw- 
ley,  in  the  north-east  of  Mayo. 

'*  Here  folowyth  the  names  of  the  great 
Englishe  rebelles  of  Wolster  (Ulster) : — 

Sir  Rowland  Sarage,  knight  of  Locale, 
in  the  county  of  Down. 

Fitzhowlyn  of  Tuscarde,  same  county. 

Fitz  John  Byssede,  of  the  Gl^nnes, 
now  the  barony  of  Glenarm,  m  An- 
trim. 

"  Here  after  folowyth  the  names  of  the 
Englyshe  Gapytaines  of  the  county  of 
Meath,  that  obey  not  the  Kinges  lawe : — 

The  Dyllons. 

The  Daltonns. 

The  Tyrrelles. 

The  Dedalamoris.** 

The  state  of  England,  for  a  long  pe- 
riod afler  the  Norman  invasion,  was 
not  unlike  that  now  described;  but 
there  existed  there  an  element  in  the 
social  constitution  which  did  not  in 
Ireland,  and  to  which  is  to  be  attribut- 
ed the  progress  of  the  former  from  dis- 
order. England  was  a  nation  :  the 
Norman  invaders  amalgamated  with, 
and  melted  into,  the  Saxonpopulation : 
their  children  were  alike  Englishmen, 
and  the  sense  of  a  community  of  coun- 
try operated  as  the  gravitating  princi- 
ple, which,  interpenetrating  and  at- 
tracting every  particle  of  the  social 
system,  held  all  its  elements,  however 
apparently  discordant  and  sq)arate, 
fast  in  a  state  of  unity.  In  Ireland 
there  was  neither  nationality,  nor 
sense  of  a  common  country,  nor  har- 
mony of  sentiment  or  feeling.  Each 
chienain  and  each  subject  for  himself; 
let  every  man  ffrasp  in  tne  wild,  chance- 
directed  medky>  that  called  itself  so- 
ciety, what  he  could. 


The  reign  of  Elizabeth  may  be  con- 
sidered as  the  period  at  wnich  the 
complete  extension  of  the  English  do- 
minion over  every  part  of  the  island 
was  effected.  After  W  reign,  nothing 
like  a  national  organization  for  resist- 
ance can  be  said  to  have  been  made. 
No  doubt  individual  chiefs,  opposing 
themselves  to  the  local  admini^ration, 
frequently  succeeded  in  bringing  nu- 
merous u>llower8  into  the  field,  and 
maintaining  for  a  season  a  sanguinary 
and  sternly-contested  struggle;  but 
Uie  movements  towards  revolt  were 
local,  not  national;  and  the  war-cry 
of  patriotism  was  assumed  merely  to 
veil  or  excuse  the  selfish  and  vindicuve 
motives  which  really  prompted  the 
aggression.  The  most  important 
struggle,  and  indeed  the  only  one  that 
can  be  said  to  have  pervaded  the  en- 
tire Hngdom — ^that  -against  William 
the  Third — ^was  made,  not  for  na- 
tional independence,  but  in  support  of 
the  claims  of  one  king  against  those 
of  another ;  and  the  armies  which  fi^l- 
lowed  Sarsfield  and  St.  Ruth  were  as 
ready  to  acknowledge  the  supremacy 
of  England,  as  were  their  conquerors 
at  Aughrim  and  the  Boyne. 

On  the  Irish  field,  the  most  stirring 
spirits  of  Elizabeth's  court  exerted 
tneir  enterprise  and  valour.  Sydney, 
Essex,  Blount  (LordMountioy),  were 
successively  governors  ;  and  the  illus- 
trious names  of  Baleigh  and  Sp^uer 
are  numbered  among  the  propn^on. 
During  the  greater^art  or  this  reign, 
the  Desmonds  and  O'Neills  carried  on 
a  harassing  warfare  against  the  Eng- 
lish subjects  within  the  pale ;  and  to- 
wards Its  latter  period  the  akl  of  the 
Spaniards,  which  was  afforded  to  the 
Desmonds  at  one  time  to  the  extent 
of  four  thousand  men,  combined  with 
the  errors  of  the  government  of  Essex 
felt  lon^  afler  his  removal,  and  a  con- 
tagious illness  pervading  the  queen's 
troops,  to  render  the  struggle  severe 
and  dangerous.  The  chi^leader  of 
the  rebel  natives  was  Shane  O'Neill. 
The  wise  policy  of  Elizabeth  had 
sought  to  conciliate  this  unruly  chief 
with  the  dij^ty  of  Earl  of  Tyrone; 
and  she  so  tar  succeeded,  that  for  a 
time  he  remained  peaceful,  and  even 
went  over  to  her  court  at  Green- 
wich, attended  by  a  train  of  gallow- 
glasses,  describea  by  Camden  to  have 
caused  great  wonder  with  their  strange 
dresses,  shirts  stained  with  saffion, 
and  short  tunics.     Shane,  slain  by  the 
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Scots  in  a  drunken  quarrel^  was  suc- 
ceeded in  his  power,  his  turbulence, 
and  his  rude  bravery,  by  Hugh 
O'Neale,  also  Earl  of  Tyrone.  This 
chief,  originally  bred  in  England,  and 
fayourabie  to  the  (queen's  interest, 
whether  from  hereditary  feelings  of 
hostility  to  English  influence,  or  some 
wrongs  and  slights  received  from  the 
governors,  or  a  mistdcen  calculation 
of  his  own  interest,  founded  on  an  er- 
roneous expectation  from  Spain  and 
other  Catholic  kingdoms,  or  from 
religious  fanaticism,  afterwards  be- 
came the  most  pertinacious  and  dan- 
gerous enemy  to  the  English  power. 
The  want  of  preparation,  and  care- 
lessness of  the  English  in  the  com- 
mencement, enabled  him  to  gain  some 
successes,  which  encouraged  the  dis- 
affected generally  throughout  the 
country  to  still  more  decided  efforts. 
He  succeeded  in  one  great  encounter 
against  Sir  Henry  Bagnall,  near  the 
fwrt  of  Blackwater,  in  Armagh — fif- 
teen hundred  English  soldiers  falling 
in  battle  before  his  troops.  Essex, 
who  was  sent  over  for  the  special  pur- 
pose of  subduing  him,  he  contrived  to 
amuse  with  specious  pretences,  hold- 
ing an  interview  with  him,  and  daz- 
zlmg  his  romantic  spirit  with  the  ap- 
pearance  of  generous  confidence,  and 
with  stories  of  the  wrongs  he  had  suf- 
fered. 

The  return  of  Essex  to  England, 
which  was  the  consequence  of  ktters 
from  the  (jueen,  expressing  her  dis- 
pleasure with  his  deahngs  with  O'Neill, 
was  followed  by  the  arrival  of  Blount 
Lord  Mountjoy  as  lord-lieutenant.  To 
this  eminent  soldier,  ably  and  effec* 
tively  assisted  bjr  Sir  Greorge  Carew, 
was  due  the  subiection  of  Tyrone,  the 
defeat  and  expulsion  of  the  Spaniards, 
and  the  final  pacification  ana  submis- 
sion of  the  entire  island. 

James  ^  First  ascended  the  throne 
just  at  the  moment  when  its  military 
reduction  may  be  said  to  have  been 
accomplished  by  lliis  intrepid  soldier, 
and  ^e  terror  and  authority  of  the 
arms  of  England  brought  home  to  the 
remotest  recesses.  It  was  reserved 
for  this  monarch,  by  a  series  of  judi- 
cious measures,  very  far  beyond  what 
could  have  been  anticipated  from  one 
who  has  been  not  unjustly  desis^ated 
as  the  wisest  of  fools  and  most  foolish 
of  wise  mep,  to  eilend  the  civilization 
of  ^e  sister  kingdom  along  with  her 
power.  The  native  cu8t(Hn^-4hey  can 


hardly  be  dignified  with  the  name  of 
laws — ^were  abolished,  and  the  Eng- 
lish jurisprudence  everywhere  intro- 
duced ;  the  petty  chieftains  were  de- 
prived of  their  arbitrary  authority, 
and  in  order  completely  to  reduce 
them  into  submission,  were  compelled 
to  surrender  their  estates,  and  receive 
them  back  from  the  bounty  of  the 
crown  on  the  express  condition  that 
the  laws  of  England  should  be  ac- 
knowledged, (fudges  went  circuits 
periodic^y  through  all  the  counties ; 
sheriffs  were  appointed  by  the  king ; 
trial  by  jury  substituted  for  the  arbi- 
trary decisions  of  local  despots ;  ex- 
tensive colonies  planted  on  the  for- 
feited estates;  the  Irish  themselves 
were  invited  from  their  hills  and  fast- 
nesses ;  tillage,  heretofore  little  culti- 
vated, was  encouraged  both  by  law 
and  example ;  and  every  effort  made 
to  spread  knowledge  and  civilized 
habits.  Sir  John  fiavies,  who  him- 
self went  circuit  as  a  judge  at  that 
time,  relates  that  this  <'  visitation  of 
the  shires,  however  distasteful  to  tho 
Irish  lords,  was  sweet  and  most  wel- 
come to  the  common  people,  who  were 
taught  they  were  free  subjects  of  the 
king,  and  not  slaves  of  their  pretended 
lor£,  and  that  the  extortions  of  the 
latter  were  unlawful."  The  same 
writer  mentions  that  numbers  of  these 
petty  tyrants,  when  they  found  their 
cuttings,  coiherings,  sessiws,  and  other 
extortions  unlawful,  left  uie  country ; 
«<  whereupon,"  he  adds,  **  we  may  well 
observe,  that  as  extortion  did  banish 
the  old  English  freeholder,  who  could 
not  live  but  under  the  law,  so  the 
law  did  banish  the  Irish  lord,  who 
could  not  live  but  by  extortion." 

Of  the  policy  ot  James,  perhaps, 
the  most  permanent  fruits  nave  re- 
mained in  the  plantation  of  Ulster. 
Upwards  of  five  hundred  thousand 
acres  in  that  province  had  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  the  king,  by  forfeitures, 
and  were  colonized  by  English  settlers, 
under  the  direction  of  Sir  Arthur  Chi- 
chester— a  man,  says  Carte,  of  great 
capacity,  firmness,  experience,  and 
prudence ;  wise  in  taking  his  piurt,  re- 
solute in  executing  it — ^master  of  his 
own  temper,  dextrous  and  able  to 
manage  aU  the  variety  of  humours  that 
he  had  to  deal  with ;  but  whose  pane- 
gyric is,  in  truth,  best  read  in  the  pro- 
gressive wealth  and  prosperity  wtiich 
have  since  attended  tnat  provmce. 

The  mode  in  which  tnis  large  dis- 
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trict  was  partitioned  out,  as  preaenred 
by  Cox,  is  worth  attention  :— 


To  the  City  of  London  Com- 
pany, and  other  andertak- 
ers  .... 

The  Bishop's  Mensal  Lands 

The  Bishop^s  Ternon  and 
Erenacks  .        .        .        . 

College  of  Dublin 

Free  Schools 

Incnmbents  for  Glebes 

Old  Glebes    .        .        .        . 

Deans  and  Prebends     . 

Servitors  and  Natires  . 

Restored  to  Magnire     .        • 

Restored  to  several  Irish 

Impropriations  and  Abbey 
Lands       .... 

Old  Patentees  and  Forts 


Aam, 

209,800 
3,413 

72.780 
5,000 
2,700 

18,000 
1,206 
1,473 
116,330 
5,980 
1,548 

21,552 
38,214 


The  h^py  fruits,  which  there  seem- 
ed every  reason  to  expect  would  have 
sprung  from  the  policy  of  this  mo- 
narch's reign,  were,  however,  com- 
pletely blighted  in  that  of  his  succes- 
sor. From  the  very  commencement 
of  his  unfortunate  career,  Charles  was 
involved  in  controversies  with  his  par- 
liament, and  compelled  to  direct  the 
whole  energies  of  his  government  upon 
the  internal  state  of  England.  Wholly 
occupied  with  the  danger  which  was 
near  and  imminent,  he  could  little  af- 
ford adequate  military  force,  or  spare 
administrative  talent  for  his  Irish  go- 
vernment; and  with  the  single  ex- 
ception of  the  period  during  which  the 
vigorous  but  despotic  intellect  of 
Strafford  crushed  disaffection  into  sub- 
mission, the  records  of  Irish  history 
throughout  this  entire  reign,  present 
only  an  unmtemipted  series  or  weak- 
ness on  the  part  of  the  ffovemors,  of 
anarchy  and  lawless  revolt  on  the  part 
of  the  governed.  These  finally  rose 
to  their  full  height  in  that  greatest  of 
all  the  calamities  which  have  ever  af- 
flicted this  unfortunate  country — ^the 
rebellion  of  1641. 

The  movement  commenced  in  the 
North,  and  was,  so  far  as  the  leaders 
were  concerned,  entered  upon  as  a 
national  struggle  for  independence. 
It  soon  lost  the  semblance  ot  any  such 
object,  and  was  pursued  by  their 
followers  for  purposes  of  plunder. 
A  cruelty  which  has  no  parallel, 
not  even  in  the  massacre  of  St.  Bar- 
tholomew, spread  like  a  contagion 
through  the  people,  and  spared  neither 
age,  nor  condition,  nor  sex.  Fire 
and  devastation  were  let  loose  to 
root  out  every  monument  of  civiliza- 


tion ;  whole  connties  are  deacribed 
as  a  wide  wilderness  scattered  over 
with  smc^ng  ruins.  Everywhere 
were  to  be  seen  the  surviving  fu- 
gitives,  in  nakedneaa  and  hanger, 
crushed  alike  with  the  suSeriags  ofthe 
past  and  despair  ofthe  future.  ^  Every- 
where the  destroyer  in  pursuit,  unre- 
lenting and  insatiate,  completing  the 
work  of  extirpation.  Diseases  of  an 
unknown  and  incurable  nature — li- 
mine, the  necessary  consequence  of 
the  cessation  of  all  industry  and  order 
—followed,  and  swept  away  the  miser- 
able remnant  that  escaped  the  sword. 
A  century  of  foreign  rule  could  not 
have  effected  the  same  national  d^ra- 
dation  wrought  within  that  brief,  burn- 
ing, period  of  popular  crime  and  mad- 
ness. 

Equally  pr^gnantwith  misery,  equal- 
ly attendeawith  every  circumstance  of 
barbarity  and  cruelty,  was  ihe  retalia- 
tion taken  by  the  vengeance  of  Crom- 
well. Whole  garrisons — according  to 
some  accounts,  all  the  innocent  inhabi- 
tants of  the  resisting  towns — ^were  put 
to  the  sword.  •*  I  Oiink,"  says  Crom- 
well himself,  when  speaking  of  the 
massacre  at  Dr^heda,  <'one  lieute- 
nant escaped."  The  towns  themselves 
were  given  to  the  flames,  and  consumed 
to  ashes ;  an  universal  confiscation  made 
of  property ;  the  natives,  driven  firom 
their  homes  and  possessions,  allowed 
an  existence,  which  can  scarcely  be 
termed  life,  in  the  uncultivated  mo- 
rasses and  forests  of  Connaught. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  there  ever 
existed  for  the  same  period,  in  any 
country,  a  greater  amount  of  indivi- 
dual suffering  than  in  IreUind,  firom 
the  day  when  the  rebellion  of  1641 
broke  out,  to  the  day  which  saw  tiie 
second  Charles  restored  to  the  throne 
of  his  ancestors. 

Historians  have  endeavoured  to  dis- 
cover, in  religious  fanaticism,  the 
sources  of  the  atrocities  of  that  period. 
The  Protestant  reproaches  the  Boman 
Catholic  with  the  acts  of  the  rebels, 
and  the  Roman  Catholic  the  Protes- 
tants with  the  acts  of  the  Puntans. 
In  our  opinion  nothing  can  be  more 
erroneous,  nothing  productive  of  more 
mischief  and  evu,  than  such  error. 
The  French  nation  in  the  eighteenth 
century  were  neither  Roman  Catholic 
nor  Puritan  fanatics ;  they, were  appa- 
rently the  most  olrilized,  educated, 
and  polished  peo|)le  of  Europe ;  fore- 
most in  every  triumpjh  of  literature 
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and  art ;  yet  the  eighteenth  century 
beheld  enacted  in  that  nation  scenes  of 
cruelty  and  barbarity  as  deep  in  horror 
as  ever  di^raced  human  nature.  The 
truth  is,  that  when  man  has  thrown  off 
the  restraints  of  order  and'goyemment, 
become  hardened  to  sights  of  crime 
and  wrong;  giddy  wiui  the  exulta- 
tion of  success,  and  the  sympathy  of 
multitudes,  he  loses  the  moral  and 
mental  perception  of  right  and  wrong. 
He  persecutes,  plunders,  destroys.^ 
not  because  he  is  Boman  Catholic, 
Puritan,  or  philosopher;  but  in  spite 
of  it.  There  is  not  a  creed  ever  be- 
lieved by  man  which  does  not  pro- 
nounce its  condemnation  of  cruelty 
and  n^cit^. 

Some  writers,  who  have  perceived 
the  injustice  of  attributing  the  calami- 
ties of  this  period  to  religion,  have 
put  forward  a  solution  of  their  source, 
wluch  we  think  equally  destitute  of 
support,  either  in  the  facts  as  they 
existed,  or  in  the  analogy  of  human 
events.  According  to  them,  such 
evils  were  the  natural  products  of  an 
unenlightened  age,  and  are  to  be  at- 
tributed to  the  want  of  education  and 
knowledge.  Now,  although  that  age 
may  have  been  unenlightened  so  far  as 
T^rards  iJie  natives  of  Ireland,  surely 
a  term  less  appropriate  was  never  yet 
applied,  if  it  is  sought  to  extend  it 
to  England  or  the  Puritans.  Nay,  we 
would  go  so  far  as  to  say,  that  of 
greatness  and  grandeur  of  individual 
character,  of  lofty  intellectual  attain- 
ment, of  religious  fervour,  no  other 
age  ever  presented  so  many  illustrious 
examples.  It  is  to  it  that  the  great 
philosophic  poet  turns  when  he  would 
name  the  most  elevated  period  of  Bri- 
tish character : — 

"Great  men  have  been  among  at— hands  that 


And  tongoM  thai  nttered  wladom,  better  none  t 

The  later  Sydney,  Marrel,  Harrington, 

Tonng  Vane,  and  oihen  who  called  Milton  friend.** 

€k)ntradicted  in  the  fact  as  applied 
to  this  period,  the  theory  derives  as 
little  support  from  the  analogy  of 
human  events.  Is  not  that  revolu- 
tion in  France,  to  which  we  have  al- 
ready alluded,  in  itself  a  complete 
answer  to  it?  In  what  country  or 
age  shall  we  find  education  more  ex- 
tended ;  knowledge,  art,  science,  culti- 
vated to  higher  perfection  ;  manners 
more  refined ;  soc^jety  adorned  with 
fairer  graces,  than  in  France,  in  the 
rdgn  of  the  sixteenth  Louis^?    Yet 


all  this  availed  nothing  to  restrain  or 
soflen,  when  the  passions  of  men, 
seized  as  with  some  demoniac  frenzy, 
arose  in  vengeance. 

There  is  nothing  in  our  own  times 
to  lead  to  the  conclusion,  that  what- 
ever of  fearful  or  horrible  the  past 
has  seen,  mav  not  recur  again.  True 
it  is,  that  the  present  exhibits  in  its 
aspect  an  apparent  absence  of  the 
deeper  passions :  men's  minds  are 
turned  to  the  material  world  around 
them,  and  the  subjection  of  inaniipate 
to  intellectual  nature,  the  complete 
perfection  of  art,  And  luxury,  and 
animal  existence,  engross  all  energies. 
The  terror  and  the  grandeur  of  our 
being  are  laid  aside — a  spirit  of  raillerv 
sneers  down  emotion — a  spirit  of  cal- 
culation, engrossed  in  self,  shrinks 
with  cowardice  from  what  is  perilous, 
with  distaste  from  what  is  strange. 
But  the  nature  with  which  the  future 
has  to  deal,  is  the  same  that  originated 
the  events  of  the  past.  The  same 
mysterious,  profound,  majestic  ele- 
ment conceals  its  greatness  far  be- 
neath the  spray  and  the  ripple  that 
now  dance  upon  the  surface;  and 
who  shall  answer  how  near  or  how 
distant  the  hour,  when  new  tempests 
shall  stir  from  those  unfathomed  depths 
all  the  thunders  of  their  ancient  wrath?  . 
Of  the  passions,  emotions,  forces, 
that  have  operated  on  the  past,  we 
cannot  omit  one  in  the  calculation  of 
the  future. 

Betumin^  to  the  sketch  of  those 
fatalities  which,  bv  some  strange  des- 
tiny, so  constantly  marred  the  pro- 
gress of  our  country — ^the  calamities 
of  the  great  rebellion,  the  vengeance 
of  Cromwell,  battle,  and  open  conflict, 
were  terminated  by  the  restoration ; 
but  not  the  dissensions  and  animosi- 
ties of  parties— 

«  Th*  nnoonqiaerable  will 
And  Btudy  of  revenge.  Immortal  hate 
And  what  else,  la  not  to  be  orereome.'* 

These,  on  the  side  of  the  vanquished, 
existed  in  unmitigated  strengtn ;  and 
on  the  part  of  the  conquerors  arose 
internal  quarrels,  in  dividing  and 
accounting  for  the  spoil.  Never  was 
a  government  more  embarrassed, 
among  confiicting  rights  and  claims, 
than  that  of  the  second  Charles  in 
Ireland.  Boyalists  demanding  restora- 
tion, Puritans  too  powerful  to  be  re- 
moved, Bomanists  imploring  justice, 
favourites  rapacious  for  plunder,  sur- 
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rounded  the  viceregftl  court,  and  left 
little  leisure  for  the  improYement  or 
pacification  of  the  country.  In  this 
state — unsettled  and  ill  goyemed,  full 
of  turbulence,  and  discontent,  and 
indignation,  the  offspring  of  mutual 
wrongs — the  great  crisis  of  English 
history,  which  expelled  the  Stuarta 
from  Uie  British  throne,  found  the 
country.  The  tide  of  war  and  revo- 
lution a^ain  broke  over  it,  swept 
away  and  obliterated  no  small  part  of 
the  existing  institutions,  and  at  last 
subsided,  leaving  after  it  a  long  pe- 
riod of  inactivity  and  dulness. 

At  this  point  we  may  not  unprofi- 
tably  turn  from  the  mournful  history 
of  our  country,  to  a  few  of  the  re- 
markable names,  whose  reputation 
and  biography  are  associated  with  the 
period  over  which  we  have  travelled. 
Those  who  are  mindful  to  follow  back 
the  earliest  records,  and  investigate 
the  uncertain  footsteps  of  tradition, 
leading  through  the  obscure  memo- 
rials of  the  first  centuries,  may  read  in 
the  pages  of  Mr.  Wills  all  that  is 
known  of  the  genius  and  religious 
zeal,  which  have  rescued  the  fame  of 
Pelagius,  Celestius,  Saint  Patrick, 
Bridget,  Columbkille,  and  Scotus 
Erigena,  from  the  long  night,  whose 
shadow  eclipses  the  lustre  of  so  many 
other  of  the  sons  of  our  *^  Island  of 
Saints."  To  the  zeal  of  ecclesiastical 
writers,  anxious  for  the  honor  of  their 
church,  we  are  indebted  for  much  in- 
formation that  is  valuable,  in  con- 
nexion with  these  names.  The  re- 
cords of  our  early  secular  history  are 
far  less  distinct  and  certain ;  and,  with 
the  exception  of  some  well-ascertained 
facts  and  incidents,  that  stand  out 
distinct  and  clear^  Ireland  possesses 
but  scanty  memorials  of  the  glory  of 
her  native  sages  and  heroes,  anterior 
to  the  English  invasion.  The  charac- 
ter and  achievements  of  Brian  Bo- 
romh,  illustrious  in  themselves,  and 
deriving  additional  illumination  from 
his  deam  in  the  hour  of  the  only  vic- 
tory ever  won  by  the  Irish  as  a  na- 
tion, alone  invite  the  biographer  to 
linger  in  this  period.  Of  others,  the 
names  survive,  and,  glimmering  in 
the  misty  antiauitv  of  barbarous  ages, 
attest  a  perioa  of  civilization  passed 
away.     For  anything  else — 

"ilI«crlmabU«i 
Urgentur  Ignotique,  longA 
Koete.*' 

The  first  figure  jprhlch  arrests  our 


attention  on  the  threshold  of  authen- 
tic  times,  is  that  of  Roderick  O'Con- 
nor, at  the  era  of  the  English  inva- 
sion, foremost  in  pre-eminence  among 
the  kings  of  Ireland.  To  his  charac- 
ter, injustice  has,  in  our  opinion,  been 
done  by  Mr.  Moore  in  nis  history. 
He  was  not  a  man  inadequate  to  the 
circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed, 
but  the  circumstances  were  oeyond 
the  control  of  him  or  any  oUi^'  mind, 
though  it  had  been  that  of  Brian 
himself.  Ireland  fell  under  the  domi- 
nion of  England,  neither  becaose 
Koderick  failed  in  the  discharge  of 
the  duties  which  the  crisis  demmded 
of  him,  nor  because  the  peofde  of  Ire- 
land were  not  able  to  repel  the  ag- 
gression, had  they  aroused  themselves 
with  unanimity  to  do  so,  but  because 
the  whole  country  was  at  that  period 
in  a  state  of  lawless  insubordination 
and  intanal  disunion,  resulting  from 
the  absence  of  an^  really  strong  o&k^ 
tral  power,  and  m>m  tKe  number  of 
independent  and  uncontrolled  petty 
dynasts,  between  whom  the  island  was 
divided.  It  was  not  possible  to  over- 
master and  mould  all  these  jarring 
materials  into  united  and  simulta- 
neous resistance,  and  nothing  less  could 
meet  the  exigencies  of  the  crisis. 

It  is  very  true,  that  the  man  will 
create  events,  as  often  at  least  as 
events  will  create  the  man.  A  St. 
Patrick,  in  the  space  of  a  life,  will 
convert  a  nation — eradicate  the  last 
vestiges  of  the  superstitious  creeds  and 
usages  of  centuries :  a  Luther  liberate 
to  life  and  activity  the  fettered  litera- 
ture and  religion  of  Europe^  and  live 
himself  to  behold  the  world's  slavery 
for  ever  ended:  a  Napoleon,  in  thie 
power  of  his  own  self^termination, 
vanquish  and  chaxige  the  institutions 
of  a  continent.  Without  question, 
the  genius  of  the  individual  is  an  de- 
ment of  almost  inestimable  conse- 
quence in  the  consideration  of  the 
causes  and  course  of  afifairs ;  but  it  is 
not  every  thing.  Had  the  movement 
of  Luther  taken  place  previous  to  the 
discovery  of  printing,  or  while  the 
corruptions  of  the  governing  power  of 
the  church  at  Rome  were  v^ed  by  an 
appearance  of  decorum,  and  before 
the  spread  of  enlightenment  and  know- 
ledge consequent  on  the  revival  and 
dissemination  of  the  buried  literature 
of  antiquity,  had  raiped  in  men's  minds 
a  higher  standard  of  fbith  and  morals 
than  was  supi^ed  br  die  thecdogy 
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which  the  monkB  and  schoolmen  had 
substituted  for  scriptural  truth,  not 
all  the  greatness  of  that  commanding 
mind  would  have  saved  him  and  his 
followers  from  the  failure  and  extinc- 
tion which  befel  the  Lollard,  and 
every  other  previous  effort  in  •  the 
same  direction.  And  we  have  as  little 
hesitation  in  pronouncing  that  the 
earlier  appearance  of  Bonaparte  on 
the  stage  of  the  French  revolution, 
would  have  been  productive  of  small 
advantage  to  hiniself  and  others. — 
Doubtless,  on  the  13th  Yendemaire, 
the  day  of  the  sections,  when  his  can- 
non swept  the  quays  of  the  Seine,  and 
in  one  discharge  of  grapeshot  annihi- 
lated the  Jacobinism  of  tne  revolution, 
with  its  attendant  horrors — the  man 
was  come,  but  so  also  was  the  hour. 
Earlier  and  he  had  failed,  as  failed  the 
king  and  aristocracy. 

It  is,  then,  not  consistent  with  sound 
political  philosophy  to  take  no  account 
of  circumstances,  and  attribute  the 
result  to  the  man  alone.  Roderick 
did  what  could  be  done  to  sive  union, 
discipline,  and  patriotic  feeling,  to  the 
people  of  Ireland ;  but  they  were  not 
to  be  given  in  a  moment,  and  the  per- 
severance, determination,  sturdy  va« 
lour,  and  constancy  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race,  left  scarcely  that  moment 
for  their  acquisition.  Roderick  was 
the  last  of  the  native  princes  of  Ire- 
land in  acknowledging  llenrv's  supre- 
macy. He  did  so  with  sullen  reluc- 
tance, came  no  farther  than  the  Shan- 
non to  meet  the  deputies  who  received 
it,  and  then  retired,  to  hold  inviolate 
at  least  his  own  territory ;  he  did  not 
make  even  this  show  of  submission, 
until  he  had  learned,  in  the  hesitation 
and  defeat  of  a  large  army,  which, 
after  he  had  with  great  efforts  col- 
lected it  around  fiublin,  and  re- 
duced the  English  garrison  to  the  ex- 
tremest  straits,  were  dispersed  before 
a  handful  of  English  sallying  forth  in 
despair,  that  he  could  not  trust  his 
tro(^.  Brave  and  faithful  himself, 
he  rejected  the  overtures  of  personal 
advantage  made  by  Strongbow — ^re- 
fused any  terms  that  did  not  include 
the  departure  of  the  entire  English 
force  from  Ireland ;  and  had  his  troops 
acted  as  effectually  in  the  field,  as  he 
in  council,  the  independence  of  his 
native  land  would  have  been  asserted. 

Beside  the  figure  of  Roderick — a 
figure  which,  however  contemporary 
pens  may  differ  in  their  r^resentations 
of  its  yigOTir,  ii  by  all  acknowledged 


that  of  a  patriot — stands  in  dark  con- 
trast the  hated  form  of  the  traitor 
Mac  Morrogh .  Derraod  Mac  Morrogh , 
petty  kin^  of  the  Wexford  and  Wick- 
low  districts  of  Leinster,  by  a  long 
course  of  misgovernment  and  evil 
deeds,  of  which  the  abduction  of  Der- 
vorgail,  the  wife  of  O'Ruark,  king  of 
Meath  Tfrom  the  error  of  historians  in 
connecting  it  with  the  English  expe- 
dition, as  its  immediate  cause,  though, 
in  reality,  it  occurred  thirteen  years 
before  that  event'),  is  the  most  cele- 
brated, had  deprived  himself  of  the 
support  of  his  own  subjects,  and 
brought  down  the  vengeance  of  the 
neighbouring  kings.  Without  aid  or 
hope  at  home,  he  sought,  at  any  price, 
the  alliance  of  English  discipline— 
succeeded  in  inducing  Strongbow,  a 
Norman  nobleman,  embarrassed  and 
disappointed  in  his  career  at  home,  to 
embark  in  his  quarrel — conferred  on 
him  his  daughter,  his  sovereignty,  and 
his  people ;  and  dividing  and  disunit- 
ing the  natives,  and  lending  that  aid 
his  local  influence  and  knowledge  could 
so  well  supply,  contributed  as  much 
as  any  other  cause  to  the  success  of  this 
brave  and  unscrupulous  adventurer. 

In  the  character  of  Dermod,  as  paint- 
ed by  contemporaries,  there  is  nothing 
to  redeem  from  hate.  Treacherous, 
licentious — sparing  no  tie  of  kindred, 
duty,  religion,  or  country,  where  his 
agg^randizement  was  to  l>e  served,  or 
desires  gratified — detested  by  all,  and 
already  in  the  disgust  and  contempt 
of  his  own  contemporaries,  anticipat- 
ing the  sentence  of  condemnation  to 
be  assuredly  pronounced  by  an  unani- 
mous future,  he  lived  a  servant  in  the 
train  of  the  invader ;  and  died  of  an 
extraordinary  and  loathsome  disease, 
which  repellme  from  his  couch  friend 
and  servant,  left  him  without  solace 
to  unavailing  remorse. 

The  most  prominent  of  the  invaders 
is,  unquestionably,  Strongbow,  rather 
by  position  than  by  any  intellectual 
and  moral  superiority ;  for  in  the  va- 
lour and  constancy  wnich  he  displayed 
under  circumstances  of  appaling  peril, 
he  does  not  stand  more  remarxable 
than  his  lieutenants,  Raymond,  Fitz- 
Stephen,  and  De  Cogan.  And  the 
traditional  records  of  the  time  with- 
hold the  praise  of  **  policy,"  asserting 
that  while  he  undoubtedly  possessed 
the  strong  hand,  he  had  not  the  wise 
counsel ;  and  that  even  in  the  field  of 
battle— if  battle  those  encounters  can 
be  called,  where  mailed  discipline  cut 
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down^  by  bare  strength  of  arm,  ill-fed 
and  untrained  kernes,  and  neither  ma- 
noeuvre nor  science  were  requisite — he 
was  indebted  for  his  military  opera- 
tions to  the  suggestions  of  otners. 
This  remarkable  chiefs  known  to  pos- 
terity by  a  nick-name^  attesting  the 
eminence  of  himself  or  some  ancestor 
in  archery^  was  as  illustrious  in  rank 
and  birth  as  afterwards  by  events. 
Descended  from  the  Norman  house  of 
De  Clare,  he  was  the  third  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  Earl  of  Strigul,  Lord  of 
Chepstow,  in  England,  and  Earl  of 
Ogney,  in  Normandy. 

Of  the  adventurers  who  came  over 
in  the  train  of  Strongbow,  the  most 
remarkable  were  Raymond  Fitzgerald, 
called,  from  his  personal  appearance, 
Le  Gros,  Maurice  Fitzgerald,  Robert 
Fitzstephen,  Miles  De  Cogan,  and 
Hervev  Monte  Moriscoe.  To  the 
first,  the  house  of  Grace,  a  corruption 
of  Le  Gros,  traces  back  its  ancestry ; 
to  the  second,  the  wide-spread  Geral- 
dines ;  and  to  the  last,  the  De  Mont- 
morencies. 

Among  the  train  of  armed  warriors, 
native  or  forei^,  who  group  them- 
selves around  this  period,  the  eye  rests 
with  softened  feelmg  on  a  character 
distinguished  by  every  quality  of 
goodness  and  mercy,  m  which  too 
many  of  the  master  spirits  of  the  age 
were  so  unhappily  deficient.  Laurence 
O'Toole,  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  de- 
voted from  his  childhood  to  the  church, 
pious,  learned,  patriotic  in  the  midst 
of  defection,  unwearied  in  the  task 
of  reconciling  the  provincial  feuds 
and  tyrannies  into  national  organiza- 
tion, as  unwearied  in  soflenmg  the 
rigor  of  English  dominion  when  es- 
tablished, stands  out  in  brilliant  re- 
lief to  the  world  around  him,  and  at- 
tests that  religion  and  truth  leave  not 
themselves  without  a  witness  in  every 
age.  There  are  few  incidents  in  his- 
tory more  touching  than  the  conduct 
of  this  prelate  in  the  si^e  and  storm 
of  Dublin  by  Raymond  and  De  Cogan, 
when,  regardless  of  danger,^  he  pene- 
trated into  the  midst  of  hostile  bands, 
drew  the  bodies  of  the  slain  firom  the 
hands  of  the  infuriated  soldiery,  and 
rescued  the  dead  for  a  sepulchre,  and 
the  dying  for  the  las^  rites. 

Of  the  houses  sprung  from  the  first 
adventurers,  indeed  ofaU  the  English 
families  who  have  ever  settled  in  the 
country,  in  power,  territorial  posses- 
sion, historical  reputation,  the  Geral- 
dines  claim  and  deserve  Ui^  foremost 


place.  For  centuries  the  history  of 
Ireland  might  be  written  in  the  history 
of  this  famui^,  so  deeply  and  continually 
were  they  intermingled  in  whatever 
took  place  of  public  consequence  or  in- 
terest. The  earldom  of  jSlldare  was 
first  conferred  on  Thomas  Fitzgerald, 
a  descendant  of  Maurice,  Strongbow's 
companion,  in  1316.  It  was  of  this 
nobleman  that  we  have  recorded  in 
Cox  so  graphically,  the  controversy 
with  Vesey,  the  Lord  Justice. 

"The  lord  justice,"  writes  Cox, 
"  hearing  many  complaints  of  the  op- 
pressions the  country  daily  receivea, 
which  he  thought  reflected  on  him,  and 
insinuated  his  maladministration,  there- 
fore to  disbnrthen  and  excuse  himself^ 
he  began,  in  misty  speeches,  to  lay  the 
fault  on  the  Lord  John  Fitzgerald's 
shoulders,  saying  (,in  parable  wise) 
*  that  he  was  a  great  occasion  of  these 
disorders,  in  that  he  bare  himself  in 
private  quarrels  as  fierce  as  a  lyon,  bat 
m  these  public  injuries  as  meek  as  a 
lamb.'  The  Baron  of  Ophaly,  spelling 
and  putting  these  syllables  together, 
spake  after  this  manner : — 

**  *  My  lord,  I  am  heartily  sorry,  that 
among  all  this  noble  assembly,  yon  make 
me  your  only  butt,  whereat  you  shoot 
your  bolt ;  and  truly  were  my  deserts 
so  hainous,  as  I  suppose  you  wish  them 
to  be,  you  would  not  cloud  your  talk 
with  such  dark  riddles,  as  at  this  pre- 
sent you  have  done ;  but  with  plain  and 
fiat  English,  your  lordship  would  not 
stick  to  impeach  me  of  felony  or  trea- 
son ;  for  as  mine  ancestors,  with  ^lend- 
ing of  their  blood  in  thdr  8overeigQ*8 
quarrel,  aspired  to  this  type  of  honour, 
in  which  at  this  day  (God  and  my  king 
be  thanked)  I  stand,  so  your  lordship, 
taking  the  nigher  way  to  the  wood,  by 
charging  me  with  treason,  would  gladly 
trip  so  roundly  on  my  top,  that  by  shed- 
ding of  my  blood,  and  by  catching  my 
lands  into  your  clutches,  that  butt  so 
near  upon  your  manors  of  KUdare  and 
Rathingham,  as  I  dare  say  are  an  eye- 
sore unto  you,  you  might  make  my 
master,  your  son,  a  proper  eentleman.* 

*"  A  gentleman  1'  quoth  Uie  lord  jus- 
tice— *  thou  bold  baron,  I  tell  thee  the 
Vescies  wero  gentlemen  before  the 
G^raldines  were  barons  of  Ophidy ;  yea, 
and  before  that  Welch  banteipt,  thine 
ancestor  (he  meant  Sir  Maunoe  Fita- 
Geralds  feathered  his  nest  In  Leinster. 
And  whereas  thou  takest  the  matter  so 
far  in  snuff,  I  will  teach  thee  thy  syri- 
pups  after  another  fashion,  than  to  be 
thus  malapertly  cocking  and  billing 
with  me,  that  am  thy  gov^nour. 
Wherefore,  albeit  thy  taunts  are  such 
as  might  force  the  patientest  philosopher 


that  Is,  to 


with  oholer,  yet  I 
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would  have  thee  ponder  mj  speech,  as 
though  I  delivered  it  in  mj  most  sober 
and  qniet  mood.  I  say  to  the  face  of 
thee,  and  I  will  avow  what  I  say  unto 
thee,  that  then  art  a  supporter  of 
thieves,  a  bolsterer  of  the  kmg's  ene- 
mies, an  upholder  of  traytors,  a  mur- 
derer of  subjects,  a  firebrand  of  dissen- 
sion, a  rank  thief,  an  arrant  traytor, 
and  before  I  eat  these  words,  I  will 
make  thee  eat  a  piece  of  my  blade.' 

'*  The  baron,  bridling  with  might  and 
main  his  choler,  bare  mmself  as  cold  in 
countenance  as  the  lord  justice  was  hot 
in  words,  and  replied  in  this  wise : — 

••  •  My  lord,  I  am  very  glad  that  at 
length  you  un wrapt  yourself  out  of  that 
net  wherein  all  this  while  you  masked. 
As  for  mine  ancestor  (whom  you  term 
bankrupt),  how  rich  or  how  poor  he 
was  upon  his  repair  to  Ireland,  I  pur- 
pose not  at  this  time  to  debate ;  yet  thus 
much  I  may  boldly  say,  that  he  came 
hither  as  a  buyer,  not  as  a  beggar — he 
bought  the  enemies'  land  by  spending 
his  blood.  But  you,  lurking  like  a 
spider  in  his  cobweb  to  entrap  flies,  en- 
deavour to  beg  subjects'  livings  wrong- 
^llyf  by  despoiling  them  of  their  inno- 
cent lives.  And  you  charge  me  with 
malapertness,  in  that  I  presume  to  chop 
logic  with  you,  being  governor,  by  an- 
swering your  snappish  quid  with  a  knap- 
pish  quo,  I  would  wish  you  to  under- 
stand (now  that  you  put  me  in  mind  of 
thedbtinction),  that  I,  as  a  subject,  ho- 
nour your  royal  authority,  but  as  a  noble- 
man, I  despise  your  dunghill  gentility. 
Lastly,  whereas  you  charge  me  with  the 
odious  terms  of  traytor,  murtherer,  and 
the  like,  and  therewithal  you  wish  me 
to  resolve  myself,  that  you  rest  upon 
reason,  not  upon  race.  If  these  words 
proceed  from  your  lordship  as  a  magis- 
trate, I  am  a  subject  to  be  tried  by 
order  of  law,  and  am  sorry  that  the 
govemour,  who  ought,  by  vertue  of  his 
publick  authority,  to  be  my  judge,  is,  by 
reason  of  private  malice,  become  mine 
accuser. 

•*  •  But  if  you  utter  these  speeches  as 
a  private  person,  then  I,  John  Fitz- 
gerald, Baron  of  Ophaly,  do  tell  thee, 
mlliam  Vescie,  a  singe-sole  gentleman, 
that  I  am  no  traytor,  no  felon;  and 
that  thou  art  the  only  buttress  by  which 
the  king's  enemies  are  supported ;  the 
mean  ancf  instrument  by  which  his  nfa- 
Jesties  subjects  are  daily  spoiled;  there- 
fore, I,  as  a  loyal  subject,  say  traytor 
to  thy  teeth ;  and  that  shalt  thou  well 
understand,  when  we  both  shall  be 
brought  to  the  rehearsal  of  these  mat- 
ters before  our  betters.  Howbeit,  dur- 
ing the  time  you  bear  office,  I  am  re- 
solved to  inve  you  the  mastery  in  words, 
and  to  suner  you,  like  a  brawling  cur, 
to  bark;  but  when  I  see  my  tuae,  I 
wiU  be  sure  to  bite." 


It  is  of  another  noble  of  this  family^ 
Gerald*  the  eighth  Earl  of  Eildarc, 
the  story  is  told,  that  being  accused 
before  Henry  VII.,  he  so  succeeded 
in  ingratiating  himself  with  tiie  king* 
by  an  odd  bluntness  and  humour,  say- 
ing  to  Henry,  who  advised  him  to 
employ  the  best  counsel— **  Marry, 
that  I  will ;  the  king  himself  shall  be 
my^  counsel;"  and  turning  off  the 
serious  weight  of  the  accusation  that 
he  had  burned  Cashel  Cathedral>  by 
drily  adding — *«Yesl  but  I  thought 
the  archbishop  was  in  it,"  that  the 
trial  terminated  in  the  discomfiture  of 
his  ant^onists ;  and  the  king  retorted 
on  the  Bishop  of  Meath,  as  concluding 
a  bitter  statement  of  the  earl's  mis- 
deeds, he  exclaimed,  «'All  Ireland 
cannot  govern  that  man" — **  Then  that 
man  shall  govern  all  Ireland." 

His  son,  the  ninth  Earl  of  Kildare, 
altematdypunished  and  promoted  by 
Henry  VlIL,  passed  a  tumultuous 
and  distinguished  career  in  the  public 
service,  and  were  it  not  for  the  rash 
act  near  its  close,  a  successful.  Croing 
to  Ei^land  for  the  purpose  of  refuting 
the  cimimnies  which  his  enemies  sought 
to  infuse  into  the  mind  of  the  king, 
he,  unfortunately  for  himself,  his 
family,  and  hb  country,  entrusted  the 
local  authority^  to  his  eldest  son.  Lord 
Thomas.  This  gallant  but  headstrong 
youth,  irritated  b^  the  unjust  slanders 
disseminated  against  his  father,  and 
by  the  insults  which,  relying  on  the 
infirmity  of  his  temper*  the  enemies 
of  his  house  heaped  on  him*  was 
at  last  stung  to  madness  by  a  ru- 
mour industriously  and  malignantiy 
spread,  that  his  father  and  five  of 
his  uncles  had  been  beheaded  in 
the  tower.  Coalescing  with  O'Neal 
and  O'Connor,  rebellious  Irish  chief- 
tains, and  collecting  such  followers  as 
he  hastily  could,  he  rode  at  the  head 
of  about  one  hundred  and  forty  horse- 
men in  mail  through  the  city,  to 
Dame's-gat« ;  there  forcing  a  violent 
entry,  he  burst  into  the  chamber  in 
Muy's  Abbey,  where  the  council  were 
sitting,  flung  down  the  sword  of  state, 
exclaiming  '^itwas  stained  with  Hie 
blood  of  the  Greraldines,"  and  called 
on  the  lords  present  to  take  up  arms 
against  a  tyrant.  Cromer,  the  chan- 
cellor, friendly  to  the  house  of  Fitz- 
gerald, with  tears  reminding  him  of 
tiie  folly  of  rebellion  and  the  might  of 
England*  was  answered  only  by  th  e 
war-cry  of  the  Greraldines*  and  shouts 
for  the  Silken  Thomas*  as/thenatU|es* 
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from  the  richnesfl  of  his  apparel,  term- 
ed their  favourite.  The  mBurrection 
known  in  history  as  the  rebellion  of 
Silken  Thomas,  commenced  with  one 
of  those  atrocities  which  so  often  have 
been  the  prelude  of  Irish  rebellion, 
the  murder  of  Archbishop  Alan, 
whom,  stranded  at  Clontarf,  in  his 
attempted  flight  to  England,  the  fol- 
lowers of  Lord  Thomas,  regardless  of 
his  age  and  sacred  function,  put  to 
death  with  every  circumstance  of  bar- 
barity. After  various  vicissitudes  of 
fortune,  it  terminated  in  the  capture 
of  its    leader.     His  father    died    of 

frief  in  the  tower;  he  himself  and 
ve  of  his  imcles  were  imprisoned  in 
London;  then  released,  again  recap- 
tured, and  finally  beheaded  on  Ty- 
burn-hill, by  order  of  the  most  capri- 
cious and  merciless  of  tyrants. 

One  brother  of  Lord  Thomas,  Ge- 
rald, alone  suryiving  of  the  race,  saved 
the  family  from  extinction.  An  infant, 
he  was  concealed  at  his  nurse's,  at 
Donore,  in  the  county  of  Eildare ; 
subsequently  he  was  transmitted  to 
Thomas  Leyison,  afterwards  Bishop 
of  Kiidare,  his  father's  foster-bro- 
ther ;  thence  sent  to  his  aunt,  the 
widow  of  MacCarthy  Reagh  ;  and  fi- 
nally landed  in  safety  in  France.  There 
again  pursued  by  the  ill-fortune  of  his 
house»  he  fled  to  Liege ;  and,  af^er  a 
residence  of  six  months  in  that  town, 
found  at  last  a  permanent  home  and 
protection  from  his  kinsman,  the  cele- 
brated Cardinal  Pole.  To  his  gene- 
rosity and  afiection  he  was  indebted 
for  a  perfect  education ;  was,  by  his 
influence,  entered  in  the  serrice  of  the 
Knights  of  Malta,  when  twenty  years 
of  age ;  promoted  to  be  Master  of  the 
Horse  to  the  Grand  Duke  of  Tuscimy  j 
and  finally  restored  to  his  country  and 
his  title.  In  1 568,  the  Irish  parliament 
removed  the  attainder  of  the  family, 
and  restored  it  to  the  rank  and  pre- 
eminence it  has  eyer  since  maintained. 
Upon  another  branch  of  the  Geral- 
dines  the  Earldom  of  Desmond  was  con- 
ferred—a house  which  afterwards  be- 
came the  most  powerful  in  Ireland; 
the  ehief  of  it  presiding  over  Munster 
with  almost  absolute  sway.  With  the 
sixteenth  earl  terminated  its  power. 

Gerald,  sixteenth  Earl  of  Desmond, 
was,  as  a  letter  of  Queen  Elizabeth 
expresses  it,  not  brought  up  where  law 
and  justice  had  been  frequented.  His 
father  James  had  an  elder  son  Thomas, 
by  a  daughter  of  Lord  Fermoy,  whom 
he  divorced  on  the  pretence  of  too 


close  oonsanguinity.  This  son,  if  legiti- 
mate, was,  of  course,  entitled  to  the 
earldom,  and  the  early  years  of  Gerald 
were  engaged  in  resisting  his  claims. 
In  this  he  was  successful,  and  Tliomas, 
though  supported  by  Lord  Henry,  the 
White  Knight,  and  the  Boiight  of  the 
Valley,  the  most  powerful  branches  of 
the  southern  Greraldines,  was  compel- 
led to  leave  the  kingdom,  and  retire 
to  Spain.  This  was  followed  by  a  san- 
guinary contest  with  the  Ormondes, 
for  part  of  his  territory ;  and  he  it 
was  who,  being  defeated  by  the  Or- 
monde Butlers,  and  taken  prisoner  at 
the  battle  of  Affane,  in  Waterford, 
while  he  lay,  broken  by  wounds  and 
defeat,  in  a  litter  on  the  shoulders  of  a 
company  of  his  opponents,  oyerhearinc 
their  exulting  expression,  *•  Where  is 
now  the  great  Earl  of  Desmond  ?" 
raised  himself  by  a  desperate  edSbrt, 
and  replied  aloud,  "Where  he  ought 
to  be,  still  oft  the  necks  of  the  But- 
lers r* 

The  controversies  between  him 
and  Ormonde  were,  by  Elizabeth, 
referred  to  Sir  Henry  Sydney,  but 
with  such  hints  against  Desmond — of 
whom,  writing  to  Sydney,  she  says, 
**  I  pray  Grod,  your  old  strange  sheep, 
late  as  you  say,  returned  into  the  fold, 
wear  not  her  woolly  garment  on  her 
wolfy  back — "  that  Sydney  rcTused  to 
act  or  arbitrate  alone,  with  the  manly 
declaration  to  Cecil,  "I  assure  you, 
sir,  if  I  served  under  the  cruellest  ty- 
rant that  ever  tyrannized,  and  Imew 
him  afiected  on  the  one  side  or  the 
other,  between  party  and  party,  and 
referred  to  my  judgment,  I  would  ra- 
ther offend  his  afiection,  and  stand  to 
his  n^rioord,  than  ofiend  my  own 
conscience,  and  stand  to  Crod's  judg- 
ment." A  coerced  reconciliation  be* 
tween  the  great  rivals  followed,  pledged 
by  their  shaking  hands  through  a  hole, 
which,  lest  they  should  poinard  each 
other,  was  cut  for  the  purpose  in  the 
oak  door  of  the  chapter-house  of  St. 
Patrick's. 

In  1 567,  Sydney  made  a  tour  throng 
Munster,  and  discovering  the  Desmond 
followers  everjrwhere  in  arms,  seized 
on  Desmond,  and  sent  him  over  pri- 
soner to  England,  where  for  several 
years  he  was  detained  in  the  Tower. 
During  his  imprisonment,  MacCarthy, 
Earl  of  Clancare,  and  James  Fitzmau- 
rice,  one  of  the  house  of  Desmond, 
stirred  the  south  of  Ireland  into  revolt 
negociated  an  alliance  with  Spain,  but 
were  suppressed  b^  Penotti     Des- 
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piond  was  sent  back  to  Dublin  still 
in  custody,  probably  with  some  idea, 
that  being  under  tne  power  of  the 
government,  his  influence  could  be 
used  to  quiet  the  troubles  of  Munster. 
By  carelessness,  or  connivance  on 
the  |Murt  of  the  mayor,  he  escaped,  and 
notwithstanding  a  proclamation  of 
one  thousand  pounds'  reward  for  his 
capture,  he  contrived  to  reach  his  ter- 
ritories, andbid  defiance  to  the  deputy. 
Sydney  deemed  it  better  to  keep  fair 
terms  with  him,  on  finding  the  chiefs 
of  the  south  had  bound  themselves  to 
his  cause ;  and  entering  Cork  with  a 
small  but  trusty  force,  contented  him- 
self with  requuring  and  receiving  the 
attendance  and  submission  of  the 
Earls  of  Desmond,  Thomond,  and 
Clancare.  They,  together  with  the 
Viscounts  Barry  and  Roche,  the 
Barons  De  Courcy,  Lixnaw,  Dun- 
boyne,  Power,  Barryoge,  and  Louth; 
Sir  Donald  M'Carthy,  Keagh  of  Car- 
bery.  Sir  Owen  O'Sullivan,  O'Car- 
roll,  O'Mahon,  O'DriscoU,  and  Sir 
Cormac  Teige  M'Carthy,  of  Mus- 
kerry — of  whom  Sydney  pronounced 
that  he  was  the  rarest  man  for  obe- 
dience to  the  queen  and  to  her  law, 
and  disposition  for  civility,  that  he 
had  met  among  the  Irishry — amicably 
met  and  received  the  deputy  at 
Cork;  and  for  some  time  Desmond 
affected  fidelity  to  the  English  govern- 
ment. Even  when  Desmond's  brother, 
Sir  John  of  Desmond,  had  broken 
into  rebellion,  and  taken  the  field 
with  a  large  force,  the  earl  kept  up 
a  ^ow  of  allegiance :  how  long  this 
would  have  continued  is  uncertain, 
for  suspicion  bein^  excited,  the  Eng- 
lish governor  insisted  on  garrisoning 
the  Desmond  forts  withEn^sh  troops, 
and  the  earl,  perceiving  in  this  the 
detection  and  defeat  of  his  designs, 
set  up  his  standard  at  Ballyhowra, 
joined  the  Spaniards,  and  devastated 
the  whole  southern  district,  from 
Limerick  to  Youghal.  The  war  was 
protracted,  with  various  success,  until 
at  length  the  fort  erected  by  the 
Spaniards  being  taken  by  Lord  Grey, 
the  queen's  troops  prevailed,  and  over- 
ran the  country  unresisted.  The 
brother  of  the  earl  was  taken,  slain, 
and  his  head  impaled  at  Dublin,  and 
hia  body  at  Cork.  Saunders,  a  Jesuit 
ecclesiastic,  and  one  of  the  great  fo- 
ment(^s  of  the  insurrection,  died  of 
hunger  in  the  woods,  where  his  body 
was  found,  mutilated  by  birds  of  prey. 
Desmond,  a  fugitive,  proscribea  and 


hunted,  existed  only  by  the  most 
rapid  and  repeated  change  of  place, 
shifting  his  locality  over  the  long  dis- 
trict from  Limerick  to  Kerry.  Fi- 
nally his  kernes  having  plundered  a 
couple  of  cows  from  a  woman,  near 
Tralee,  their  retiring  footsteps  dis- 
closed the  place  of  his  retreat,  and 
a  small  party  of  three-and-twenty, 
raised  at  the  entreaty  of  the  poor 
woman  by  one  Kelly,  Irish  by  birth, 
but  who  nad  served  the  queen,  dis- 
covered the  old  man  stretched  in 
a  ruined  house,  lying  before  the 
fire.  To  his  exclamation,  **Iam  the 
Earl  of  Desmond,"  Kelly  answered  by 
smiting  off"  his  head  with  a  stroke  of 
the  sword. 

On  Gerald's  death,  his  only  son  was 
a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  Elizabeth  ; 
his  title  was  attainted,  and  his  estates 
parcelled  out  between  new  English 
adventurers.  A  cousin,  James,  son 
of  Thomas,  called  in  the  annals  the 
Sugan  Earl  of  Desmond,  made  an 
effort  to  recover  the  consequence  of 
the  family,  embarked  in  Tyrone's 
rebellion,  gathered  about  him  a  num- 
ber of  the  old  followers  and  retainers 
of  his  clan,  and  after  a  variety  of  in^ 
cidents,  and  a  long  and  desperate 
struggle,  heading  at  one  time  no  less 
than  eight  thousand  men,  was  seized 
by  one  of  the  chiefs  of  his  own  race, 
the  White  Knight ;  and  having  been 
tried  at  Cork  and  convicted  of  treason, 
he  was  remitted  to  England,  and  kept 
there  in  confinement  until  his  death. 

The  unfortunate  son  of  Gerald  was 
at  one  time  sent  over  to  Ireland  by 
Elizabeth,  for  the  purpose  of  with- 
drawing the  affections  of  the  Desmond 
followers  fi-om  the  Sugan  Earl.  Find- 
ing this  obiect  not  to  be  attained,  she 
consigned  him  back  to  obscurity ;  and 
mortified  pride  and  hope  soon  terminat- 
ed his  existence.  "With  him  and  the 
Sugan  Earl  perished  the  last  hope  of 
the  family.  Their  estates  passea  into 
the  hands  of  other  proprietors,  stran- 
gers to  the  name  and  blood,  their 
Rneage  became  extinct,  and  the  lapse 
of  a  few  years  saw  name,  fortune, 
race,  swept  away  forever  from  the  land. 

Here  ior  the  present  we  pause ;  and 
reserve  for  a  future,  ana  we  hope 
early  number,  a  continuation  of  that 
retrospect  of  Irish  history  and  bio- 

fraphy,  to  which  we  have  been  con- 
^  ucted  by  the  comprehensive  and 
interesting  volumes,  wnose  title  Stands 
at  the  head  of  our  paper 

^' 
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FROM  THB  REMISISCBRCES  OF  A  BAOHBLOB. 


It  is  now  more  than  fifty  years  since 
the  occurrences  which  I  am  about  to 
relate  caused  a  strange  sensation  in  the 
gay  society  of  Dubhn.  The  fashion- 
able world,  however,  is  no  recorder  of 
traditions — ^the  memory  of  selfishness 
seldom  reaches  far — and  the  events 
which  occasionally  disturb  the  polite 
monotony  of  its  pleasant  and  heartless 
progress,  however  stamped  with  the  cha- 
racters of  misery  and  horror,  scarcely 
ever  outlive  the  gossip  of  a  season  ;  and, 
except  perhaj)s  m  the  remembrance  of 
a  few  more  directly  interested  in  the 
consequences  of  the  catastrophe,  are  in 
a  little  time  lost  to  the  recollection  of 
all.  The  appetite  for  scandal,  or  for 
horror,  has  been  sated — the  incident 
can  yield  no  more  of  interest  or  of  no- 
velty— curiosity,  frustrated  by  impe- 
netrable mystery,  gives  over  the  pur- 
suit in  despair — the  tale  has  ceased  to 
be  new,  grows  stale  and  fiat — and  so, 
in  a  few  years,  inquiry  subsides  into 
indifiference,  and  all  is  forgotten. 

I  was  a  young  man  at  the  time,  and 
intimately  acquainted  with  some  of  the 
actors  in  this  strange  tale ;  the  impres- 
sion which  its  incidents  made  upon  me, 
therefore,  were  deep  and  lastmg.  I 
shall  now  endeavour,  with  fulness  and 
precision,  to  relate  them  all,  combining, 
of  course,  in  the  narrative,  whatever  i 
have  learned  i&om  various  sources, 
tending,  however  imperfectly,  to  illu- 
minate the  darkness  which  involves  its 
progress  and  termination. 

I&mewhere  about  the  year  1794,  the 
younger  brother  of  a  certain  baronet, 
whom  I  shall  call  Sir  James  Barton, 
returned  to  Dublin.  He  had  served 
in  the  navy  with  some  distinction, 
having  commanded  one  of  his  majesty's 
frigates  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
American  war.  Captain  iBarton  was 
now  apparently  some  two  or  three-and- 
forty  years  of  age.     He  was  an  intelli- 

fent  and  agreeable  companion,  when 
e  pleased  it,  though  generally  re- 
served, and  occasionally  even  moody. 
In  society,  however,  he  deported  him- 
self as  a  man  of  the  world,  and  a  gen- 
tleman. He  had  not  contracted  any 
of  the  noisy  brusqueness  sometimes 
acquired  at  sea ;  on  the  contrary,  his 
manners  were  remarkably  easy,  quiet. 


and  even  polished.  He  was  in  person 
about  the  middle  size,  and  somewhat 
strongly  formed — ^his  countenance  was 
marked  with  the  lines  of  thought,  and 
on  the  whole  wore  an  expression  of 
gravity  and  even  of  melancholy;  being 
however,  as  we  have  said,  a  man  of 
perfect  breeding,  as  well  as  of  affluent 
circumstances  and  good  family,  he  had, 
of  course,  ready  access  to  the  best  so- 
ciety of  the  metropolb,  without  the 
necessity  of  any  other  credentials.  In 
his  personal  habits  Mr.  Barton  was  un- 
expensive.  He  occupied  lodgings  in 
one  of  the  then  fashionable  streets  in 
the  south  side  of  the  town — kept  but 
one  horse  and  one  servant— -and  though 
a  reputed  free-thinker,  yet  lived  an 
orderly  and  moral  life — ^indulging  nei- 
ther in  gaming,  drinking,  nor  any  other 
vicious  pursuit — ^living  very  much  to 
himself,  without  forming  any  intima- 
cies, or  choosing  any  compamons,  and 
appearing  to  mix  in  gay  society  rather 
for  the  sake  of  its  bustle  and  distrac- 
tion, than  for  any  opportunities  which 
it  offered  of  mterchanmng  either 
thoughts  or  feelings  with  its  yotaries. 
Barton  was  ther^ore  pronounced  a 
saving,  prudent,  unsocial  tert  of  a  fel- 
low, who  bid  fair  to  maintain  his  celi- 
bacy alike  against  stratum  and  as- 
sault, and  was  likely  to  live  to  a  good 
old  age,  die  rich,  and  leave  his  money 
to  an  hospital. 

It  was  soon  apparent,  however,  that 
the  nature  of  Mr.  Barton's  plans  had 
been  totally  misconceived.  A  young 
lady,  whom  we  shall  call  Miss  Monta- 
gue, was  at  this  time  introduced  Into 
Hie  gay  world  of  Dublin,  by  her  aunt, 
the  Dowager  Lady  L  ■  .  Miss  Mon- 
tague was  decidedly  pretty  and  accom- 
plished, and  having  some  natural  cle- 
verness, and  a  great  deal  of  gaiety, 
became  for  a  while  a  reigning  toast. 
Her  popularity,  however,  gaiiSad  her, 
for  a  time,  nothing  more  than  that  un- 
substantial admiration  which,  however 
pleasant  as  an  incense  to  vanity,  is  by- 
no  nieans  necessarily  antecedent  to 
matrimony — for,  unhappily  for  the 
young  lady  in  question,  it  was  an  un- 
aerstood  thing,  that  beyond  her  per- 
sonal attractions,  she  had  no  Idnd  of 
earthly  provision.     Such  being  the 
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state  of  afiairs,  it  will  readily  be  be- 
lieved that  no  little  surprise  was  con- 
sequent upon  the  appearance  of  Captain 
Barton  as  the  avowed  lover  of  the  pen- 
niless Miss  Montague. 

His  suit  prospered^  as  might  have 
been  expected^  and  in  a  short  time  it 
was  confidentially  communicated  by  old 

Lady  L to  each  of  her  hundrcd- 

and-fifty  particular  friends  in  succes- 
sion, tliat  Captain  Barton  had  actually 
tendered  proposals  of  marriage,  with 
her  approbation^  to  her  niece.  Miss 
Mont^ue,  who  had,  moreover,  ac- 
cepted the  offer  of  his  hand,  condition- 
ally upon  the  consent  of  her  father, 
who  was  then  upon  his  homeward  voy- 
age from  India,  and  expected  in  two  or 
three  months  at  furthest.  About  this 
consent  there  could  be  no  doubt — the 
delay,  therefore,  was  one  merely  of 
form — they  were  looked  upon  as  abso- 
lutely engaged,  and  Lady  L  ,  with 
a  rigour  ofold-fashioned  decorum  with 
which  her  niece  would,  no  doubt,  gladly 
have  dispensed,  withdrew  her  thence- 
forward from  all  further  participation 
in  the  gaieties  of  the  town.  Captain 
Barton  was  a  constant  visitor,  as  well 
as  a  frequent  guest  at  the  house,  and 
was  permitted  all  the  privileges  of  in- 
timacy which  a  betrothed  suitor  is 
usually  accorded.  Such  was  the  rela- 
tion (Xf  parties,  when  the  mysterious 
circumstances  which  darken  this  nar- 
rative with  inexplicable  melancholy, 
.first  begun  to  untold  themselves. 

Lady  L  resided  in  a  handsome 
mansion  at  the  norih  side  of  Dublin, 
and  Captain  Barton's  lodgings,  as  we 
have  already  said,  were  situated  at  the 
south.  The  distance  intervening  was 
considerable,  and  it  was  Captain  Bar- 
ton's habit  generally  to  walk  home 
without  an  attendant,  as  often  as  he 
passed  the  evening  with  the  old  lady 
and  her  fair  charge.  His  shortest  way 
in  such  nocturnal  walks,  lay,  for  a 
considerable  space,  through  a  line  of 
street  which  had  as  yet  been  merely 
laid  out,  and  little  more  than  the  foun- 
dations of  the  houses  constructed.  One 
nijght,  shortly  after  his  engagement 
with  Miss  Montague  had  commenced, 
he  happened  to  remain  unusually  late, 
in  company  only  with  her  and  Lady 
L— — .  The  conversation  had  turned 
upon  the  evidences  of  revelation,  which 
he  had  disputed  with  the  callous  scep- 
ticism of  a  confirmed  infidel.  What 
were  cailed  **  French  principles,"  had 
in  those  days  found  their  way  a  good 
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deal  into  fashionable  society,  especially 
that  portion  of  it  which  professed  alle- 
giance to  Whiggism,  and  neither  the 
old  lady  nor  her  charge  were  so  per- 
fectly free  from  the  taint,  as  to  look 
upon  Mr.  Barton's  views  as  any  se- 
rious objection  to  the  proposed  union. 
The  discussion  had  degenerated  into 
one  upon  the  supernatural  and  the 
marvellous,  in  which  he  had  pursued 
precisely  the  same  line  of  argument 
and  ridicule.  In  all  this,  it  is  but 
truth  to  state.  Captain  Barton  was 
guilty  of  no  affectation — ^the  doctrines 
upon  which  he  insisted,  were,  in  reality, 
but  too  truly  the  basis  of  his  own  fixed 
belief,  if  so  it  might  be  called ;  and 
perhaps  not  the  least  strange  of  the 
many  strange  circumstances  connected 
with  this  narrative,  was  the  fact,  that 
the  subject  of  the  fearful  infiuences  we 
are  about  to  describe,  was  himself,  from 
the  deliberate  conviction  of  years,  an 
utter  disbeliever  in  what  are  usually 
termed  preternatural  agencies. 

It  was  considerably  past  midnight 
when  Mr.  Barton  took  his  leave,  and 
set  out  upon  his  solitary  walk  home- 
ward. He  had  now  reached  the  lonely 
road,  with  its  unfinished  dwarf  walLi 
tracing  the  foundations  of  the  projected 
rows  of  houses  on  either  side — the 
moon  was  shining  mistily,  and  its  im- 
perfect light  maSe  the  road  he  trod  but 
additionally  dreary — ^that  utter  silence 
which  has  m  it  something  indefinably 
exciting,  reigned  there,  and  made 
the  sound  of  his  steps,  which  alone 
broke  it,  unnaturally  loud  and  distinct. 
He  had  proceeded  thus  some  way, 
when  he  on  a  sudden  heard  other  foot- 
falls, pattering  at  a  measured  pace, 
and,  as  it  seemed,  about  two  score 
steps  behind  him.  The  suspicion  of 
being  dogged  is  at  all  times  unpleasant ; 
it  is,  however,  especially  so  in  a  spot  so 
desolate  and  lonely ;  and  this  suspicion 
became  so  strong  in  the  mind  of  Cap- 
tain Barton,  that  he  abruptiy  turned 
about  to  confront  his  pursuers,  but, 
though  there  was  quite  sufficient  moon- 
light to  disclose  any  object  upon  the  road 
he  had  traversed,  no  form  of  any  kind 
was  visible  there.  The  steps  he  had 
heard  could  not  have  been  the  rever- 
beration of  his  own,  for  he  stamped  his 
foot  upon  the  ground,  and  walked 
briskly  up  and  down,  in  the  vain  at- 
tempt to  awake  an  echo ;  though  by  no 
means  a  fanciful  person,  therefore  he 
was  at  last  fain  to  charge  tiie  sounds 
upon  his  imagination,  and  treat  them 
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as  an  illusion.  Thus 
self«  he  resumed  his  walk^  ajid  betore 
he  had  proceeded  a  dozen  paces,  the 
mysterious  footfalls  were  again  audible 
from  behind^  and  this  time,  as  if  with 
the  special  design  of  showing  that  the 
sounds  were  not  the  responses  of  an 
echo— the  steps  sometimes  slackened 
nearly  to  a  halt,  and  sometimes  hurried 
for  six  or  eight  strides  to  a  run,  and 
again  abated  to  a  walk.  Captain  Bar- 
ton, as  before,  turned  suddenly  round, 
and  with  the  same  result — no  object 
was  visible  above  the  deserted  level  of 
the  road,  lie  walked  back  over  the 
same  ground,  determined  th^t,  what- 
ever inight  have  been  the  cause  of  the 
sounds  which  hail  so  disconcerted  him, 
it  should  not  escape  his  search — the 
endeavour,  however,  was  unrewarded. 
In  spite  of  all  his  scepticism,  he  felt 
something  likfe  a  superstitious  fear 
stealing  ip&t  upon  him,  and  with  these 
unwonted  ana  uncomfortable  sensa- 
tions, he  once  more  turned  and  pursued 
his  wav.  There  wfts  no  repetition  of 
these  naunting  sounds,  until  he  had 
reached  the  point  where  he  had  last 
stopped  to  retrace  his  steps — ^here  they 
wiere  resuined — and  with  sudden  starts 
of  running,  which  threatened  to  bring 
the  unseen  pursuer  close  up  to  the 
alarmed  pedestrian.  Captain  Barton 
arrested  his  course  as  formerly — the 
unaccountable  nature  of  the  occurrence 
filled  him  with  vague  and  horrible  sen- 
satlons — and  yielding  to  the  excite- 
ment he  felt  gaining  upon  him,  he 
shouted  sternly,  "Who  goes  there?" 
The  sound  of  one's  own  voice,  thus  ex- 
erted, in  uttet"  solitude,  and  followed 
by  total  silence,  has  in  it  something 
unpleasantly  exciting,  and  he  felt  a  de- 
gree of  nel^ousness  which,  perhaps, 
from  no  causfe  had  he  ever  known  be- 
fore. To  the  very  end  of  this  solitary 
street  the  steps  pursued  him — and  it 
requiried  a  strong  effort  of  stubborn 
pride  On  his  part,  to  resist  the  impulse 
thai  prompted  him  every  motiient  to 
run  for  swety  at  thfe  top  of  his  speed. 
It  was  not  Until  he  had  reached  his 
lodging,  and  sate  by  his  own  fire-side, 
that  hie  felt  sufficiently  reassured  to  re- 
arrange and  reconsider  in  his  own  mind 
the  occurrences  which  had  so  discoin- 
pbsed  him.  So  little  a  matter,  after 
all,  is  sufficient  to  upset  the  pride  of 
scepticism  and  vindicate  the  old  simple 
laws  of  nature  within  us. 

Mr.  Barton  was  next  morning  sit- 
ting at  a  late  breakfast,  tieflecting  upon 


the  incidents  of  the  previous  nighty 
with  more  of  inquisitiveness  than  awe, 
so  speedily  do  gloomy  impressions  upon 
the  fancy  disappear  under  the  cheerful 
influences  of  day,  when  a  letter  just 
delivered  by  the  postman  was  placed 
upon  the  table  before  him.  There  was 
nothing  remarkable  in  the  address  of 
this  missive,  except  that  it  was  written 
in  a  hand  which  he  did  not  know — 
perhaps  it  was  disguised — ^for  the  tall 
narrow  characters  were  sloped  back- 
ward ;  and  with  the  self-infUcted  sus- 
pense which  we  so  often  see  practised 
m  such  cases,  he  puzzled  over  the  in- 
scription for  a  full  minute  before  he 
broke  the  seal.  When  he  did  so,  he 
read  the  following  words,  written  in 
the  same  hand  : — 

"Mr.  Barton,  late  captain  of  the 
*  Dolphin,*  is  warned  of  danger.  He 
will  do  wisely  to  avoid  ■■■  street — 
[here  the  locality  of  his  last  night's  ad- 
venture was  named] — ^if  he  wafiis  there 
as  usual  he  will  meet  with  something 
bad — ^let  him  take  warning,  once  for 
all,  for  he  has  good  reason  to  dread 
"The  Watcher." 

Captain  Barton  read  and  re-read 
this  strange  effusion ;  in  every  light 
and  in  every  direction  he  turned  it 
over  and  over ;  he  examined  the  pa- 
per on  which  it  was  written,  and  scru- 
tinized the  hand-writing  even  more. 
Defeated  here,  he  tumcS  to  the  seid  ; 
it  was  nothing  but  a  patch  of  wax> 
upon  which  the  accidental  impression 
of  a  coarse  thumb  was  imperfectly 
visible.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
mark,  no  clue  or  indication  of  any 
kind,  to  lead  him  to  eveh  a  guess  as 
to  its  possible  origin.  The  writer's 
object  seemed  a  friendly  one,  and  yet 
he  subscribed  himself  as  one  whom  he 
had  **  good  reason  to  dread."  Alto- 
gether the  letter,  its  author,  and  its 
real  purpose,  were  to  him  an  inexpli- 
cable puzzle,  and  one,  moreover,  un- 
pleasantly suggestive,  in  his  mind,  of 
associations  connected  with  his  last 
night's  adventure. 

In  obedience  to  some  feeling — per- 
haps of  pride — Mr.  Barton  did  not 
communicate,  even  to  his  intended 
bride,  the  occurrences  which  we  have 
just  detailed.  Trifling  as  they  might 
appear,  they  had  in  reality  most  dis- 
agreeably affected  his  imagination, 
and  he  cared  not  to  disclose,  even  to 
the  young  lady  in  question,  wiia4  alie 
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might  possibly  look  upon  as  evidences 
of  weakness.  The  letter  might  very 
well  be  but  a  hoax,  and  the  mysteri- 
ous footfall  but  a  delusion  of  his 
fancy.  But  although  he  affected  to 
treat  the  whole  affair  as  unworthy  of 
a  thought,  it  yet  haunted  him  perti- 
naciously, tormenting  him  with  per- 
plexing doubts,  and  depressing  him 
with  undefined  apprehensions.  Cer- 
tain it  is,  that  for  a  considerable  time 
afterwards  he  carefully  avoided  the 
street  indicated  in  the  letter  as  the 
scene  of  danger. 

It  was  not  until  about  a  week  after 
the  receipt  of  the  letter  which  I  have 
transcribed,  that  anything  further  oc- 
curred to  remind  Captam  Barton  of 
its  contents,  or  to  counteract  the  gra- 
dual disappearance  from  his  mind  of 
the  disagreeable  impressions  which  he 
had  then  received.  He  was  return- 
ing one  night,  after  the  interval  I 
have  stated,  from  the  theatre,  which 
was  then  situated  in  Crow-street,  and 
having  there  handed  Miss  Montague 

and  Lady  L into  their  carriage, 

he  loitered  for  some  time  with  two  or 
three  acquaintances.  With  these, 
however,  he  parted  close  to  the  col- 
lege, and  pursued  his  way  alone.  It 
wad  now  mlly  one  o'clock,  and  the 
streets  quite  deserted.  Daring  the 
whole  of  his  walk  with  the  companions 
from  whom  he  had  just  parted,  he  had 
been  at  times  painftiUy  aware  of  the 
sound  of  steps,  as  it  seemed,  dodging 
them  on  their  way.  Once  or  twice 
he  had  looked  back,  in  the  uneasy  an- 
ticipation that  he  was  again  about  to 
experience  the  same  mysterious  an- 
noyances which  had  so  much  discon- 
certed him  a  week  before,  and  ear- 
nestly hoping  that  he  might  see  some 
form  from  whom  the  sounds  might 
naturally  proceed.  But  the  street 
was  deserted — ^no  form  was  visible. 
Proceeding  now  quite  alone  upon  his 
homeward  way,  he  grew  really  ner- 
vous and  uncomfortable,  as  he  became 
sensible,  with  increased  distinctness, 
of  the  well-known  and  now  absolutely 
dreaded  sounds. 

By  the  side  of  the  dead  wall  which 
bounded  the  college  park,  the  sounds 
followed,  re-commencing  almost  si- 
multaneously with  his  own  steps. 
The  same  unequal  pace — sometimes 
slow,  sometimes  for  a  score  yards  or 
80,  quickened  to  a  run — ^was  audible 
from  behind  him.  Again  and  again 
he  turi^ ;  quickly  and  stealthily  he 


glanced  over  his  shbulder — almost  at 
every  half-dozen  steps;  but  no  one 
was  visible.  The  horrors  of  this  in- 
tangible and  unseen  persecution  be- 
came gradually  all  but  intolerable ; 
and  when  at  last  he  reached  his  home, 
his  nerves  were  strung  to  such  a  pitch 
of  excitement  that  he  could  not  rest, 
and  did  not  attempt  even  to  He  down 
until  after  the  day-light  had  broken. 

He  was  awakened  by  a  knock  at  his 
chamber-door,  and  his  servant  enteN 
ing,  handed  him  sevetal  letters  which 
had  just  been  received  by  the  penny 
post.  One  among  them  instantly  ar- 
rested his  attention — a  single  glance 
at  the  direction  aroused  nim  tho- 
roughly. He  at  once  recognized  Its 
character,  and  read  as  follows : — 

"  You  may  as  well  think.  Captain 
Barton,  to  escape  from  your  own  sha- 
dow as  from  me ;  do  wliat  you  may,  I 
will  see  you  as  often  as  I  please,  and 
you  shall  see  me,  for  I  do  not  want  to 
aide  myself,  as  you  fancy.  Do  not 
let  it  trouble  your  rest.  Captain  Bar- 
ton ;  for,  with  a  good  conscience,  what 
need  you  fear  from  the  eye  of 

*«  Thb  Watcher.** 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  dwell  upon 
the  feelings  elicited  by  a  perusal  of  this 
strango  communication.  Captain  Bar- 
ton was  observed  to  be  unusually  ab- 
sent and  out  of  spirits  for  several  days 
afterwards  ;  but  no  one  divined  the 
cause.  Whatever  he  might  think  as 
to  the  phantom  steps  which  followed 
him,  there  could  be  no  possible  illu- 
sion about  the  letters  he  had  received ; 
and,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  their  im- 
mediate sequence  u[K)n  the  mysterious 
sounds  which  had  haunted  him,  was 
an  odd  coincidence.  The  whole  cir- 
cumstance was,  in  his  own  mind> 
vaguely  and  instinctively  connected 
with  certain  passages  in  his  past  life, 
which,  of  all  others,  he  hated  to  re- 
member. It  happened,  however,  that 
in  addition  to  nis  oivn  approaching 
nuptials.  Captain  Barton  had  just 
then — fortunately,  perhaps,  for  him- 
self— some  business  of  an  engrossing 
kind  connected  with  the  adjustment 
of  a  large  and  long-litigated  claim 
upon  certain  properties.  The  hurry 
and  excitement  of  business  had  its 
natural  effect  in  gradually  dispelling 
the  marked  gloom  which  had  for  a 
time  occasionally  oppressed  him,  and 
in  a  little  while  his  spirits  had  entirely 
resumed  their  accustomed  tone. 
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Dnring  all  this  time,  however,  he 
was  occasionally  dismayed  by  indis- 
tinct and  half-heard  repetitions  of  the 
same  annoyance,  and  that  in  lonely 
places,  in  the  day-time  as  well  as  after 
nightfall.  These  renewals  of  the 
strange  impressions  i&om  which  he  had 
Buffered  so  much,  were,  however,  de- 
sultory and  faint,  insomuch  that  often 
he  really  could  not,  to  his  own  satis- 
faction, distinguish  between  them  and 
l^e  mere  suggestions  of  an  excited 
imagination.  One  evening  he  walked 
down  to  the  House  of  Commons  with 
a  member,  an  acquaintance  of  his  and 
mine.  This  was  one  of  the  few  occa- 
sions upon  which  I  have  been  in  com- 
pany wit^  Captain  Barton.  As  we 
walked  down  together,  I  observed  that 
he  became  absent  and  silent,  and  to  a 
degree  so  marked  as  scarcely  to  con- 
sist with  good  breeding,  and  which,  in 
one  who  was  obviously,  in  all  hb  ha- 
bits, perfectly  a  gentleman,  seemed  to 
argue  the  pressure  of  some  urgent 
and  absorbing  anxiety.  I  afterwards 
learned  that,  during  the  whole  of  our 
walk,  he  had  heam  the  well-known 
footsteps  dodging  him  as  we  pro- 
ceeded. This,  however,  was  the  last 
time  he  suffered  from  this  phase  of  the 
persecution,  of  which  he  was  already 
the  anxious  victim.  A  new  and  a 
very  different  one  was  about  to  be 
presented. 

Of  the  new  series  of  impressions 
which  were  afterwards  gradually  to 
work  out  his  destiny,  I  that  evening 
witnessed  the  first;  and  but  for  its 
relation  to  the  train  of  events  which 
followed,  the  incident  would  scarcely 
have  been  now  remembered  by  me.  As 
we  were  walking  in  at  the  passage,  a 
man,  of  whom  1  remember  only  Uiat 
he  was  short  in  stature,  looked  like  a 
foreigner,  and  wore  a  kind  of  travel- 
ling-cap, walked  very  rapidly,  and  as 
if  under  some  fierce  excitement,  di- 
rectly toward  us,  muttering  to  him- 
self, fast  and  vdiemently  me  while. 
This  odd-looking  person  walked 
straight  toward  Barton,  who  was  fore- 
most of  the  three,  and  halted,  regard- 
ing him  for  a  moment  or  two  with  a 
look  of  menace  and  fury  almost  ma- 
niacal; and  then  turning  about  as 
abruptiy,  he  walked  before  us  at  the 
same  agitated  pace,  and  disappeared 
at  a  side  passage.  I  do  distinctly  re- 
member being  a  good  deal  shocked  at 
the  countenance  and  bearing  of  this 
mio,   which   indeed  irreibubly  im« 


pressed  me  with  an  undefined  sense  of 
danger,  such  as  I  have  never  felt  be- 
fore or  since  firom  the  presence  of  any- 
thing human;  but  tnese  sensations 
were,  on  my  part,  far  from  amounting 
to  anything  so  disconcerting  as  to 
flurry  or  excite  me — ^I  had  seen  only 
a  singularly  evil  countenance,  agi- 
tated, as  it  seemed,  with  the  excite- 
ment of  madness.  I  was  absolutely 
astonished,  however,  at  the  effect  of 
this  apparition  upon  Captain  Barton. 
I  knew  him  to  be  a  man  of  proud 
courage  and  coolness  in  real  danger—- 
a  circumstance  which  made  his  con- 
duct upon  this  occasion  the  more  con^ 
spicuously  odd.  He  recoiled  a  step 
or  two  as  the  stranger  advanced,  and 
clutched  my  arm  in  silence,  with  what 
seemed  to  me  to  be  a  spasm  of  agony 
or  terror ;  and  then,  as  the  figure  dis- 
appeared, shoving  me  rougWy  back, 
he  followed  it  for  a  few  paces,  stopped 
in  great  disorder,  and  sat  down  upon 
a  form.  I  never  beheld  a  countenanoe 
more  ghastly  and  hagsard. 

**  For  God's  sakeTBarton,  what  is 
the  matter?*'  said  m*  .,  our  com- 
panion, really  alarmed  at  his  i^pear- 
ance.  **  You're  not  hurt,  are  you  ?— 
or  unwell  ?     What  is  it  ?" 

*«  What  did  he  say  ?— I  did  not  hear 
it — ^whatwas  it?"  asked  Barton,  whoUy 
disr^arding  the  question* 

''Tut,  tut— nonsense,"  said  ■■  ■  , 
greatly  surprised ;  *<who  cares  what 
Uie  fellow  said.  You  are  unwell. 
Barton — decidedly  unwell;  let  me 
call  a  coach." 

**  Unwell  1  Yes — ^no — not  exactly 
unwell,"  he  said,  evidently  Tnalring  an 
effort  to  recover  hb  self-possession; 
"  but,  to  say  the  truth,  I  am  fadgued 
-.a  little  over-worked— and  peniaps 
over  anxious.  You  know  I  have  been 
in  chancery,  and  the  winding  up  of  a 
suit  is  always  a  nervous  affair.  1  have 
felt  uncomfortable  all  this  evening; 
but  I  am  better  now.  Come,  come— 
shall  we  go  on  ?" 

**  No,  no.  Take  my  advice*  Bar- 
ton, and  go  home ;  ^ou  really  do  need 
rest;  you  are  looking  absolutcdy  iU. 
I  really  do  insist  on  your  allo?ring  me 
to  see  you  home,"  replied  his  friend. 

I  seconded  — *s  advice,  the  more 
readily  as  it  was  obvious  ^at  Barton 
was  not  himself  disinclined  to  be  per- 
suaded. He  left  us,  politely  declining 
our  offered  escort.  I  was  not  suffi- 
ciently  intimate  with  — -«  to  discuu 
the  scene  which  we  had  both  just  wit- 
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nessed,  and  in  which  his  friend  had 
appeared  in  so  strange  a  light.  I  was, 
however,  convinced,  from  his  manner 
in  the  few  common-place  comments 
and  regrets  which  we  exchanged,  that 
he  was  just  as  little  satisfied  as  I  with 
the  extempore  plea  of  illness  with 
which  he  had  accounted  for  the  strange 
exhibition,  and  that  we  were  both 
agreed  in  suspecting  some  lurking 
mTStery  in  the  matter. 

I  called  next  day  at  Barton's  lodg- 
ings, to  inquire  for  him,  and  learned 
from  the  servant  that  he  had  not  left 
his  room  since  his  return  the  night 
before  ;  but  that  he  was  not  seriously 
indisposed,  and  hoped  to  be  out  again 
in  a  tew  days.     That  evening  he  sent 

for  Doctor  K ,  then  in  wrge  and 

fashionable  practice  in  Dublin,  and 
their  interview  was,  it  is  said,  an  odd 
one. 

He  entered  into  a  detail  of  his  own 
symptoms  in  an  abstracted  and  desul- 
tory kind  of  way,  which  seemed  to 
argue  a  strange  want  of  interest  in  his 
own  cure,  and,  at  all  events,  made  it 
manifest  that  there  was  some  topic 
engaging  his  mind  of  more  engrossmg 
importance  than  his  present  ailment. 
He  complained  of  occasional  palpita- 
tions, and  head-ache.    Doctor  £^ 

asked  him,  among  other  questions, 
whether  there  was  any  irritating  cir- 
cttmstance  or  anxiety  then  occupying 
his  thoughts.  This  he  denied  quickly 
and  ahnost  peevishly ;  and  the  physi- 
cian thereupon  declared  it  his  opmion, 
that  there  was  nothing  amiss  except 
some  slight  derangement  of  the  diges- 
tion, for  which  he  accordingly  wrote  a 
prescription,  and  was  about  to  with- 
draw, when  Mr.  Barton,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  suddenly  recollects  a 
topic  which  had  nearly  escaped  him, 
recalled  him. 

**  I  b^  your  pardon,  doctor,  but  I 
had  really  almost  forgot;  will  you 
permit  me  to  ask  you  two  or  three 
medical  questions— rather  odd  ones, 
perhaps,  but  as  a  wager  depends  upon 
their  solution,  you  will,  I  hope,  ex- 
cuse my  tmreasonableness." 

The  physician  readily  undertook  to 
satisfy  the  inquirer. 

Barton  seemed  to  have  some  diffi- 
culty  about  opening  the  proposed  in- 
terrogatories, for  he  was  silent  for  a 
minute,  then  walked  to  his  book-case, 
and  returned  as  he  had  gone ;  at  last 
be  sat  down,  and  said — 

'^  Yoall  think  them  Tery  childish 


questions,  but  I  can*t  recover  my 
wager  without  a  decision ;  so  I  must 
put  them.  I  want  to  know  first  about 
lock-jaw.  If  a  man  actually  has  had 
that  complaint,  and  appears  to  have 
died  of  it — so  much  so,  that  a  physi- 
cian of  average  skill  pronounces  him 
actually  dead — ^may  he,  after  all,  re- 
cover?*' 

The  physician  smiled,  and  shook  his 
head. 

"  But — ^but  a  blunder'  may  be 
made,"  resumed  Barton.  «*  Suppose 
an  ignorant  pretender  to  medical  skill ; 
may  he  be  so  deceived  by  any  stage  of 
the  complaint,  as  to  mistake  what  is 
only  a  part  of  the  progress  of  the  dis- 
ease, for  death  itself?" 

**  No  one  who  had  ever  seen  death," 
answered  he,  '*  could  mistake  it  in  a 
case  of  lock-jaw." 

Barton  mused  for  a  few  minutes. 
•*  I  am  goin^  to  ask  you  a  question, 
perhaps,  stiff  more  childish  ;  but  first, 
toll  me,  are  not  the  regulations  of  fo- 
reign hospitals,  such  as  that  of,  let  us 
say,  ,  very  lax  and  bungling. 

May  not  all  kinds  of  blunders  and  slips 
occur  in  their  entries  of  names,  and 
fioforth?" 

Doctor  R  .1  professed  his  incom- 
petence to  answer  that  query. 

*•  Well,  then,  doctor,  here  is  the 
last  of  my  questions.  You  will,  pro- 
bably, laugh  at  it ;  but  it  must  out, 
nevertheless.  Is  there  any  disease,  in 
all  the  range  of  human  mamdies,  which 
would  have  the  effect  of  perceptibly 
contracting  the  stature,  and  the  whole 
frame — causing  the  man  to  shrink  in 
all  his  proportions,  and  yet  to  preserve 
his  exact  resemblance  to  himself  in 
every  particular — with  the  one  excep- 
tion, his  height  and  bulk ;  any  disease, 
mark — no  matter  how  rare — how  little 
believed  in,  generally — ^whioh  could 
possibly  result  in  producing  such  an 
effect?" 

The  physician  replied  with  a  smile, 
and  a  very  decided  negative. 

•*  Tell  me,  then,"  said  Barton,  ab- 
ruptly, **if  a  man  be  in  reasonable 
fear  of  assault  from  a  lunatic  who  is 
at  large,  can  he  not  procure  a  warrant 
for  his  arrest  and  detention  ?" 
•  **  Really,  that  is  more  a  lawyer's 
question  than  one  in  my  way,"  replied 
Doctor  R.  ;  **but  I  believe,  on 
applying  to  a  magistrate,  such  a  course 
would  1^  directed." 

The  physician  then  took  his  leave ; 
but,  just  as  he  reached  Uic  hall-door. 
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remembered  that  he  had  leflt  his  cane 
up  stairs,  and  returned.  His  reap- 
pearance was  awkward,  for  a  piece  of 
paper,  which  he  recognized  as  his  own 
)rescription,  waa  slowly  burning  upon 
he  fire,  and  Barton  sitting  close  by 
with  an  expression  of  settled  gloom 
and  dismay.     Doctor  R  had  too 

much  tact  to  appear  to  observe  what 
presented  itself;  but  he  had  seen  quite 
enough  to  assure  him  that  the  mind, 
^nd  not  the  body,  of  Captain  Barton 
was  in  reality  the  seat  of  suffering. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  the  follow- 
ing advertisement  appeared  in  the 
Publin  newspapers : — 

"  If  Sylvester  Yelland,  formerly  a 
foremast- man  on  board  his  Majesty's 
frigate  Dolphin,  or  his  nearest  of  kin, 
will  apply  to  Mr.  Robert  Smith,  solici- 
tor, at  his  office.  Dame-street,  he  or 
they  may  hear  of  something  greatly  to 
his  or  their  advantage.  Admission  may 
be  had  at  any  hour  up  to  twelve  o'clock 
at  night,  for  the  next  fortnight,  should 
parties  desire  to  avoid  observation ;  and 
the  strictest  secrecy,  as  to  all  commu- 
nications intended  to  be  confidential, 
shall  be  honourably  observed." 


The  Dolphin,  as  I  have  mentioned, 
was  the  vessel  which  Captain  Barton 
had  commanded ;  and  this  circum- 
stance, connected  with  the  extraordi- 
nary exertions  made  by  the  circulation 
of  hand-bills,  &c.,  as  well  as  by  re- 
peated advertisements,  to  secure  for 
this  strange  notice  the  utmost  possible 

publicity,  suggested  to  Doctor  R 

the  idea  that  Captain  Barton's  extreme 
uneasiness  was  somehow  connected 
with  the  individual  to  whom  the  ad- 
vertisement was  addressed,  and  he 
himself  the  author  of  it.  This,  how- 
ever, it  is  needless  to  add,  was  no 
more  than  a  conjecture.  No  informa- 
tion whatsoever,  as  to  the  real  pur- 
pose of  the  advertisement  itself,  was 
divulged  by  the  agent,  nor  yet  any 
hint  as  to  who  his  employer  might  be. 

Mr.  Barton,  although  he  had  lat- 
terly begun  to  earn  for  himself  the 
character  of  a  hypochondriac,  was  yet 
very  far  from  deserving  it.  Though 
by  no  means  lively,  he  had  yet,  natu- 
rally, what  are  t<jrmed  *'even  spirits," 
and  was  not  subject  to  undue  depres- 
sions. He  soon,  therefore,  began  to 
return  to  his  former  habits ;  and  one 
of  the  earliest  symptoms  of  this 
healthier  tone  of  spirits  was,  his  ap- 
pearing at  a  grand  oinner  of  the  Free- 


masons, of  which  worthy  fraternity  he 
was  himself  a  brother.  Barton,  who 
had  been  at  first  gloomy  and  abstract- 
ed, drank  much  more  rreely  than  was 
his  wont — ^possibly  vrith  the  purpose 
of  dispelling  his  own  secret  anxieties — 
and  under  uie  influence  of  good  wine, 
and  pleasant  company,  became  ^pra- 
dually  (unlike  his  usual  self)  talkative, 
and  even  noisy.  It  was  under  this 
unwonted  excitement  that  he  left  his 
company  at  about  half-past  ten  o'clock ; 
and,  as  conviviality  is  a  strong  incen- 
tive to  gallantry,  it  occurrecf  to  him 
to  proceed  forthwith  to  Lady  Ia  's, 
and  pass  the  remainder  of  the  evening 
with  her  and  his  destined  bride. 

Accordingly,  he  was  soon  at  — 
street,  and  chatting  gwly  with  the 
ladies.  It  is  not  to  pe  supposed  that 
Capt.  Barton  had  exceeded  the  limits 
which  propriety  prescribes  to  good  fel- 
lowship— he  had  merely  takeii  enough 
wine  to  raise  his  spirits,  without,  how- 
ever, in  the  least  degree  unsteadying 
his  mind,  or  affecting  his  manners. 
With  this  undue  elevation  of  spirits 
had  supervened  an  entire  oblivion  or 
contempt  of  those  undefined  apprehen- 
sions which  had  for  so  long  weighed 
upon  his  mind,  and  to  a  certain  extent 
estranged  him  from  society;  but  as 
the  night  wore  away,  and  his  artificial 
gaiety  began  to  flag,  these  painful 
feelings  gradually  intruded  themselves 
again,  and  he  grew  abstracted  and 
anxious  as  heretofore.  He  took  his 
leave  at  length,  with  an  unpleasant 
foreboding  of  some  coming  mischief, 
and  with  a  mind  haunted  with  a  thou- 
sand mysterious  apprehensions,  such 
as,  even  while  he  acutely  felt  their 
pressure,  he,  nevertheless,  inwardly 
strove,  or  affected  to  contemn. 

It  was  this  proud  defiance  of  what 
he  considered  as  his  own  weakness, 
which  prompted  him  upon  the  present 
occasion  to  that  course  which  brought 
about  the  adventure  which  we  are 
now  about  to  relate.  Mr.  Barton 
might  have  easily  called  a  coach,  but 
he  was  conscious  that  his  strong  incli- 
nation to  do  so  proceeded  firom  no 
cause  other  than  what  he  desperately 
persisted  in  representing  to  himself  to 
be  his  own  superstitious  tremors.  He 
might  also  have  returned  home  bj'  a 
route  different  from  that  against  which 
he  had  been  warned  by  his  mysterious 
correspondent ;  but  for  the  same  rea- 
son he  dismissed  this  idea  also,  and 
with  a  dogged  and  half  desperate  reso- 
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lution  to  force  matters  to  a  crisis  of 
^me  kind^  if  there  were  any  reality 
in  the  causes  of  his  former  suffering, 
and  if  not,  satisfactorily  to  bring  their 
delusiveness  to  the  pjroof,  he  deter- 
mined to  follow  precisely  the  course 
which  he  had  trodden  upon  the  night 
so^  painfully  memorable  in  his  own 
mind  as  that  on  which  his  strange 
persecution  had  commenced.  Thou^, 
sooth  to  say,  the  pilot  who  for  8ie 
first  time  steers  his  vessel  under  the 
muzzles  of  a  hostile  battery,  never  felt 
his  resolution  more  severely  tasked 
than  did  Captain  Barton  as  he  breath- 
lessly pursued  this  solitary  path — a 
path  wnich,  spite  of  every  eflfort  of 
scepticism  and  reason,  he  felt  to  be 
infested  by  some  (as  respected  him) 
malignant  influence. 

He  pursued  his  way  steadily  and 
rapidly,  scarcely  breathing  from  in- 
tensity of  suspense  ;  he,  however,  was 
troubled  by  no  renewal  of  the  dreaded 
footsteps,  and  was  beginning  to  feel  a 
return  of  confidence,  as  more  than 
three-fourths  of  the  way  being  accom- 
plished with  impunity,  he  approached 
the  long  line  of  twinkling  od  lamps 
which  indicated  the  frequented  streets. 
This  feeling  of  self-gratulation  was, 
however,  but  momentary.  The  report 
of  a  musket  at  some  two  hundred  yards 
behind  him,  and  the  whistle  of  a  bullet 
close  to  his  head,  disa^eeably  and 
startlingly  dispelled  it.  His  first  im- 
pulse was  to  retrace  his  steps  in  pur- 
suit of  the  assassin  ;  but  the  roaq  on 
either  side  was,  as  we  have  said,  em- 
barrassed by  the  foundations  of  a 
street,  beyond  which  extended  waste 
fields,  full  of  rubbish  and  neglected 
lime  and  brick  kilns,  and  all  now  as 
utterly  silent  as  though  no  sound  had 
ever  disturbed  their  dark  and  un- 
sightly solitude.  The  futility  of,  sin- 
g^handed,  attempting,  under  such 
circumstances,  a  search  for  the  mur- 
derer, was  apparent,  especially  as  no 
sound,  either  of  retreating  steps  or 
otherwise,  was  audible  to  direct  his 
pursuit. 

"Vyith  the  tumultuous  sensations  of 
one  whose  life  has  just  been  exposed 
to  a  murderous  attempt,  and  whose  es- 
cape has  been  the  narrowest  possible. 
Captain  Barton  turned,  and  without, 
however,  quickening  his  pace  actually 
to  a  run,  hurriedly  pursued  his  way. 
He  had  turned,  as  we  have  said,  after 
a  pause  of  a  few  seconds,  and  had  just 
C(nnmeDced  his  rapid  retreat,  when  on 


a  sudden  he  met  the  well-remembered 
little  man  in  the  fur  cap.  The  en- 
counter was  but  moipentary.  The 
figure  was  walking  at  the  same  exag- 
gerated pace,  and  with  the  same 
strange  air  of  menace  as  before  ;  and 
as  it  passed  him,  he  thought  he  heard 
it  say,  in  a  furious  whisper,  *•  Still 
alive — still  alive  1" 

The  state  of  Mr.  Bartqn's  spirits 
began  now  to  work  a  corresponding 
alteration  in  his  health  and  looks,  and 
to  such  a  degree  that  it  was  iippossible 
that  the  change  should  escape  general 
remark.  For  some  reasons,  Imown 
but  to  himself,  he  took  no  step  what- 
soever to  bring  the  attempt  upon  his 
life,  which  he  had  so  narrowly  escaped, 
under  the  notice  of  the  authorities  ; 
on  the  contrary,  he  kept  it  jealously 
to  himself ;  and  it  was  not  for  many 
weeks  after  the  occurrence  th^t  he 
mentioned  it,  and  then  in  strict  confi- 
dence, to  a  gentleman,  whom  the  tor- 
ments of  his  mind  at  last  compelled 
him  to  consult. 

Spite  of  his  blue  devils,  however, 
poor  Barton,  having  no  satisfactory 
reason  to  render  to  tSe  public  for  any 
undue  remissness  in  the  attentions 
which  the  relation  subsisting  between 
him  and  Miss  Montague  required,  was 
obliged  to  exert  himself,  and  present 
to  &e  world  a  confident  and  cneerful 
bearing.  The  true  source  of  his  suf- 
ferings, and  every  circumstance  con- 
nected with  them,  he  guarded  with  a 
reserve  so  jealous,  that  it  seemed  dic- 
tated by  at  least  a  suspicion  that  the 
origin  of  his  strange  persecution  was 
known  to  himself,  and  that  it  was  of  a 
nature  which,  upon  his  own  account, 
he  could  not  or  dared  not  disclose. 

The  mind  thus  turned  in  upon  itself^ 
and  constantly  occupied  with  a  haunt- 
ing anxiety  which  it  dared  not  reveal 
or  confide  to  any  human  breast,  became 
daily  more  excited,  and,  of  course, 
more  vividly  impressible,  by  a  sys- 
tem of  attacK  which  operated  through 
the  nervous  system ;  and  in  this  state 
he  was  destined  to  sustain,  with  in- 
creasing frequency,  the  stealthy  visi- 
tations of  that  apparition  which  from 
the  first  had  seemed  to  possess  so  un- 
earthly and  terrible  a  hold  upon  his 
imagination. 

«  «  «  •  •  4 

It  was  about  tiiis  time  that  Captain 
Barton  called  upon  the  then  celebrated 
preacher,  Dr.         >  with  whom  he  had 
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a  slight  acquaintance^  and  an  extraor- 
dinary conversation  ensued.  The  di- 
vine was  seated  in  his  chambers  in  col- 
lege, surrounded  with  works  upon  his 
favourite  pursuit,  and  deep  in  theology, 
when  Barton  was  announced.  There 
was  something  at  once  embarrassed 
and  excited  m  his  manner,  which, 
along  with  his  wan  and  haggard  coun- 
tenance, impressed  the  student  with 
the  impleasant  consciousness  that  his 
visitor  must  have  recently  suffered  ter- 
ribly indeed,  to  account  for  an  altera- 
tion so  striking — almost  shocking. 

After  the  usual  interchange  ofpolite 
greetiuff,  and  a  few  common-place  re- 
marks, t3aptain  Barton,  who  obviously 
perceived  the  surprise  which  his  visit 
had  excited,  and  which  Doctor  ■  ■ 
was  unable  wholly  to  conceal,^  inter- 
rupted a  brief  pause  by  remarking— 

«<  This  is  a  strange  call.  Doctor——, 
perhaps  scarcely  warranted  bjr  an  ac- 
quaintance 80  slight  as  mine  with  you. 
1  should  not  xmder  ordinary  circum- 
stances have  ventured  to  disturb  you ; 
but  my  visit  is  neither  an  idle  nor  im- 
pertinent intrusion.  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  so  account  it,  when  -- — " 

Doctor  I  interrupted  him  with 
assurances  such  as  good  breeding  sug- 
gested, and  Barton  resumed — 

'*I  am  come  to  task  your  patience 
by  askinff  your  advice.  When  I  say 
your  patience,  I  might,  indeed,  say 
more ;  I  might  have  said  your  huma- 
nity— your  compassion ;  for  I  have 
been  and  am  a  great  sufferer." 

**  My  dear  sir,  replied  the  church- 
man, ''it  will,  indeed,  afford  me  infi- 
nite gratification  if  I  can  cive  you 
comfort  in  any  distress  of  mind ;  but— < 
but " 

"  I  know  what  jom  would  say,"  re- 
sumed Barton,  quickly, ;  *<  I  am  an 
unbeliever,  and,  therefore,  incapable 
of  deriving  help  from  religion  ;  but 
don't  take  that  for  granted.  At  least 
you  must  not  assume  that,  however 
unsettled  my  convictions  may  be,  I  do 
not  feel  a  deep — a  very  deep — interest 
in  the  subject.  Circumstances  have 
lately  forc^  it  upon  my  attention,  in 
such  a  way  as  to  compel  me  to  review 
the  whole  question  in  a  more  candid 
and  teachable  spirit,  I  believe,  than  I 
ever  studied  it  m  before." 

*'Your  difliculties,  I  take  it  for 
granted,  refer  to  the  evidences  of  re- 
velation," suggested  the  clergyman. 

**  Why — no — yes  ;  in  &t  I  am 
ashamed  to  say  I  have  not  considered 


even  my  objections  sufficiently  to  state 
them  connectedly ;  but — ^but  there  is 
one  subject  on  which  I  feel  a  peculiar 
interest." 

He  paused  agsun,  and  Doctor   , 
pressed  him  to  proceed. 

«  The  fact  is,"  said  Barton,  *'  what- 
ever maj  be  my  uncertainty  as  to  the 
authenticity  of  what  we  are  taught  to 
call  revelation,  of  one  fact  I  am  deeply 
and  horribly  convinced,  that  there  does 
exist  beyond  this  a  spiritual  world — a 
system  whose  workings  are  generally 
in  mercy  hidden  from  us — a  system 
which  may  be,  and  which  is  sometimesy 
partially  and  terribly  revealed.  I  am 
sure — ^I  TmoWf'  continued  Barton,  with 
increasing  excitement,  '<  that  there  is 
a  Grod — a  dreadful  God — and  that  re- 
tribution follows  guilt.  In  ways  the 
most  mysterious  and^  stupendous — ^by 
agencies  the  most  inexplicable  and 
terrific — there  is  a  spiritual  system—. 
great  Gk)d,  how  finghtfuUy  I  have 
been  convinced  I — a  system  malignant, 
and  implacable,  and  omnipotent,  un- 
der whose  persecutions  I  am,  and  hare 
been,  suffering  the  torments  of  die 
damned  I — ^yes,  sir — ^yes — ^the  fires  and 
frenzy  of  hell  I" 

As  Barton  spoke,  his  agitation  be- 
came so  vehement  that  the  divine  was 
shocked,  and  even  alarmed.  The  wild 
and  excited  rapidity  with  which  he 
spoke,  and,  above  all,  the  indefinable 
horror  which  stamped  his  features^ 
afforded  a  contrast  to  his  ordinary 
cool  and  unimpassioned  self-possession 
striking  and  painful  in  the  last  degree. 

<*My  dear  sir,"  said  Doctor  .  .  , 
after  a  brief  pause,  '*I  fear  yon  have 
been  suffering  much,  indeed;  but  I 
venture  to  predict  that  the  depression 
under  which  you  labour  will  be  found 
to  originate  in  purely  physical  causes, 
and  that  with  a  change  of  air,  and  the 
aid  of  a  few  tonics,  your  spirits  will 
return,  and  the  tone  of  your  mind  be 
once  more  cheerful  ana  tranquil  aa 
heretofore.  There  was,  after  all,  more 
truth  than  we  are  quite  willing  to  ad- 
Diit  in  the  classic  theories  which  as- 
signed the  undue  predominance  of  koj 
one  affection  of  the  mind,  to  the  undue 
action  or  torpidity  of  one  or  other  of 
our  bodily  oi]gans.  Believe  me,  that 
a  little  attention  to  diet,  exercise,  and 
the  other  essentials  of  health,  under 
competent  direction,  will  make  you  as 
much  yourself  as  you  can  wish." 

"Doctor ,"  said  Barton,  with 

something  like  a  shudder,  **!  ccamcft 
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delude  myself  with  sacli  a  hope.  I 
have  no  hope  to  cling  to  but  one^  and 
that  is,  that  by  some  other  spiritual 
agency  more  potent  than  that  which 
tortures  me,  it  may  be  combated,  and 
I  delivered.  If  this  may  not  be,  I  am 
lost — ^now  and  for  ever  lost." 

"But,  Mr.  Barton,  you  must  re- 
member," urged  his  companion,  "that 
others  have  suffered  as  you  have  done, 
and " 

**  No,  no,  no,"  interrupted  he,  with 
irritability — **no,  sir,  I  am  not  a  cre- 
dulous— far  from  a  superstitious  man. 
I  have  been,  perhaps,  too  much  the 
reverse — too  sceptical,  too  slow  of  be- 
lief;  but  unless  I  were  one  whom  no 
amount  of  evidence  could  convince, 
unless  I  were  to  contemn  the  repeat- 
ed, iheperpettud  evidence  of  my  own 
senses,  1  am  now — ^now  at  last  con- 
strained to  believe — ^I  have  no  escape 
firom  the  conviction— the  overwhelm- 
ing certainty—that  I  am  haunted  and 
dogged,  go  where  I  may,  by— by  a 

D£lION  I" 

There  was  an  almost  preternatural 
energy  of  horror  in  Barton's  face,  as, 
with  its  damp  and  deathlike  lineaments 
turned  towards  his  companion,  he  thus 
delivered  himself. 

"Grod  help  you,  my  poor  friend," 
scud  Doctor  m,  ,  mudi  shocked— 
Crod  help  you ;  for,  indeed,  you  are  a 
sufferer,  however  your  suffenngs  may 
have  been  caused." 

*'Ay,  ay,  God  help  me,"  echoed 
Barton,  sternly;  "but  loiU  he  help 
me — will  he  help  me." 

*'  Pray  to  him — pray  in  an  humble 
and  trusting  spirit,"  said  he. 

**  Pray,  pray,"  echoed  he  again ;  "  I 
can't  pray — I  could  as  easily  move  a 
mountain  by  an  effort  of  my  will.  I 
have  not  belief  enough  to  pray ;  there 
is  something  within  me  that  will  not 
iray.  You  prescribe  impossibilities— 
Iteral  impossibilities." 

"  You  will  not  find  it  so,  if  you  will 
but  try,"  said  Doctor  .    ■■■, 

*«  Try ! — ^I  have  tried,  and  the  at- 
tempt only  fills  me  with  concision  and 
terror ;  I  have  tried  in  vain,  and  more 
than  in  vain.  The  awful,  unutterable 
idea  of  eternity  and  infinity  oppresses 
and  maddens  my  brain  whenever  my 
mind  approaches  the  contemplation  of 
the  Creator ;  I  recoil  from  the  effort 
scared,  confounded,  terrified.  I  tell 
you.  Doctor  — ,  if  I  am  to  be  saved. 
It  must  be  by  other  means.    The  idea 


E 


of  the  CreatOT  is  to  me  intolerable — 
my  mind  cannot  support  it." 

"  Say,  then,  my  dear  sir,"  urged  he 
— *•  say  how  you  would  have  me  serve 
you — ^what  you  would  learn  of  me— 
what  I  can  do  or  say  to  relieve  you  ?" 

**  Listen  to  me  first,"  replied  Captain 
Barton,  with  a  subdued  air,  and  an  evi- 
dent effort  to  suppress  his  excitement- 
listen  to  me  while  I  detail  the  circum- 
stances of  the  terrible  persecution  im- 
der  which  my  life  has  become  all  but 
intolerable — a  persecution  which  has 
made  me  fear  death  and  the  world  be- 
yond the  grave  as  much  as  I  have 
grown  to  hate  existence." 

Barton  then  proceeded  to  relate  the 
circumstances  which  we  have  already 
detailed,  and  then  continued — 

**  This  has  now  become  habitual — 
an  accustomed  thing.  I  do  not  mean 
the  actual  seeing  him  in  the  fiesh- 
thank  God,  that  at  least  is  not  permit- 
ted daily.  Thank  God,  from  the  un- 
utterable horrors  of  that  visitation  I 
have  been  mercifully  allowed  intervals 
of  repose,  though  none  of  security ; 
but  from  the  consciousness  that  a  ma- 
lignant spirit  is  following  and  watching 
me  wherever  I  go,  I  have  never,  for  a 
single  instant,  a  temporary  respite.  I 
am  pursued  with  blasphemies,  cries  of 
despair  and  appalling  hatred.  I  hear 
those  dreadful  sounds  called  after  me 
as  I  turn  the  comers  of  streets  ;  they 
come  in  the  night-time,  while  I  sit  in 
my  chamber  alone;  they  haunt  me 
everywhere,  charging  me  with  hideous 
crimes,  and — ^great  God  !— threaten- 
ing me  with  coming  vengeance  and 
eternal  misery.  Hush  1.-^  you  hear 
that  r  he  cned  with  a  horrible  smile 
of  triumph ;  "  there — there,  will  that 
convince  you  ?" 

The  clergyman  felt  the  chiUness  of 
horror  irresistibly  steal  over  him, 
while,  during  the  wail  of  a  sudden 
gust  of  wind,  he  heard,  or  fancied  he 
heard,  the  half  articulate^  sounds  of 
rage  and  derision  mingling  in  the 
sough. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  ihatf 
at  length  Barton  cned,  drawing  a  long 
breath  through  his  tecrth. 

*  *  I  heard  the  wind, "  said  Doctor  ■■—  ■ , 
"What  should  I  think  of  it— what  is 
there  remarkable  about  it  ?" 

"The  priDce  of  the  powers  of  the 
air,"  muttered  Barton,  with  a  shud- 
der. 

"Tut,  tut  I  my  dear  sir,"  said  the 
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student,  with  an  effort  ^  reassure 
himself ;  for  though  it  was  broad  day- 
light, there  was  nevertheless  something 
disagreeably  contagious  in  the  ner- 
vous excitement  under  which  his  visi- 
tor so  obviously  suffered.  '*  "JTou 
must  not  give  way  to  those  T^ild  fan- 
cies; you  must  resist  these  in^pulses 
of  the  imagination." 

"Av,  ay;  'resist  the  devil  and 
he  will  flee  from  thee,' "  said  Barton, 
in  the  same  tone;  **but  how  resist 
him?  ay,  there  it  is — ^there  is  the 
rub.  What — what  am  I  to  do  ?  what 
can  I  do  ?*' 

"  My  dear  sir,  this  is  fancy,"  said 
the  man  of  folios ;  *  *  you  are  your  own 
tormentor." 

**No,  no,  sir — fancy  has  no  part 
in  it,"  answered  Barton,  somewhat 
sternly.  "  Fancy,  forsooth  I  Was  it 
that  made  you,  as  well  as  me,  hear, 
but  this  moment,  those  appalling  ac- 
cents of  hell  ?  Fancy,  indeed  I  No, 
no." 

'•But  you  have  seen  this  person 
frequently,"  said  the  ecclesiastic  ; — 
"whv  have. you  not  accosted  or  se- 
cured him  ?  Is  it  not  somewhat  pre- 
cipitate, to  say  no  more,  to  assume,  as 
you  have  done,  the  existence  of  pre- 
ternatural agency,  when,  after  all, 
everything  may  be  easily  accountable, 
if  only  proper  means  were  taken  to 
sift  the  matter." 

"There  are  circumstances  connected 
with  this — this  appearance^**  said  Bar- 
ton, **  which  it  were  needless  to  dis- 
close, but  which  to  me  are  proof  of 
its  horrible  and  unearthly  nature.  I 
know  that  the  being  who  haunts  me  is 
not  man — I  say  I  know  this  ;  I  could 
prove  it  to  your  own  conviction.**  He 
paused  for  a  minute,  and  then  added, 
•*  And  as  to  accosting  it,  I  dare  not,  I 
could  not ;  when  I  see  it  I  am  power- 
less ;  I  stand  in  the  gaze  of  death,  in 
the  triumphant  presence  of  preter- 
human power  and  malignity.  My 
strength,  and  faculties,  and  memory 
all  forsaie  me.  O  God,  I  fear,  sir, 
you  know  not  what  you  speak  of. 
Mercy,  mercy ;  heaven  have  pity  on 
mel" 

He  leaned  his  elbow  on  the  table, 
and  passed  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  as 
if  to  exclude  some  image  of  horror, 
muttering  the  last  words  of  the  sen- 
tence he  had  just  concluded,  again 
and  again. 

<« Doctor—,"  he  said,  abruptly 


rabing  himself,  and  lo<^i|ig  full  npw 
the  clergyman  with  an  imploring  eye, 
*'I  know  you  will  do  for  me  whatever 
may  be  done.  You  know  nop  fully 
the  circumstances  and  the  nature  of 
the  mysterious  agency  of  which  I  am 
the  victim.  1 1€$  you  I  cannot  help 
myself;  I  cannot  hope  to  escape;  I 
am  utterly  passive.  I  conjure  yoq, 
then,  to  weigh  my  case  wpU,  and  if 
anything  may  be  done  for  me  by  yi- 
carious  suppucation — ^l^y  the  interces- 
sion of  the  good — or  by  any  sud  or 
influence  wnatsoever,  I  implore  of 
vou,  I  adjure  ^ou  in  the  name  of  die 
Most  High>  give  me  the  benefit  of 
ttat  influence— deliver  me  from  the 
bo4y  of  this  death.  Striye  for  m^ 
pity  me ;  I  know  you  will ;  you  can- 
not refuse  this ;  it  is  the  purpose  and 
object  of  my  yisit.  Send  me  a?ray 
with  some  hope,  however  little,  some 
faint  hope  of  ultimate  deliverance, 
and  X  will  nerve  myself  to  ^are, 
from  hour  to  hour,  the  l^deous  clream 
into  which  my  existence  has  been 
transformed." 

Doctor assured  him  that  all  he 

could  do  was  to  pray  earnestly  for 
him,  and  that  so  much  he  would  not 
fail  to  do.  They  parted  with  a  har- 
ried and  melancholy  valediction.  Bar- 
ton hastened  to  tne  carriage,  which 
awaited  him  at  the  door,  drew  the 
blinds,  and  drove  away,  while  Doctor 
■  returned  to  his  chamber,  to  ro- 
minate  at  leisure  upon  tJie  strange 
interview  which  had  just  interrupted 
his  studies. 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  C^ 
tain  Barton's  changed  an4  eccentnc 
habits  should  long  escape  reinark  and 
discussion.  Various  were  the  theories 
suggested  to  account  for  it.  Som^ 
attributed  the  alteration  to  the  pres- 
sure of  secret  pecuniary  embarras- 
ments ;  others  to  a  repugnance  to 
fulfll  an  engagement  into  which  he 
was  presumed  to  have  too  precipitately 
entered;  and  others,  again,  to  the 
supposed  incipiency  of  mental  disease, 
which  latter,  indeed,  was  the  most 
plausible,  as  well  as  the  most  generally 
received,  of  the  hypotheses  circulatea 
in  the  gossip  of  the  day. 

From  the  very  comniencement  of 
this  change,  at  first  so  gnradual  in  its 
advances, Miss Montaguehad  of  course 
been  aware  of  it.  The  intimacy  in- 
volved in  their  peculiar  relation,  as 
well  as  the  near  interest  which  it  in- 
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spiredy  afforded,  in  her  case^  a  like 
opportunity  and  motive  for  the  suc- 
cessful exercise  of  that  keen  and  pene- 
tratinff  observation  peculiar  to  the  sex. 
His  visits  became,  at  length,  so  in- 
terrupted, and  his  manner,  while  they 
lasted,  so  abstracted,  strange,  and 
agitated,  that  Lady  L ,  after  hint- 
ing her  anxiety  and  her  suspicions 
more  than  once,  at  length  distinctly 
stated  her  ani^ietv»  and  pressed  for  an 
explanation.  The  explanatipn  was 
given,  and  although  its  nati^re  at  first 
relieved  the  worst  solicitudes  of  the 
qld  lady  and  her  niece,  yet  the  cu*- 
cumstances  which  attended  it,  and  the 
really  dreadful  consequences  which  it 
obviously  indicated,  as  regarded  the 
spirits,  and  indeed  the  reason  of  the 
now  wretched  man,  who  made  the 
strange  declaration,  were  enough, 
upon  a  little  reflection,  to  fill  their 
Dunds  with  perturbation  and  alarm. 

General  Montague,  the  young  lady's 
father,  at  length  arrived.  He  had 
himself  slightly  known  Barton,  some 
ten  or  twelve  years  previously,  and 
beinjg  ^wai'e  of  his  fortune  and  con- 
nexions, was  disposed  to  regard  him 
as  an  unexceptionable  and  indeed  a 
most  desirable  match  for  his  daughter. 
He  laughed  at  the  story  of  Barton's 
supernatural  visitations,  and  lost  not 
a  moment  in  calling  upon  his  intended 
son-in-law. 

**My  dear  Barton,"  he  continued, 
gaily,  after  a  little  conversation,  *'my 
sister  tells  me  that  you  are  a  victim 
to  blue  devils,  in  quite  a  new  and 
original  shape." 

Barton  changed  countenance,  and 
sighed  profounmy. 

**Come,  come;  I  protest  this  will 
never  do,"  continued  the  general ; 
"you  are  more  like  a  man  on  his 
way  to  the  gallows  than  to  the  altar. 
These  devils  have  made  quite  a  saint 
of  you." 

Barton  made  an  effort  to  change  the 
conversation. 

**Ko,  no,  it  won't  do,"  said  his 
visitor,  laughing  ;  *'  I  am  resolved  to 
say  out  what  I  nave  to  say  upon  this 
magnificent  mock  mystery  of  yours. 
Come,  you  must  not  be  angry,  but 
really  it  is  too  bad  to  see  you,  at  your 
time  of  life,  absolutely  frightened  into 

food  behaviour,  like  a  naughty  child, 
y  a  bugaboo,  and  as  far  as  X  can 
learn,  a  very  particularly  contempti- 
ble one.  Seriously,  though,  my  dear 
Barton,  I  have  been  a  good  deal  an- 


noyed at  what  they  tell  me ;  but,  at 
the  same  time,  thoroughly  convinced 
that  there  is  nothing  in  the  matter 
that  may  not  be  cleared  up,  with  just 
a  little  attention  and  management, 
within  a  week  at  furthest." 

"Ah,  general,  you  do  not  know — " 
he  bc^an. 

"  xes,  but  I  do  know  quite  enough 
to  warrant  my  confidence,  interrupted 
the  soldier  ;  "don't  I  know  thai  all 
your  annoyance  proceeds  from  the 
occasional  appearance  of  a  certiun 
little  man  in  a  cap  and  great-coat, 
with  a  red  vest  ana  a  bad  face,  who 
follows  you  about,  and  pops  upon  you 
at  the  comers  of  lanes,  and  throws 
you  into  ague  fits.  Now,  my  dear 
fellow,  111  make  it  my  business  to 
catch  this  mischievous  little  mounte- 
bank, and  either  beat  Jiim  into  a  jelly 
with  my  own  hands,  or  have  him 
whipped  through  the  town,  at  the 
cart's- tail,  before  a  month  passes." 

"If  you  knew  what  I  know,"  said 
Barton,  with  gloomy  agitation,  **  you 
would  speak  very  differently.  Don't 
imagine  that  I  am  so  weak  and  foolish 
as  to  assume,  without  proof  the  most 
overwhelming,  the  conclusion  to  which 
I  have  been  forced — ^the  proofs  are 
here,  locked  up  here."  As  he  spoke 
he  tapped  upon  his  breast,  and  with 
an  anxious  sigh  continued  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  room. 

"  Well,  well.  Barton,"  said  his  visi- 
tor, "  I'll  wager  a  rump  and  dozen  I 
collar  the  ghost,  and  convince  yourself 
before  many  days  are  over." 

He  was  running  on  in  the  same 
strain  when  he  was  suddenly  arrested, 
and  not  a  little  shocked,  by  observing 
Barton,  who  had  approached  the  win- 
dow, stagger  slowly  back,  like  one 
who  had  received  a  stunning  blow; 
his  arm  extended  toward  the  street — 
his  face  and  his  very  lips  white  as 
ashes — awhile  he  muttered,  "  There — 
there — there  I" 

General  Montague  started  mechani- 
cally to  his  feet,  and,  from  the  window 
of  the  drawing-room,  saw  a  figure  cor- 
responding, as  well  as  his  hurry  would 
permit  him  to  discern,  with  the  de- 
scription of  the  person,  whose  appear- 
ance so  constantly  and  dreadfully  dis- 
turbed the  repose  of  his  friend.  The 
figure  was  just  turning  from  the  rails 
of  the  area  upon  which  it  had  been 
leaning,  and,  without  waiting  to  see 
more,  the  old  gentleman  snatched  his 
cane  and  hat,  and  rushed  down  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


538 


The  Watcher. 


[Nor. 


stairs  and  into  the  street,  in  the  fu- 
rious hope  of  securing  the  person^  and 
punishing  the  audacity  of  the  myste- 
rious stranger.  He  looked  around  him, 
but  in  vain,  for  anjr  trace  of  the  form 
he  had  himself  distmctly  beheld.  He 
ran  breathlessly  to  the  nearest  comer, 
expecting  to  see  from  thence  the  re- 
treating figure,  but  no  such  form  was 
visible.  Back  and  forward,  from 
crossing  to  crossing,  he  ran,  at  fault, 
and  it  was  not  unS  the  curious  gaze 
and    laughing    countenances   of  the 

Sassers-by  reminded  him  of  the  absur- 
ity  of  his  pursuit,  that  he  checked 
his  hurried  pace,  lowered  his  walking- 
cane  from  the  menacing  altitude  whicn 
he  had  mechanically  given  it,  ad- 
justed  his  hat,  and  walked  composedly 
pack  again,  inwardly  vexed  and  flur- 
ried. He  found  Barton  pale  and 
trembling  in  every  joint ;  tney  both 
remained  silent,  though  under  emo- 
tions very  dififerent.  At  last  Barton 
whispered,  "You  saw  it?" 

"  It ! — ^him — some  '^one — ^you  mean 
—to  be  sure  I  did,"  replied  Monta- 
gue, testily.  *'  But  where  is  the  good 
or  th^al^arm  of  seeing  him  ?  The  fel- 
low runs  like  a  lamp-lighter.  I 
wanted  to  catch  him,  but  hehad  stolen 
away  before  I  could  reach  the  hall- 
door.  However,  it  is  no  great  matter ; 
next  time,  I  dare  say,  Til  do  better ; 
and  egad,  if  I  once  come  within  reach 
of  him,  I'll  introduce  his  shoulders  to 
the  weight  of  my  cane,  in  a  way  to 
make  him  cry  peccam,** 

Notwithstanding  General  Monta- 
gue's undertakings  and  exhortations, 
however,  Barton  continued  to  suffer 
from  the  self-same  unexplsdned  cause ; 
go  how,  when,  or  where  he  would,  he 
was  still  constantly  dogged  or  con- 
fronted by  the  hateful  being  who  had 
establbhed  over  him  so  dreadful  and 
mysterious  an  influence;  nowhere 
and  at  no  time  was  he  secure  against 
tiie  odious  appearance  which  haunted 
him  wiih  such  diabolic  perseverance. 
His  depression,  misery,  and  excite- 
ment became  more  settled  and  alarm- 
ing every  day,  and  the  mental  agonies 
that  ceaselessly  preyed  upon  him,  be- 
gan at  last  so  sensibly  to  afiect  his 
health,  that  Lady  L  ■  and  Greneral 
Montague  succeeded,  without,  indeed, 
much  difficulty,  in  persuading  him  to 
try  a  short  tour  on  the  Continent,  in 
the  hope  that  an  entire  change  of 
scene  would,  at  all  events,  have  the 
effect  of  breaking  through  the  in^ 


fluences  of  local  association,  which  the 
more  sceptical  of  his  friends  assumed 
to  be  by  no  means  inoperative  in  sug- 
gesting and  perpetuating  what  they 
conceived  to  be  a  mere  form  of  ner- 
vous illusion.  General  Montague  in- 
deed was  persuaded  that  the  figure 
which  haunted  his  intended  son-in-law 
was  by  no  means  the  creation  of  his 
own  imagination,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
a  substantial  form  of  flesh  and  blood, 
animated  by  a  spiteful  and  obstinate 
resolution,  perhaps  with  some  inurder> 
ous  obiect  in  perspective,  to  watch 
and  follow  the  unfortunate  gentleman. 
Even  this  hypothesis  was  not  a  verjr 
pleasant  one ;  yet  it  was  plain  that  if 
Barton  could  ever  be  convinced  that 
there  was  nothing  preternatural  in  the 
phenomenon  which  he  had  hidierto  re- 
garded in  that  light,  the  affair  would 
lose  all  its  terrors  in  his  eyes,  and 
wholly  cease  to  exercise  upon  hk 
health  and  spirits  the  baleful  influence 
which  it  hiad  hitherto  done.  He 
therefore  reasoned,  that  if  the  annoy- 
ance were  actually  e8Ciq>ed  by  mere 
locomotion  and  change  of  scene,  it 
obviously  could  not  have  originated 
in  any  supernatural  agency. 
*  Yielding  to  their  persuasions.  Bar- 
ton left  Dublin  for  England,  accom- 
panied by  General  Montague.  They 
posted  rapidly  to  Liondon,  and  thence 
to  Dover,  whence  they  took  thepacket 
with  a  fair  wind  for  Calais.  Ijie  ge- 
neral's confidence  in  tiie  result  of  ikt 
expedition  on  Barton's  spirits  had 
risen  day  by  day,  since  their  depar- 
ture from  the  shores  of  Ireland  ;  for, 
to  the  inexpressible  relief  and  delight 
of  the  latter,  he  had  not,  since  tli«n, 
so  much  as  even  once  fancied  a  repe- 
tition of  those  impressions  which  had, 
when  at  home,  drawn  him  gradually 
down  to  the  very  depths  of  horror  and 
despair.  This  exemption  from  what 
he  had  begun  to  r^ard  as  the  inevi- 
table concQtion  of  his  existence,  and 
the  sense  of  security  which  b^an  to 
peirade  his  mind,  were  inexpressibly 
delightful;  and  in  the  exultation  <» 
what  he  considered  his  deliveranoe, 
he  indulged  in  a  thousand  happ]^  anti- 
cipations for  a  future  into  vmich  so 
lately  he  had  hardly  dared  to  look ; 
and  m  short,  both  he  and  his  compa- 
nion secretly  congratulated  themselves 
upon  the  termination  of  that  persecu- 
tion which  had  been  to  its  immediate 
victim  a  source  of  such  unspeiUutble 
agony. 
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It  was  a'beanttful  day,  and  a  crowd 
of  idlers  stood  upon  tne  jetty  to  re- 
ceiye  the  packet,  and  enjoy  the  bustle 
of  the  new  arrivals.  Montague  walked 
a  few  paces  in  advance  of  his  friend, 
and  as  he  made  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  a  little  man  touched  his  arm, 
and  said  to  him,  in  a  broad  provincial 
patois — 

''  Monsieur  is  walking  too  fast ;  he 
will  lose  his  sick  comrade  in  the 
throng,  for,  by  my  faith,  the  poor 
gentleman  seems  to  be  fainting." 

Montague  turned  quickly,  and  ob- 
served that  Barton  did  indeed  look 
deadly  pale.     He  hastened  to  his  side. 

•'My  dear  fellow,  are  you  ill?"  he 
asked  anxiously. 

The  question  was  unheeded  and 
twice  repeated,  ere  Barton  stam- 
mered— 

"  I  saw  hinL— by         ,  I  saw  him  1" 

**jERi»/ — ^the — ^the  wretch — ^who — 
where— when  did  you  see  him — ^where 
IB   he?"    cried    Montague,    looking, 
around  him." 

**  I  saw  him — but  he  is  gone,"  re- 
peated Barton,  faintly. 

**But  where — ^where?  For  God's 
sake,  roeak,"  urged  Montague,  ve- 
hemently. 

*'It  is  but  this  moment— ^er^,"  said 
he. 

*'  But  what  did  he  look  like — ^what 
had  he  on— what  did  he  wear — quick, 
quick,"  urged  his  excited  companion, 
ready  to  dart  among  the  crowd,  and 
collar  the  delinquent  on  the  spot. 

**  He  touched  your  arm— he  spoke 
to  yon— he  pointed  to  me.  God  be 
merciful  to  me,  there  is  no  escape," 
said  Barton,  in  the  low,  subdued  tones 
of  intense  despair. 

Montague  had  already  bustled  away 
in  all  ti^e  flurry  of  minded  hope  and 
indignation ;  but  thou^  the  sm^ular 
personnel  of  the  stranger  who  had  ac- 
costed him  was  vividly  and  perfectly 
impressed  upon  his  recollection,  he 
faiW  to  discover  amons  the  crowd 
even  the  slightest  resembumce  to  him. 
After  a  fruitless  search,  in  which  he 
enlisted  the  services  of  several  of  the 
byrtanders,  who  aided  all  the  more 
zealously,  as  they  believed  he  had  been 
robbed,  he  at  length,  out  of  breath 
and  baffled,  gave  over  the  attempt. 

**  Ah,  my  friend,  it  won't  do,"  said 
Barton,  with  the  faint  voice  and  be- 
wildered, ghastly  look  of  one  who 
hai  been  stunned  by  some  mortal 
shock  I  '^  there  ii  no  use  in  contend- 


in£;  with  it ;  whatever  it  is,  the  dread- 
ful association  between  me  and  it  is 
now  established — I  shall  never  escape 
—never,  never!" 

**  Nonsense,  nonsense,  my  dear  fel- 
low ;  don't  talk  so,"  said  Montague, 
with  something  at  once  of  irritation 
and  dismay ;  "  you  must  not,  I  say  5 
we'll  jockey  the  scoundrel  yet ;  never 
mind,  I  say — ^never  mind." 

It  was,  however,  but  lost  labour  to 
endeavour  henceforward  to  inspire 
Barton  with  one  ray  of  hope ;  he  be- 
came utterly  desponding.  This  in- 
tangible, and,  as  it  seemed,  utterly 
inadequate  influence  was  fast  destroy- 
ing his  energies  of  intellect,  character, 
and  health.  His  first  object  was  now 
to  return  to  Ireland,  there,  as  he  be- 
lieved, and  now  almost  hoped,  speedily 
to  die. 

To  Ireland  accordingly  he  came, 
and  one  of  the  first  faces  he  saw  u^on 
the  shore,  was  a^ain  that  of  his  im- 
placable and  (&eaded  persecutor, 
barton  seemed  at  last  to  have  lost  not 
only  all  enjoyment  and  every  hope  in 
existence,  but  all  independence  of  will 
besides.  He  now  submitted  himself 
passively  to  the  management  of  the 
friends  most  nearly  interested  in  his 
welfare.  With  the  apathy  of  entire 
despair,  he  implicitly  assented  to 
whatever  measures  they  suggested  and 
advised ;  and  as  a  last  resource,  it  was 
determined  to  remove  him  to  a  house 
of  Lady  L»  's,  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Clontarf,  where,  with  the 
advice  of  his  medical  attendant,  who 
persisted  in  his  opinion  that  the  whole 
train  of  consequences  resulted  merely 
from  some  nervous  derangement,  it 
was  resolved  that  he  was  to  confine 
himself  strictly  to  the  house,  and  to 
make  use  only  of  those  apartments 
which  commanded  a  view  of  an  en- 
closed yard,  the  gates  of  which  were 
to  be  jcept  jealously  locked.  Those 
precautions  would  cextainly  secure  him 
ajgainst  the  casual  appearance  of  an^ 
living  form,  which  his  excited  imagi- 
nation might  possibly  confound  with 
the  spectre  which,  as  it  was  contended, 
his  fancy  recognised  in  every  figure 
which  bore  even  a  distant  or  general 
resemblance  to  the  traits  with  which 
he  had  at  first  invested  it.  A  month 
or  six  weeks'  absolute  seclusion  under 
these  conditions,  it  was  hoped  might, 
by  interrupting  the  series  of  these 
terrible  impressions,  gradually  dispel 
the  predispoiing  apprehensions,  and 
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effectually  break  up  the  associations 
which  had  confirmed  the  empposed 
disease,  and  rendered  recovery  hope- 
less. Cheerful  society  and  that  of  his 
friends  was  to  be  constantly  supplied, 
and  on  the  whole,  very  sanguine  ex- 
pectations were  indulged  in,  to  the 
effect  that  under  the  treatment  thus 
detailed,  the  obstinate  hypochondria  of 
the  patient  might  at  length  give  tvay. 

Accompanied,  therefore,  by  Ladjr 

L ,   General    Montague  and  his 

daughter — ^his  own  aflianced  bride — 
poor  Barton — ^himself  never  daring  to 
cherish  a  hope  of  his  ultimate  eman- 
cipation from  the  strange  horrors  under 
wnich  his  life  was  hterally  wasting 
away — took  possession  of  the  apart- 
ments, whose  situation  protected  him 
against  the  dreadful  intrusions,  from 
v3iich  he  shrunk  with  such  unutterable 
terror. 

Afler  a  little  time,  a  steady  persis- 
tence in  this  system  began  to  manifest 
its  results,  in  a  very  marked  though 

fradual  improvement,  alike  in  the 
ealth  and  spirits  of  the  invalid.  Not, 
indeed,  that  anything  at  all  approach- 
ing to  complete  recovery  was  yet  dis- 
cernible. On  the  contrary,  to  those 
who  had  not  seen  him  since  the  com- 
mencement of  his  strange  sufferings, 
such  an  alteration  would  have  been 
apparent  as  might  well  have  shocked 
them.  The  improvement,  however, 
such  as  it  was,  was  welcomed  with 
gratitude  and  delight,  especially  by 
tne  poor  young  lady,  whom  her  at- 
tachment to  him,  as  well  as  her  now 
singularly  painful  position,  consequent 
on  his  mysterious  and  protracted  ill- 
ness, renaered  an  object  of  pity  scarcely 
one  degree  less  to  be  commiserated 
than  himself. 

A  week  passed — afbrtnight — amonth 
— and  yet  no  recurrence  of  the  hated 
visitation  had  agitated  and  terrified 
him  as  usual.  The  treatment  had,  so 
far  forth,  been  followed  by  complete 
success.  The  chain  of  associations 
had  been  broken.  The  constant  pres- 
sure upon  the  overtasked  spirits  had 
been  removed,  and,  under  these  com- 
paratively  favourable  circumstances, 
the  sense  of  social  community  with  the 
world  about  him,  and  something  of 
human  interest,  if  not  of  enjoyment, 
began  to  reanimate  his  mind. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Lady 

L ,  who,  like  most  old  ladies  of 

the  day,  was  deep  in  family  receipts, 
and  a  great  pretender  to  medical  sci- 


ence, being  eilgaged  in  the  concoction 
of  certain  unpalatable  mixtures,  of 
marvellous  virtue,  dispatched  her  own 
maid  to  the  kitchen  garden,  with  ft 
list  of  herbs,  which  were  there  to  be 
carefully  cuUed,  and  brought  back  to 
her  for  the  purpose  stated.  The  hand- 
maiden, however,  returned  with  her 
task  scarce  half  completed,  and  a  good 
deal  flurried  and  alarmed.  Her  mode 
of  accounting  for  her  precipitate  re- 
treat and  evident  agitation  was  odd, 
and,  to  the  old  l&y,  unpleasalitly 
startling. 

It  appeared  that  she  had  repured 
to  the  Kitchen  garden,  porsuant  to  her 
mistress's  directions,  and  had  there 
begun  to  make  the  specified  selection 
among  the  rank  and  neglected  herbs 
which  crowded  one  comer  of  the  en- 
closure, and  while  engi^ed  in  this 
pleasant  labour,  she  care^sly  san^  a 
fragment  of  an  old  song,  as  sue  said, 
"  to  keep  herself  company. "  She  was, 
however,  interrupted  by  an  ill-natured 
laugh;  and,  looking  up,  she  saw 
through  the  old  thorn  hedge,  which 
surrounded  the  garden,  a  singularly 
ill-looking  little  man,  whose  counte- 
nance wore  the  stamp  of  menace  and 
malignity,  standing  close  to  her,  at  the 
other  side  of  the  hawthorn  screen. 
She  described  herself  as  utterly  unable 
to  move  or  speak,  while  he  chaaged  her 
with  a  message  for  Captain  Barton ; 
the  substance  of  which  she  distinctly 
remembered  to  have  been  to  the  effect, 
that  he.  Captain  Barton,  must  come 
abroad  as  usual,  and  show  himself  to 
his  friends,  out  of  doors,  or  else  pre- 
pare fbr  a  visit  in  his  own  diamber. 
On  concluding  this  brief  message,  Ae 
stranger  had,  with  a  threatening  ur, 
got  down  into  the  outer  ditch,  and, 
seizing  the  hawthorn  stems  in  his 
hands,  seemed  on  the  point  of  climb- 
ing through  the  fence — a  fbat  whidi 
might  have  been  accomplished  without 
much  difliculty.  Without,  of  course, 
awaiting  this  result,  the  girl — ^throwing 
down  her  treasures  of  thyme  and  rose- 
manr — ^had  turned  and  ran,  with  the 
swiftness   of  terror,    to    the   house. 

Lady  L commanded  her,  on  pain 

of  instant  dismissal,  to  observe  an  ab- 
solute silence  respecting  all  that  passed 
of  the  incident  which  related  to  Cap- 
tain Barton ;  and,  at  the  same  time, 
directed  instant  search  to  be  made  by 
her  men,  in  the  garden  and  the  fielcis 
adjacent.  This  measure,  however, 
was  attended  with  the  usual  nnsuccess, 
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and,  filled  with  fearfcd  and  ondefinable 
mis^iVings^  Lady  L  ■  communicated 
the  mcident  to  her  brother.  The  story, 
however,  until  long  afterwards,  went 
Ho  further,  and,  of  course,  it  was  jea- 
lously guaitled  from  Barton,  who  con- 
tinned  to  amend,  though  slowly  and 
imperfectly. 

Barton  now  began  to  walk  occa- 
sionally ill  the  court-yard  which  we 
have  mentioned,  and  which  being  sur- 
rounded by  a  high  wall,  conmianded  no 
view  beyond  its  own  extent.  Here  he, 
therefore,  considered  himself  perfectly 
secure ;  and,  but  for  a  careless  violation 
df  <M^ers  by  one  of  the  grooms,  he 
might  have  enjoyed,  at  least  for  some 
time  longer,  his  much -priced  immu- 
nity. Opening  upon  the  public  road, 
this  yard  was  entered  by  a  wooden 
gate,  with  a  wickei  in  it,  and  which 
was  further  defended  hy  an  iron  gate 
upon  the  outside.  Strict  orders  had 
been  jgiven  to  keep  thom  carefully 
lockea  5  but,  spite  of  these,  it  had 
happened  that  one  day,  as  Barton  was 
slowly  pacing  this  narrow  enclosure, 
in  his  accustomed  walk,  and  reaching 
the  further  extremity,  was  turning  to 
retrace  his  steps,  he  saw  the  boarded 
wicket  ajar,  and  the  face  of  his  tor- 
mentc)!'  immovably  looking  at  him 
through  the  iron  bars.  For  a  few 
secotids  he  stood  riveted  to  the  earth — 
breathless  and  bloodless — in  the  fasci- 
nation of  that  dreaded  gaze,  and  then 
fell  helplessly  and  Insensibly  upon  the 
pavetnent. 

There  he  was  found  a  few  minutes 
afterwards,  and  conveyed  to  his  room — 
the  apartment  which  he  was  never  afler- 
waros  to  leave  alive.  Henceforward  a 
marked  and  unaccountable  change  was 
obseHrable  in  the  tone  of  his  mind. 
Captain  Barton  was  now  no  longer  the 
excited  and  despairing  man  he  had 
been  before ;  a  strange  alteration  had 
passed  upon  him — an  unearthly  tran- 
quillity reignfed  in  his  mind — it  was  the 
anticipated  stillness  of  the  ^ave. 

'•Montague,  my  friend,  this  struggle 
is  nearly  ended  now,"  he  said,  tran- 
quilly, but  with  a  look  of  fixed  and 
&arud  awe.  *'  I  have,  at  last,  some 
comfort  from  that  world  of  spirits, 
from  which  my  punishment  has  come. 
I  now  know  that  my  sufferings  will 
soon  be  over." 

Montague  pressed  him  to  speak  on. 

•«  Yes,"  said  he,  in  a  softened  voice, 
•*my  punishment  is  nearly  ended. 
From  sorrow,  perhaps,  I  shall  never. 


in  time  or  eternity,  escape ;  but  my 
agony  is  almost  over.  Comfort  has 
been  revealed  to  me,  and  what  remains 
of  my  allotted  struggle  I  will  bear 
with  submission — even  with  hope." 

*•  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  speak  so 
tranquilly,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Mon- 
tague ;  *•  peace  and  cheer  of  mind  are 
all  you  need  to  make  you  what  you 
were." 

'•No,  no — I  never  can  be  that," 
said  he,  mournfully.  **  I  am  no  longer 
fit  for  life.  I  am  soon  to  die :  I  do 
not  shrink  from  death  as  I  did.  I  am 
to  see  him  but  once  again,  and  then  all 
is  ended." 

•'  He  said  so,  then?"  suggested  Mon- 
tague. 

«*  He? — No,  no:  good  tidings  could 
scarcely  come  through  him ;  and  these 
were  good  and  welcome ;  and  they 
came  so  solemnly  and  sweetly — ^with 
imutterable  love  and  melancholy,  such 
as  I  could  not — ^without  saying  more 
than  is  needful,  or  fitting,  of  other 
lon^-past  scenes  and  persons — fully 
explain  to  you."  As  Barton  said  this 
he  shed  tears. 

♦*  Come,  come,"  said  Montague,  mis- 
taking the  source  of  his  emotions,  *'you 
must  not  give  way.  TVTiat  is  it,  after  all, 
but  a  pack  of  dreams  and  nonsense ;  or, 
at  worst,  the  practices  of  a  scheming 
rascal  that  enjoys  his  power  of  playing 
upon  your  nerves,  and  loves  to  exert 
it — a  sneaking  vagabond  that  owes  you 
a  grudge,  and  pays  it  oflT  this  way, 
not  darmg  to  try  a  more  manly  one." 
**  A  grudge,  indeed,  he  owes  me.^ 
you  say  tightly,"  said  Barton,  with  a 
sudden  shudder ;  •*  a  grudge,  as  you 
call  it.  Oh,  my  God !  when  the  jus- 
tice of  hcaveti  permits  the  Evil  one  to 
carry  out  a  scheme  of  vengeance — 
when  its  execution  is  committed  to  the 
lost  and  terrible  victim  of  sin,  who 
owes  his  own  ruin  to  the  man,  the 
very  man,  whom  he  is  commissioned 
to  pursue — then,  indeed,  the  tonnenls 
and  terrors  of  hell  are  anticipated  on 
earth.  But  heaven  has  dealt  merci- 
fully with  me — ^hope  has  opened  to  me 
at  last ;  and  if  death  could  come 
without  the  dreadftil  sight  I  am  doom- 
ed to  see,  I  would  gladly  close  my 
eyes  this  moment  upon  the  worla. 
But  though  death  is  welcome,  I  shrink 
with  an  agony  you  cannot  understand 
—a  maddening  agony,  an  actual  frenzy 
of  terror — irom  the  last  encounter 
with  that — that  demon,  who  has  drawn 
me  thus  to  the  verge  of  the  ehasm, 
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and  who  is  himself  to  plunge  me  down. 
I  am  to  see  him  agam — once  more— 
but  under  circumstances  unutterably- 
more  terrific  than  ever." 

As  Barton  thus  spoke,  he  trembled 
80  violently  that  Montague  was  really 
alarmed  at  the  extremity  of  his  sudden 
agitation^  and  haMened  to  lead  him 
back  to  the  topic  which  had  before 
seemed  to  exert  so  tranquillizing  an 
effect  upon  his  mind. 

<<It  was  not  a  dream,"  he  said, 
after  a  time;  "I  was  in  a  different 
state — I  felt  differently  and  strangely ; 
and  yet  it  was  all  as  real,  as  clear,  and 
viyid,  as  what  I  now  see  and  hear — it 
was  a  realily." 

«  And  what  did  you  see  and  hear  ?** 
urged  his  companion. 

«*  When  I  awakened  from  the  swoon 
I  fell  into  on  seeing  Aim,**  said  Barton, 
continuing  as  if  he  had  not  heard  the 

?uestion,  **itwas  slowly,  very  slowly — 
was  reclining  by  the  margin  of  a  broad 
lake,  with  misty  hills  all  round,  and  a 
soft,  melancholy,  rose-coloured  light 
illuminated  it  all.  It  was  unusually 
sad  and  lonely,  and  yet  more  beautiful 
than  any  earthly  scene.  My  head  was 
leaning  on  the  lap  of  a  girl,  and  she 
was  sineing  a  strange  and  wondrous 
song,  that  told,  I  know  not  how — 
whether  by  words  or  harmonies — of 
all  my  life— aU  that  is  past,  and  all 
that  18  still  to  come;  and  with  the 
song  the  old  feelings  that  I  thought 
had  perished  within  me  came  back, 
and  tears  flowed  from  my  eyes — partly 
for  the  song  and  its  mysterious  beauty, 
and  partly  for  the  unearthly  sweetness 
of  her  voice ;  and  yet  I  knew  the 
voice— oh  t  how  well;  and  I  was  spell- 
bound as  I  listened  and  looked  at  the 
strange  and  solitary  scene,  without 
stirring,  almost  without  breathing— 
and,  f3as  I  alas  I  without  turning  my 
eyes  toward  the  face  that  I  knew  was 
near  me,  so  sweetly  powerful  was  the 
enchantment  that  held  me.  And  so, 
slowly  and  softly,  the  song  and  scene 
grew  fainter,  and  ever  fainter,  to  my 
senses,  till  all  was  dark  and  still  again. 
And  then  I  wakened  to  this  world,  as 
you  saw,  comforted,  for  I  knew  that 
I  was  forgiven  much."  Barton  wept 
again  long  and  bitterly. 

From  3iis  time,  as  we  have  said, 
the  prevailing  tone  of  his  mind  was 
one  of  profound  and  tranquil  melan- 
choly. This,  however,  was  not  with- 
out its  interruptions.  He  was  tho- 
roughly impressed  with  the  conviction 


that  he  was  to  experience  another  and 
a  final  visitation,  uHmitably  transcend- 
ing in  horror  all  he  had  before  expe- 
rienced. From  this  anticipated  and 
unknown  agony,  he  often  shrank  in 
such  paroxysms  of  abject  terror  and 
distraction,  as  filled  the  whole  house- 
hold with  dismay  and  superstitions 
panic.  Even  those  among  them  who 
affected  to  discredit  the  supposition  of 
preternatural  agency  in  the  matter, 
were  ofl«n  in  their  secret  souls  visited 
during  the  darkness  and  solitude  of' 
night  with  qualms  and  apprehensions, 
wmch  they  would  not  nave  readily 
confessed ;  and  none  of  them  attempted 
to  dissuade  Barton  from  the  resolution 
on  which  he  now  systematically  acted, 
of  shutting  himself  up  in  ms  own 
apartment.  The  window-blinds  of  this 
room  were  kept  jealously  down  ;  and 
his  own  man  was  seldom  out  of  his 
presence,  day  or  night,  his  bed  being 
placed  in  the  same  chamber. 

This  man  was  an  attached  and  re- 
spectable servant;  and  his  duties,  in 
addition  to  those  ordinarily  imposed 
upon  valetSt  but  which  Baiion*s  inde* 
pendent  habits  generally  dispensed 
with,  were  to  attend  carefully  to  the 
simple  precautions  by  means  of  which 
his  master  hoped  to  exclude  the  dread- 
ed recurrence  of  the  ••  Watcher,"  ai 
the  strange  letter  he  had  at  first  re- 
ceived hflS  designated  his  persecutor. 
And,  in  addition  to  attending  to  these 
arrangements,  which  consisted  merely 
in  anticipating  the  possibility  of  his 
master's  being,  through  any  unscreen- 
ed window  or  open  door,  exposed  to 
the  dreaded  influence,  the  valet  was 
never  to  suffer  him  to  be  for  one  mo- 
ment alone— -total  solitude,  even  for  a 
minute,  had  become  to  him  now  almost 
as  intolerable  as  the  idea  of  going 
abroad  into  the  public  ways — ^it  was 
like  some  instinctive  anticipation  of 
what  was  coming. 

It  is  needless  to  say,  that  under 
these  mysterious  and  horrible  circum- 
stances,  no  steps  were  taken  toward 
the  fulfilment  of  that  engagement  into 
which  he  had  entered.  There  was 
quite  disparity  enough  in  point  of 
years,  and  indeed  of  habits,  between 
the  young  lady  and  Captain  Barton, 
to  have  precluded  anything  like  very 
vehement  or  romantic  attachment  on 
her  part.  Though  grieved  and  aoxi- 
ous,  therefore,  she  was  very  far  from 
being  heart-broken;  a  circumstance 
whioQ,  for  the  sentimental  purposes  of 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


The  Watcher. 


543 


our  tale,  is  much  to  be  deplored.  But 
trutli  must  be  told,  especially  in  a 
narration,  whose  cluef,  if  not  only, 
pretensions  to  interest  consist  in  a 
rigid  adherence  to  facts,  or  what  are 
so  reported  to  have  been. 

Miss  Montague,  however,  devoted 
much  of  her  time  to  a  patient  but 
fruitless  attempt  to  cheer  the  unhappy 
invalid.  She  read  for  him,  and  con- 
versed with  him ;  but  it  was  apparent 
that  whatever  exertions  he  mtule,  the 
endeavour  to  escape  from  the  one  con- 
stant and  ever  present  fear  that  preyed 
upon  him,  was  utterly  and  miserably 
unavailing. 

Youn^  ladies  are  much  given  to  the 
cultivation  of  pets  ;  and  among  those 
who  shared  \\iq  favour  of  Miss  Montague 
was  a  fine  old  owl,  which  the  gardener, 
who  caught  him  napping  among  the  ivy 
of  a  ruined  stable,  had  dutifully  pre- 
sented to  that  young  lady. 

The  caprice  which  regulates  such 
preferences  was  manifested  in  the  ex- 
travagant favour  with  which  this  grim 
and  uL-favoured  bird  was  at  once  dis- 
tinguished by  his  mistress ;  and,  trif- 
ling as  this  whimsical  circumstance 
may  seem,  I  am  forced  to  mention  it, 
inasmuch  as  it  is  connected,  oddly 
enough,  with  the  concluding  scene  of 
the  story.  Barton,  so  far  from  shar- 
ing in  this  liking  for  the  new  favourite, 
regarded' it  from  the  first  with  an  anti- 
pathy as  violent  as  it  was  utterly  un- 
accountable. Its  very  vicinity  was 
unsupportable  to  him.  He  seemed  to 
hate  and  dread  it  with  a  vehemence 
absolutely  laughable,  and  which,  to 
those  who  have  never  witnessed  the 
exhibition  of  antipathies  of  this  kind, 
would  seem  all  but  incredible. 

"With  these  few  words  of  prelimi- 
nary explanation,  I  shall  proceed  to 
state  the  particulars  of  the  last  scene 
in  this  strange  series  of  incidents.  It 
waa  almost  two  o'clock  one  winter's 
night,  and  Barton  was,  as  usual  at 
that  hour,  in  his  bed ;  the  servant  we 
have  mentioned  occupied  a  smaller 
bed  in  the  same  room,  and  a  light  was 
burning.  The  man  was  on  a  sudden 
arousea  by  his  master,  who  said^— 

"  I  can't  get  it  out  of  my  head  that 
that  accursed  bird  has  got  out  some- 
how, and  is  lurking  in  some  comer  of 
the  room.  I  have  been  dreaming  of 
Him.  Get  up.  Smith,  and  look  about ; 
search  for  lum.  Such  hateful  dreams!" 

The  servant  rose,  and  examined  the 
cliamber,  and  while  engaged  in  so  do- 
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ing,  he  heard  the  well-known  sound, 
more  like  a  long-drawn  gasp  than  a 
hiss,  with  wTiich  these  bircb  from  their 
secret  haunts  afiright  the  quiet  of  the 
night.  This  ghostly  indication  of  its 
proximity — for  the  sound  proceeded 
from  the  passage  upon  which  Barton's 
chamber-door  opened — determined  the 
search  of  the  servant,  who,  opening  the 
door,  proceeded  a  step  or  two  forward 

He  had,  however,  hanSy  entered  the 
lobby,  when  the  door  behmd  him  slowly 
swung  to  under  the  impulse,  as  it 
seem^,  of  some  sentle  current  of  air ; 
but  as  immediately  over  the  door  there 
was  a  kind  of  window,  intended  in  the 
day-time  to  aid  in  lighting  the  passage, 
and  through  which  at  present  the  rays 
of  the  candle  were  issuing,  the  valet 
could  see  quite  enough  for  nis  purpose. 
As  he  advanced  he  heard  his  master — 
who,  lying  in  a  well-curtained  bed, 
had  not,  as  it  seemed,  perceived  his 
exit  from  the  room — call  him  by  name, 
and  direct  him  to  place  the  candle  on 
the  table  by  his  bed.  The  servant, 
who  was  now  some  way  in  the  long 
passage,  and  not  liking  to  raise  his 
voice  for  the  purpose  of  replying,  lest 
he  should  startle  the  sleeping  inmates 
of  the  house,  began  to  walk  nurriedly 
and  softly  back  again,  when,  to  his 
amazement,  he  hei^  a  voice  in  the  in- 
terior of  the  chamber  answering  calmly, 
and  actually  saw,  through  the  window 
which  overtopped  the  door,  that  the 
light  was  slowly  shifting,  as  if  carried 
across  the  chamber  in  answer  to  his 
master's  calL  Palsied  b^  a  feeling 
akin  to  terror,  yet  not  unmingled  with 
a  horrible  curiosity,  he  stood  breath- 
less and  listening  at  the  threshold,  un- 
able to  summon  resolution  to  push 
open  the  door  and  enter.  Then  came 
a  rustling  of  the  curtains,  and  a  sound 
like  that  of  one  who  in  a  low  voice 
hushes  a  child  to  rest,  in  the  midst  of 
which  he  heard  Barton  sav,  in  a  tone 
of  stifled  horror — *•  Oh,  Grod— oh,  my 
God  I"  and  repeat  the  same  exclama- 
tion several  times.  Then  ensued  a  si- 
lence, which  again  was  broken  by  the 
same  strange  soothing  sound ;  and  at 
last  there  burst  forth,  in  one  swelling 
peal,  a  yeU  of  agony  so  appalling  and 
nideous,  that,  under  some  impulse  of 
ungovernable  horror,  the  man  rushed 
to  the  door,  and  with  his  whole  strength 
strove  to  force  it  open.  Whether  it 
was  that,  in  his  agitation,  he  had  him- 
self but  imperfectly  turned  the  handle, 
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or  that  the  door  wft8  really  secured 
upon  the  inside,  he  failed  to  effect  an 
entrance  ;  and  as  he  tugged  and  push- 
ed, yell  after  yell  ran?  louder  and 
wilder  through  the  chamber,  accompa- 
nied all  the  while  by  the  same  hushed 
sounds.  Actually  freezing  with  ter- 
ror, and  scarce  knowing  what  he  did, 
the  man  turned  and  ran  down  the  pas- 
sage, wringing  his  hands  in  the  extre- 
mity of  horror  and  irresolution.  At 
the  stair-head  he  was  encountered  by 
Greneral  Montague,  scared  and  eager, 
and  just  as  they  met  the  fearful  sounds 
had  ceased. 

"  What  is  it  ? — ^who — where  is  your 
master  ?"  said  Montague  with  the  in- 
coherence of  extreme  agitation.  **  Has 
anything — ^for  Gk>d*s  sake,  is  anything 
wrong?" 

"Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  it's  all 
over,"  said  the  man,  staring  wildly 
towajd  his  master's  chamber.  •*  He's 
dead,  sir — ^I*m  sure  he's  dead. 

Without  waiting  for  inquiry  or  ex- 
planation. Montage,  closely  followed 
by  the  servant,  hurried  to  the  cham- 
ber-door, turned  the  handle,  and  push- 
ed it  open.  As  the  door  yielded  to 
his  pressure,  the  ill-omened  bird  of 
whidi  the  servant  had  been  in  search, 
uttering  its  spectral  warning,  started 
suddenly  from  the  far  side  of  the  bed, 
and  flying  through  the  door-wajr  close 
over  their  heads,  and  extinguishing,  in 
his  passage,  the  candle  wich  Mon- 
tague carried,  crashed  through  the 
skylight  that  overlooked  the  lobby, 
and  siuled  away  into  the  darkness  of 
the  outer  space. 

**  There  it  is,  God  bles^^M^*' wfcts#^^ant  to  arrest  their  progr^,  endea- 
pered  the  man,  aftgr  a  bJ^athleas^  .voured  to  loose  the  rigid  gripe  with 
pause.  *  *  •  wliiph'  the  fingers  of  me  dead 

"Curse  that  bird,"  ftnttered  the 
general,  startled  by  the  widdenness  of 
tne  apparition,  and  unable  to  conceal 
his  discomposure. 

"The  candle  is  moved,"  said  iKhe' 
man,  after  anotiber  breathless  pause ; 
**  see,  they  put  it  by  the  bed." 

"Draw  the  curtains,  fellow,  and 
don't  stand  gaping  there,"  whispered 
Montague,  sternly. 

The  man  hesitated. 

**  Hold  this,  then,"  said  Montague, 
impatiently  thrusting  the  candlestick 
into  the  servant's  hand,  and  himself 
advancing  to  the  bed-side,  he  drew  the 
curtains  apart.  The  light  of  the  can- 
dle, which  was  still  burning  at  the  bed- 
side, fell  upon  a  figure  huddled  toge- 
ther,  and  naif  upright,  at  the  head 


of  the  bed.  It  seemed  as  though  it 
had  slunk  back  as  far  as  the  solid  pa- 
nelling would  allow,  and  the  hands 
were  still  clutched  in  the  bed  clothes. 

"  Barton,  Barton,  Barton  !"  cried 
the  general,  with  a  strange  mixture  of 
awe  and  vehemence.  He  took  the  can- 
dle, and  held  it  so  that  it  shone  full 
upon  the  face.  The  features  were 
fixed,  stem,  and  white  ;  the  jaw  was 
fallen ;  and  the  sightless  eyes,  still 
open,  gazed  vacantfy  forward  toward 
the  front  of  the  bed.  **  Grod  Almighty, 
he's  dead,"  muttered  the  general,  as 
he  looked  upon  this  fearful  spectacle. 
They  both  continued  to  gaze  upon  it 
in  silence  for  a  minute  or  more.  "And 
cold,  too,"  whispered  Montague,  with- 
drawing his  hand  from  that  of  the 
dead  man. 

"And  see,  see — may  I  never  have 
life,  sir,"  added  the  man,  after  ano- 
ther pause,  with  a  shudder,  "but 
there  was  something  else  on  the  bed 
with  him.  Look  there — ^look  there— 
see  that,  sir." 

As  the  man  thus  spoke,  he  pointe4 
to  a  deep  indenture,  as  if  caused  by  a 
heavy  pressure,  near  the  foot  of  the 
bed. 

Montague  was  silent. 

**  Come,  sir,  come  away,  for  God'i 
sake,"  whispered  the  man,  drawing 
close  up  to  him,  and  holding  fast  by 
his  arm,  while  he  glanced  fearfully 
round  ;  "  what  good  can  be  done  here 
now — come  away,  for  God's  sake  I" 

At  this  moment  they  heard  the  steps 
of  more  than  one  approaching,  and 
Montague,   hastily  desiring  the  ser- 


wJiipn'  tne  fingers 
weftf  clutched  in  the  bed-clothes,  and 
drew,  as  well  as  he  was  able,  the  aw- 
f  ulfigure  into  a  reclining  posture ;  then 
closing  the  curtains  caretuUy  upon  it, 
he  lyetened  himself  to  meet  those  per- 
sons that  were  approaching. 


It  is  needless  to  follow  the  persoo- 
ages  so  slightly  connected  with  this 
narrative,  into  the  events  of  their  af- 
ter life ;  it  is  enough  for  us  to  remark, 
that  no  clue  to  the  solution  of  these 
mysterious  occurrences  was  ever  after 
discovered;  and  so  long  an  interval 
having  now  passed  since  the  event 
which  we  have  just  described  conclud- 
ed this  strange  history,  it  is  scarcely 
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to  be  expected  that  time  can  throw 
any  new  lights  upon  its  dark  and  in- 
explicable outline.  Until  the  secrets 
of  the  earth  shall  be  no  longer  hidden, 
thejrefore,  these  transactions  must  re- 
main shrouded  in  their  original  impe- 
netrable obscurity. 

The  only  occurrence  in  Captain  Bar- 
ton's former  life  to  which  reference 
was  ever  made,  as  having  any  possible 
connexion  with  the  sumfenngs  with 
which  his  existence  closed>  and  which 
he  himself  seemed  to  regard  as  working 
out  a  retribution  for  some  grievous  sin 
of  his  past  ]ife,  was  a  circumstance 
which  not  for  several  ^ears  after  his 
death  was  brought  to  light.  The  na- 
ture of  this  disclosure  was  painful  to 
his  relatives,  and  discreditable  to  his 
memory.  As,  however,  we  have  ex- 
ercised the  caution  of  employing  ficti- 
tious names ;  and  as  there  are  now 
very  few  living  who  will  be  able  to  re- 
fer to  the  actors  in  this  drama,  their 
real  names  and  places  in  society,  there 
is  nothing  to  prevent  our  stating,  in 
two  or  three  lines,  the  substance  of 
this  discovery. 

It  appeared,  then,  that  some  six 
years  before  Captain  Barton*8  final 
return  to  Dublin,  he  had  formed,  in 
the  town  of  Plymouth,  a  guilty  at- 
tachment, the  object  of  which  was  the 
daughter  of  one  of  the  ship's  crew 
under  his  command.    The  father  had 


visited  the  frailty  of  his  unhappy  child 
with  extreme  harshness,  and  even  bru- 
tality, and  it  was  said  that  she  had 
died  heart-broken.  Presuming  upon 
Barton's  implication  in  her  guut,  this 
man  had  conducted  himseff  toward 
him  with  marked  insolence,  and  Bar- 
ton retaliated  this,  and  what  he  re- 
sented with  still  more  exasperated  bit- 
terness— his  treatment  of  the  unfor- 
tunate girl — ^by  a  systematic  exercise 
of  those  terrible  and  arbitrary  seve- 
rities which  the  regulations  of  the 
navy  placed  at  the  command  of  those 
who  are  responsible  for  its  discipline. 
The  man  had  at  length  made  his  es- 
cape, while  the  vessel  was  in  port  at 
Lisbon,  but  died,  as  it  was  said,  in  an 
hospital  in  that  town,  of  the  wounds 
iRfiicted  in  one  of  his  recent  and  san- 
guinary punishments. 

Whether  these  circumstances  in  re- 
ality bear,  or  not,  upon  the  occur- 
rences of  Barton's  after-life,  it  is,  of 
course,  impossible  to  say.  It  seems, 
however,  more  than  probable  that  they 
were,  at  least  in  his  own  mind,  closely 
associated  with  them.  But  however 
the  truth  may  be,  as  to  the  origin  and 
motives  of  this  mysterious  persecu- 
tion, there  can  be  no  doubt  that,  with 
respect  to  the  agencies  by  which  it 
was  accomplished,  absolute  and  impe- 
netrable mystery  is  like  to  prevail 
until  the  day  of  doom. 
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STRAY    LEAFLETS   FROM    THE   GERMAN   OAK. — NO.    IV. 

Cj^ffton  anH  CatfKne. 

(from  kleist.) 

r. 

A  gha8tly>  bloody  Form  bad  just  descended 
To  the  black  borders  of  the  Stygian  ferry, 
*«  Hey-day  I"  cried  Charon,  staring  from  his  wherry, 
**  Whom  have  we  here  ?     I  take  it,  friend,  you  ended 
Your  life  above  in  some  infernal  scuffle  1 

What  was  the  name  you  vaunted?     Eh,  my  hero  ? 
Come  ;  out  with  it !     No  use  in  trying  to  muffle 
The  truth  in  these  parts  I     Tell  me — was  it  Nero  ?" — 
"  No  !**  said  the  Shadow,  "  it  was  Catiline." 
— •*  Ah,  so  ?     I  have  heard  of  you — some  friends  of  mine 
Have  given  me  the  deilce  of  a  description 

Of  you,  out-devilling  what  I  might  expect 
Of  Scythian,  Carthaginian,  or  Egyptian. 
Why  did  you  seek  to  desolate  your  country  ? 

Your  fortunes  and  her  own  must  have  been  wrecked 
Together.     Was  it  Genius,  or  Effrontery, 

Or  Madness,  that  impelled  you  ?" — Catiline  frowned. 
— **  It  was — Revenge  /     My  country  owed  me  much. 

And  she  refused  me  all.     Rome  ever  ground 
The  Ambitious  to  the  dust.     1  was  ambitious. 
And  sought  the  associate  agency  of  such 

As  showed  congenial  spirits  with  mine  own. 
To  avenge  myself.     The  Mean-souled  and  Malicious 

Betrayed  me,  and  I  fell.     The  rest  is  known, 
**  And-*— so  am  I." — "  Ay !     Better  known  than  trusted/' 
Grinned  Charon. — ^*  Should  I  have  sat  down  and  rusted 

In  indolence  ?     No  t     I  was  bom  to  shine. 
I  was  ambitious,  and,  of  course,  importunate 

For  office — quite  a  Caesar  in  my  line. 
As  great  a  man,  but  only  not  so  fortunate  !**— 
— "  What  were  your  virtues?" — I  had  none  I     I  gratified 
My  every  passion  without  stint  or  measure ; 
And  not  one  compact  which  my  love  of  Pleasure 
Made  with  my  thirst  of  Power  was  left  imratified. 

I  was  the  soul  of  Lewdness  and  of  Revelry  !"• 

Cie  3Fe(Ietr  Sma^e  at  i^H. 

(from  schilleb.) 

I. 

There  studied  in  great  Sals,  long  agone, 

A  young  man  whom  the  burning  thirst  of  Knowledge 

Had  driven  from  school  to  school,  from  college  unto  college. 

Much  had  he  learned,  but  learned  in  vain,  for  none 

*  The  reader  will,  perhaps,  excuse  the  accident  which  deprives  him  of  the  few 
remaining  lines  of  this  poem.  I  had  prepared  them  for  the  press,  but,  unfortunately, 
mislaid  them,  until  it  became  too  late  to  supply  their  loss  !  The  substance  of  them, 
however,  is  simply  this  : — That  after  a  good  deal  of  what  the  blunt  Red  Men  of 
America  would  call  '*  Palaver,"  has  been  expended  on  both  sides,  Charon  at  length 
gives  up  his  office  to  Catiline,  and,  while  he  takes  a  long  sleep  himself,  permits  the 
Roman  to  row  his  boat  whithersoever  he  pleases.  I  need  not  add,  that  the  aUcffory 
is  of  a  purely  German  character.  /  v^^^iJ*  ^*  "• 
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Of  all  hia  teachers  could  supply  the  want 

That  aye  made  ache  his  bosom  and  his  brain ; 
Still  through  the  watches  of  the  night  he  sought 
Some  lore  beyond.     His  latest  Hlerophant 

In  vain  with  tears  implored  him  to  restrain 
The  ardour  that  consumed  him.     **  I  have  nought 
Unless  I  have  The  Entire !"  exclaimed  the  youth. 

Is  this  a  question^  then^  of  More  or  Less  ? 
\Sf  after  all^  thy  so-much  vaunted  Truth 

Like  Money,  which  the  holder  may  i>08sess 
Either  in  larger  or  in  pettier  sums  ? 

Take  but  one  tone  from  Music — what  becomes 
Of  all  the  rest?     Strip  from  the  Rainbow's  clothing 

A  single  hue — and  what  remains  behind  ? 

The  answer  of  the  philosophic  mind. 
As  of  the  ingenuous*  must  be,  *  Nothing  I  Nothing !'  '* 


n. 

One  day*  among  many  others,  it  so  chanced 
That,  as  the  Teacher  and  the  Pupil  walked 
Together  through  a  Temple,  and  long  talked 

On  this  and  topics  of  a  kindred  nature, 

A  Veiled  Image  of  gigantic  stature 
Struck  the  youth's  ever-restless  eye.     He  glanced 

Up  to  the  Hlerophant.    *'  Wherefore  this  veil  ?" 

He  asked.    «*  What  may  it  shroud  ?— "  It  shrouds  The  Truth." 

^<  Ha,  sayest  thou  so  ?"  exclaimed  the  impetuous  youth. 
«*  Then  I  uplift  it  I"     The  shocked  priest  advanced 

With  tottering  steps.     He  trembled  and  turned  pale. 


"  Beware  1"  he  said.    **  No  mortal  may  uprabe 
That  awful  curtain  I    *  Whoso*  — thus  of  old 

The  oracle  of  Isis  ran — *  shall  dare 

Invade  my  Sanctuary,  he  shall  behold — 

The  Truth,* "— "  And  what,  then,  have  I  sought  elsewhere : 

Here  is  a  chance  not  met  in  many  days  I" 

But  thou  ?     Hast  thou  thyself  not  raised  tBis  veil  ?*' 

*'  Never  I*'—"  Thou  d^dst  not  care  ?"-^»^l  did  not  dare  I" 

— "  Strange  I  What  withheld  thee  ?  Not  some  idle  tale  ?"— 
— ''  The  dread  words  of  the  Goddess — ihe  Conmiand  1— 
Lightly  this  sheath  would  yield  unto  my  hand. 

But,  what  a  weight  would  thenceforth  evermore 
Press  down  even  unto  Hades  my  sad  soid  I 
The  Hope  were  gone  I  had  looked  to  as  my  goal— 

The  Peftce  were  lost  no  Knowledge  could  restore  I" 


IV. 

Home  went  the  youth  in  agitated  mood. 
The  uneasy  heat  that  burned  within  his  blood 

Permitted  him  no  rest.     And  to  and  fro 
He  wandered  hurriedly  till  midnight  came. 
When,  with  a  heart  all  fever  and  all  flame. 
He  hastened  to  the  Temple.     With  one  bound 

He  scaled  the  sacred  wall,  and  then,  with  slow 
Step,  moving  up  the  aisle,  he  glanced  around. 
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Silence  and  Solitude  I     The  echo  of 

His  own  profaning  steps  alone  brake  through 
The  stillness.     Through  the  cupola  above 

The  moon  shone  downward  mournfully  and  blue. 
He  gazed  round  on  the  images  pale  and  tall. 

And  looking  almost  formless  in  the  dim 
Rays  of  the  moon  that  fell  on  floor  and  wall. 
Until  his  soul  felt  overborne  by  awe. 

And  a  cold  shudder  thrilled  through  ^verj  limb. 
At  length,  advancing  further  on,  he  saw 
The  Veiled  One,  more  terrible  than  all  I 


He  approaches.     Is  the  attempt  not  overbold  ? 
What,  if  it  slay  with  horror  or  surprise  ? 
He  pauses.     A  mist  swims  before  his  eyes. 
His  troubled  blood  burns  hot  or  freezes  cold. 
Meanwhile  his  conscience  questions  him—*'  What  wilt 

Thou  do.  Unhappy  One  ?     Why  wilt  thou  heap 
Upon  thy  soul  this  mountain-load  of  guilt  ? 

Think'st  thou  the  lightnings  of  the  Gods  will  sleep 
Where  Sacrilege  provokes  them  ?    *  None  shall  raise 
This  veil  till  mine  own  hand  shall  have  unrolled  it  V 

So  spake  the  Goddess."    <<  Ha !  I  care  pot !    Fear 

Avaunt !     Who  shall  prohibit  me  to  gaze 

Upon  The  Truth  ?    I  must,  I  will  behold  it  !** 

''Beholditr 

Returns  a  hollow  echo  in  his  ear. 


There  stand  none  by  to  menace  and  to  warn — 
The  daring  youth  will  hesitate  no  more. 
He  baises  up  the  Veil,  and  ♦    ♦    •    ♦ 

•  ••«•« 

The  Hierophants  discovered  him  next  mom 

Stretched  pale  and  senseless  on  the  marble  floor. 
What  had  he  seen  or  learned  ?     I  know  not !    None 

Have  ever  known !     Not  long  from  that  dread  morning 

He  lingered ;  and  his  dreadful  secret  died 
Along  with  him.     But  evermore  were  gone 

His  peace  of  soul,  his  thirst  of  lore,  his  pride  I 
«<  Woe  to  the  man," — such  was  his  last  sad  warning— 

<'  Woe  to  the  man  who  seeks, — and,  above  all. 
Who  aeeka  by  wavs  imhallowed  and  forbidden 
To  learn  the  Unknown,  and  penetrate  the  Hidden  I 

His  happiness  is  flown  beyond  recall  I 


(from  uhland.) 


In  the  vales  of  rich  Provence 

Rose  the  brilliant  Minnesingers. 

There  the  soul  of  old  Romance 

Filled  the  lyre  beneath  their  fingers. 
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Summer's  flowers  and  songful  voices, 
All  that  eye  delights  to  see, 

All  wherein  the  heart  rejoices, 

Taught  them  Love  and  Poetry. 


Happy  valleys,  green  and  warm> 

Your  bright  bloom  departed  never. 

But  your  gem,  your  crown,  your  charm 
Were  the  Minnesingers  everl 


O I  those  blithest  Minstrel- Ritters, 

Bold  and  tender,  meek  and  strong  1 

Goldenly  their  memory  glitters 

Through  the  clouds  of  Time  and  Song  I 


Wide  and  far  throughout  their  band 

Long  had  Roldo*s  fame  been  yaunted ; 

Long  men  marvelled  through  the  land 
What  strange  ladye-Iove  he  chaunted  I 


None  could  weet  and  none  discover 
Where  abode  by  night  or  day 

She  to  whom  her  passionate  lover 
Consecrated  each  sweet  lay ! 


Only  somewbiles  in  the  deep 

Waste  of  night  some  few  beheld  her 
Gliding  like  a  Shape  of  Sleep 

Whither  Love  or  Fate  impelled  her. 

VIII. 

And  if  Roldo  sought  to  embrace  her 
She  was  lost  in  mist  and  haae, 

If  he  arose  and  thought  to  trace  her 
Blinding  darkness  mocked  his  gaze. 

IX. 

Pilgrims  o'er  the  Eastern  Sea, 

Brought  the  tidings  home  in  wonder> 
How  the  Princess  Ilmalee 

Won  all  hearts — then  trod  them  under  t 


Roldo  heard  ;  and  late  and  early 

Throbbed  his  heart  yet  more  and  more ; 
So,  at  last,  he  sought  the  pearly 

Sunny  Transoxanian  shore. 


0 1  thou  headlong  stormy  Sea, 

Foaming  past  all  bounds  and  barriers  ; 
What  avails,  to  combat  thee. 

All  the  might  of  £urope*s  warrior»  ? 
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XII. 

Far  from  bowery  Transoxania 

Sped  the  laehed  bark  on  her  course : 
Toward  the  coast  of  Karamaoia 

Must  she  hie  and  fly  perforce  1 

XUf. 

Two  daTS  on  his  toilsome  way 

Did  the  shipwrecked  Knight  deplore  him ; 

On  the  thirds  in  Morning's  ray^ 

A  bright  paJace  rose  before  him. 

XIV. 

'Twas  the  beauteous  Queen's  of  La^jik, 

Fearful  tales  were  told  of  her  I 
Of  her  magic^  of  her  tragic 

Deeds  wild  rumours  were  astir  I 

XV. 

Wide  she  flung  the  portals  bright— 

Wide,  to  greet  the  comely  stranger. 
Little  dreamed  he>  hapless  Knight, 

What  he  hereby  dared  for  Danger ! 

XVI. 

Circled  round  by  many  a  maiden. 

Clad  in  robes  of  dazzline  sheen. 
And,  all  gift-and-treasore  laden. 

Steps  she  forward— die,  the  Queen. 

XVII. 

And,  forth  into  the  azure  air. 

As  she  sees  the  Knight  advancing, 
Holds  she  out  her  hand  so  fair. 

Like  a  pearl  'mid  sapphire  glancing. 

xvm. 
But,  oh,  loved  Provence !  gaze  hither. 

And  behold  thy  Hero  now ! 
He  sinks  earthward,  his  limbs  wither. 

And  the  death-mist  shades  his  brow ! 

XIX. 

Faintly,  feebly,  looks  he  up — 

'*  Ah  !"  he  groans,  "  too  late  I  know  thee  1 

Ah  I  too  late  I  curse  the  cup 

Of  black  witching  wine  I  owe  thee  1 

XX. 

"  Knights  and  maidens,  list  my  warning ! 

Raise  your  thoughts  God  above — 
Give  to  Him,  night,  noon,  and  morning. 

All  your  hearts  and  all  your  love ! 

XXI. 

"  There  be  evil  Tempters  round  you — 

There  lurk  Watchers  through  the  gloom— 

Oh !  if  Sin's  dark  spells  have  bound  you. 
Think  of  Roldo  and  his  doom  I" 
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The  Bell  of  Cologne  Cathedral  was  toneless  grown  and  old — 
Who  now  shall  cast  a  fresh  one^  and  win  renown  and  gold  ? 
Karl  Wolf,  the  famous  founder^^a  wild  man  and  a  bold — 
Is  he  whom  the  Rath*  have  chosen  to  form  the  mighty  mould. 


A  glorious  thought  it  was  for  him  to  think  how,  in  after  times. 

That  noble  Bell  would  wake  afar  the  city  by  its  chimes  ; 

And  that  while  the  fame  of  other  men  had  sunk  in  Oblivion*s  gulf. 

All  still  would  tell  how  the  Minster-bell  was  cast  by  the  great  Karl  Wolf  I 

III. 

The  mould  is  baked  in  God's  great  name  on  Sohulen-Erhard*8  hill ; 

The  furnace  glows,  the  metal  flows  along  in  a  fiery  rill. 

The  Bell  of  Cologne  Cathedral  is,  in  sooth,  a  Bell  to  found  I 

And,  blent  with  laugh  and  jest,  full  many  a  grave  remark  goes  round. 


Hurrah !  hurrah !  the  gladsome  work  is  finished,  amiddle  cheers-* 

Twas  carried  on  in  God  His  name,  and  none  hare  any  fears. 

The  mould  must  now  be  broken.     Stand  off,  men  t — So !  Uplift 

The  sledge,  and  strike  I    Now,  try  the  Bell  I...0  I  by  Heaven,  a  rift  I  a  rift ! 

V. 

With  gloomy  brow  and  angry  soul  Karl  Wolf  rebakes  the  mould ; 
And  sullenly,  in  the  name  of  God,  is  the  fluid  mass  outrolled. 
The  workmen  toil ;  tiie  Bell  cools  down — Hurrah !  now  steady  and  swift 
With  tiie  heavy  hammer  I     O I  by  Heaven,  again  a  rift,  a  rift  I 

71. 

Rage  fills  the  Founder's  bosom ;  a  fierce  thought  strikes  his  mind. 
"  Heaven  casts  me  off  1"  he  cries  aloud.    *^  Hell  scarce  can  be  less  kind  I 
By  all  the  Powers  of  Darkness,  I  will  not  be  brought  to  shame— 
I  cast  this  Bell,  now  not  in  God*8,  but  in  the  Devil's  name !" 

VII. 

The  fiimace  glows,  the  metal  flows  along  in  a  fiery  stream- 
Now,  down  witii  the  sledge  !...0h,  such  a  Bell !     It  dazzles  by  its  gleam  I 
The  people  throns  with  flute  and  song  around  the  work  thus  done. 
And  all  rejoice  with  one  glad  voice,  as  though  for  a  victory  won  I 

VIII, 

A  hundred  hands  are  now  employed  to  lift  it  up  on  high- 
Was  never  before  such  glittering  ore  confronted  with  the  sky. 
But  ere  it  swing,  loud  cries  arise — "  Wolf,  this  is  thy  work  alone  I 
But  test  its  sound.**     Karl  Wolf  strikes  hard...  O  God  I  that  horrible  tone  I 


*  Council* 
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IX. 

So  strange  and  hollow^  so  dread  and  drear  a  knoll  was  never  heard  ; 
It  seemed  to  swell  from  central  Hell^  it  was  so  wild  and  weird ! 
In  horror  the  bearers  hastened  to  hang  it  in  the  tower  ; 
And  its  dreadful  toll  was  heard  that  eve  until  the  midnight  hour ! 


But  silent  bode  it  afler,  long ;  men  feared  its  very  sound ; 

Bright  still  it  shone*  but  its  fearful  tone  thrilled  tnrough  the  earth  around. 

If  ye  touch  it  with  ^e  finder  'tis  heard  for  miles  afar  ; 

But  the  ringers  only  toll  it  now  in  storm*  or  fire*  or  war  I 


(fBOH   8BIDL.) 
I. 

High  on  the  hill of  Win^nderbin 

There  stands  a  lone and  deserted  (Hle- 

A  church*  removed from  the  ken  of  Man* 

But  nearer  Heaven  the  while  1 


Its  porch  is  darkened  with  moss  and  weeds* 
But  never  by  the  human  form* 

Save  when  some  wandering  wild  yager  needs 
A  shelter  from  the  storm. 


The  bells  that  once  pealed  such  solenm  chimes 
Hang  silent  in  the  turret's  height* 

Except  when  Tempest  and  Wind  at  times 
Awake  them  in  the  night. 


Yet*  oft  and  oft  has  the  lightning's  fire 

Flashed  up  the  aisle  to  the  chancel  rail* 

And*  snake-like*  wound  round  the  slender  spire* 
Nor  left  harm  in  its  trail  I 


A  time  there  was  when  the  harp  and  hymn 

Resounded  deep  through  this  holy  Haunt* 
When  yon  high  roof*  now  adust  and  dim* 


•— —  rf"—  — o — '  —       

Echoed  with  many  a  ohaunt ! 


VI. 


But  monk  no  longer*  in  cloak  and  cowl* 

Sings  here  or  prays :  'tis  a  change  to  me 

That  now  ye  hear  but  the  dismal  owl 
Hoot  forth  his  blank  <  To-whoo  1' 
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Yet)  as  the  halo  begirds  around 

The  moumiDg  moon  upon  Winter  eves. 
The  air  of  Heaven  seems  to  bless  the  ground 

Whereon  this  lone  church  grieves. 


Green  grows  its  grass,  green,  and  soft,  and  tall ; 

And  far  more  brightly  the  Summer's  flowers 
Bloom  and  rejoice  round  yon  ruined  wall, 

Than  many  in  garden  bowers ! 

IX. 

And,  more  than  all,  there  surrounds  its  sod 

An  atmosphere  of  such  sanctity  1 
Oh,  stranger !  wouldst  thou ask  aught  of  God, 

Kneel  here  in  prayer  with  me  I 


(AJ>.  785.) 
(fboh  VOGL.) 


At  midnight,  alone. 

On  the  red  battle-field 
Stands  Witekind,  Chief  of  the  Saxon  Host- 
Alas  for  him  I — the  day  has  been  lost ; 

All  dimmed  show  his  axe  and  shield. 
And  himself  stands  there  like  a  man  of  stone  I 

Woe,  woe,  woe. 
Oh,  woe  for  thee.  Prince  Witekind  I 


Around  him  lie  piled. 

All  stiff  and  stark. 
His  warriors,  covered  with  wounds  and  blood. 
Yet  calm  in  feature  I     The  iron  mood 
And  countenance  fierce  and  dark 
Of  the  Saxon,  when  dead,  are  those  of  a  child  I 

Brave,  grave,  suave. 
Were  the  warriors  of  noble  Witekind  I 


But  Witekind's  heart 

It  bums  like  fiie — 
«  Oh,  Karl!"*  he  cries,  "the  Gods  I  adore 
Will  yet  avenffe  me  in  streams  of  gore. 

Thou  shalt  not  baffle  their  ire — 
Low,  low  shalt  thou  lie  before  we  part  I 

Bow,  now,  thou 
By  Irmlat  shalt,  before  Prince  Witekind  I" 


'  Charlemagne.  f  One  of  Witekind's  idols. 
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In  a  pilgrim's  garb. 

Which  nides  his  mail. 
He  wends  his  way  by  the  Weser's  flood. 
He  thirsts,  he  burns  for  the  Emperor's  blood— 

He  hath  sworn  he  shall  not  fail. 
And  forthright  as  the  javelin-barb. 

He  speeds  to  his  goal. 
The  brave,  the  untamed,  the  headlong  Witekind ! 

V. 

O'er  wilds  and  wastes. 

And  bv  hill  and  plain. 
He  hieth  unhalung  day  or  night. 
The  lightning's  anger,  the  hurricane's  might. 

Assail  the  Hero  in  vain. 
On,  on  thro!]^h  Saxony  still  he  hastes. 

Few  knew  who 
That  great-souled  warrior  was.  Prince  Witekindl 


Five  long  days  now 

Are  over  and  past. 
And  wearied  Nature  wiU  dree  no  more. 
He  sinks  to  rest  in  the  hollow  eore 

Of  an  aged  oak  at  last. 
But  even  in  de^  he  forgets  not  his  vow. 

No  1  oh,  no !  » 

It  is  part  of  his  fiery  soul.  Prince  Witddnd's  I 

vn. 
He  dreams  he  stands 
In  the  Emperor's  hall. 
And  he  lifts  his  arm  to  smite  his  foe, 
When  a  blinding  lighuflaah  lays  him  low. 

And  the  blade  and  the  buckler  fall 
On  the  marble  floor  ftam  his  paralysed  hands. 

But  anon  is  gone 
That  dream,  and  again  he  feels  he  is  Witddnd  I 


"  Revenge  1"  he  cries, 

"  It  shall  yet  be  mine  1" 
And,  like  a  destroying  Angel  of  Gloom, 
Despatched  from  the  realms  of  Death  and  Doom, 

Again  along  hill  and  ravine. 
And  marish  and  plain  and  forest  he  hies. 

Still  wiUthriU 
That  thirst  of  blood  through  the  breast  of  Witekind! 

Through  the  gates  of  Aiz, 

In  his  dark  apparel. 
He  glides  as  a  ghost  through  the  thronged  street, 
**  Say,  where,  my  friend,  am  I  like  to  meet 

Thy  blessed  Emperor  Karl? 
I  bear  mm  weighty  tidings  to-day  T 

Thus  asked  of  a  monk 
The  valorous  Pagan  warrior,  Witekind. 
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The  monk  replied — 

"  All  Europe  appears 
Too  narrow  to  yield  the  great  Karl  a  home  I 
But  hie  thee  hence  to  the  Minster-dome> 

For,  there,  in  the  morning  tide 
He  hearkens  the  holy  Mass  with  tears  !"-<- 

The  heathen  frowned. 
Little  weeted  the  monk  he  had  parted  with  Witekind  I 

XI. 

Few  minutes  more 

And  the  Pagan  Chief 
For  the  first  time  stands  upon  holy  ground* 
With  cold  fixed  eye  he  gazes  around. 

Of  the  holy  Christian  belief. 
Of  the  God  whom  the  Nazarene  priests  adore. 

What  knows  or  cares 
The  barbarous  idol-worshipper,  Witekind  ? 

XII. 

The  hymns  are  sung ; 

The  incense  mounts ; 
The  serges  burn  on  altar  and  shrine  ; 
And  now  outgushee  the  heavenly  wine 
Of  prayer  from  a  thousand  founts. 
The  veriest  babe  hath  found  a  tongue ; 

And  a  strange  change 
For  a  moment  illumes  the  soul  of  Witekind ! 


But  this  departs. 

And  he  darts  his  eyes 
With  a  searching  glance  around  the  pile. 
Until  in  the  chancel,  above  the  aisle. 

At  length,  enthroned,  he  descries 
The  Idolized  of  all  Christian  hearts. 

All  mild  as  a  child 
He  seems,  though  scarce  in  the  sight  of  Prince  Witekind ! 

XIV. 

And  the  vestals  on  whom 

His  glance  now  turns. 
Shine  round  in  the  brilliant  Summer's  ray, 
Like  the  young  fresh  flowers  of  a  brighter  May. 

The  light  of  Devotion  burns, 
As  the  roses  of  Innocence  also  bloom 

On  their  fair  brows — 
But  they  melt  not  the  iron  purpose  of  Witekind ! 

XV. 

Long  stands  he  apart. 

All  stern  of  mood. 
He  thinks  on  the  corses  gory  and  pale 
That  strew  the  depths  of  the  Weser  Vale, 

And  nought  but  his  Conqueror's  blood 
Can  quench  the  fires  of  his  vengeful  heart  1 

So  deems  and  dreams 
For  a  time  as  yet  the  haught  Prince  Witekind  I 
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XTI. 

Bat  there  flows  anon 
From  the  marvellous  choir 

A  strain  of  melody  full  and  clear 

What  magic  is  it  enchants  the  ear  ? 
The  tones  of  the  Voice  and  Lyre 

Are  hlent  with  angelic  sweetness  in  one ; 
And  soon  the  sword 

Falls  loosened  and  lost  from  the  grasp  of  Witeldnd  I 

XVII. 

And  the  tinkling  bell 

Gives  forth  a  sound — 
And  the  Faithful,  nobles  and  dames,  bow  down. 
And  Karl  bends  lowly  his  head  and  crown. 

His  golden  crown  to  the  ground. 
Then  awhile  is  hushed  the  choir's  deep  swell ; 

And  awe  and  amaze 
Succeed  to  delight  in  the  soul  of  Witekind. 

XVIII. 

And  slowly  he  falls 
On  his  bended  knee. 
Emotions  he  never  hath  known  before 
Pervade  him  now  to  the  bosom's  core. 

Yet  never  with  joy  so  free 
.  Hath  he  worshipped  Stone  in  his  own  rude  halls. 

He  adoreth  God 
With  a  spirit  unboxmd  from  fear,  he  Witekind  I 


The  Mass  is  o'er. 

And  the  holy  hymns 
Are  chaunted  anew  by  Old  and  Young. 
And  as  Witekind  hears  them  freshly  sune 

There  thrills  through  his  heart  and  fimbs 
A  deeper  ecstasy :  more  and  more 

To  his  bosom's  core. 
The  power  of  Christ  becomes  known  to  Witekind  I 


«  Yes,  Karl  I"  he  cries, 

«  Thy  God  is  m  truth 
A  greater  than  all  my  gods  by  far 
There  dawns  on  my  soul  a  heavenly  star, 
I  have  worshipped  idols  from  youth  • 
But  henceforth,  mark  me,  I  turn  mine  eyes 

To  Christ  alone !" 
So  spake  unto  Karl  the  noble  Prince  Witekind. 


And  Karl  replied— i 

And  these  were  his  words, 
'^  All  honour  to  thee,  my  friend,  my  mate ! 
Thou  Saxon  Lion,  my  foe  of  late ! 

For  Christ  is  the  Lord  of  Lords, 
And  God  like  Him  there  is  none  beside^ 

Thine  angel  hath 
Sent  thee  hither  to-day,  O,  valorous  Witekind  1 
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XXII. 

«  The  mighty  God 

Hath  chosen  thee  I 
He  hath  work,  no  douht,  for  thee  to  do. 
Be  thou  hut  faithful  and  leal  and  true, 

And  thou  in  thy  turn  shalt  see 
That  neyer  another  Hero  trod 

The  earth  whose  worth 
And  glory  will  match  thine  own,  O,  Witekind  I 


*'  Rule  henceforth  o*er 

Fair  Saxony's  land ; 
Rule  thou,  and  thine  heirs  to  the  latest  age — 
Thy  name  will  yet  shine  in  History's  page 

In  colours  glowing  and  grand  1" 
That  mightiest  Emperor  spake  no  more. 

But  the  crowd  aloud 
Praised  God  for  the  change  in  the  heart  of  Witekind. 


(from  count    auebsperg.) 


There  lived  years  hack  a  dismal  chum  of  mine, 

who  stuck  to  me  like  leather. 
Not  one  sole  single  hour  from  ten  to  nine 

But  found  us  both  together. 
He  bored  me  till  my  very  soul  despaired 

In  east-windy  weather. 
And  I  might  either  growl  or  grin  ;  he  cared 

Not  one  feather  whether. 


"  Take  up  a  pistol,"  would  the  scoundrel  say, 

**  And  just  draw  the  trigger 
Against  your  numscull  this  chill  drizzly  day.  ' 

I'll  be  your  grare-digger  I" 
I,  in  reply,  would  sigh, — and  try  and  fry 

A  cho{) — but  the  horrid  nigger 
When  I  had  eaten  it  would  wax  well  nigh 

Thrice  uglier  and  bigger ! 

III. 

O'er  all  facetious  funny  things  this  dull 

Dog  was  sure  to  throw  a 
Hideous,  hugeous,  odious  bncketfull 

Of  cold  water,  or  co-c6a ; 
He  would  suggest  to  you  strange  thoughts  and  dark, 

And  would  often  go  a 
Dreary  voyage  in  some  lone  monster- ark, 

Like  old  Gaffer  Noah. 
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Qaoth  he  to  roe  at  last — <'  There'll  sinff  no  gale 

Through  your  churchyard  bower-yew — 
Because  a  big  fish — very  like  a  whale — 

Will  one  o'  these  days  devour  you. 
What  matter,  though  ?     Come,  now,  don't  let  my  tale 

So  utterly  o'erpower  you  1 
My  poor  soft  smoky  slob,  you  turn  quite  pale — 

Pray,  are  you  ill,  eh  ? — How 're  you  ? 


"  This  fish  won't  bolt  you — ^mark  you  that,  now — do  ! 

He'll  be  for  preferring 
To  masticate  you  at  leisure, — much  as  you 

Might  a  cod  or  herring. 
While  he  preys,  you'll  have  time  to  pray  al-s6 ; 

Bit  by  bit  a  bury'ng 
Into  his  mighty  maw  you'll  slowly  go — 

Don't  doubt  it — I'm  unerring  1" 


I  called  upon  our  mortified  P.  P. 

On  a  not-long-passed  day. 
"  Pray  will  you  eat  some  fish  ?"  he  asked  of  me- 

"  This,  you  know  is  a  fast-day." 
I  looked,  I  guess,  as  gloomy  and  as  grim 

As  Algiers'  out-cast  Dey. 
**  Quite  the  reverse  /"  at  length  I  answered  him, 

For  I  thought  upon  my  last  day! 


vn. 

But  Summer  came — and  one  fine  balmy  morn 

I  took  a  thought  to  travel. 
So,  slinging  round  my  neck  my  bugle-horn, 

I  trudged  it  o'er  the  gravel. 
The  intricacies  of  many  a  wild  and  wood 

Did  I  that  day  unravel. 
And,  after  clearing  forest,  field  and  flood, 

I  reached  the  hill  of  Stavel. 


viir. 

I  clomb  it  up,  and  glanced  around — ^the  sight 

Was  beautiful  and  cheery. 
My  soul  felt  qiute  reborn,  my  spirits  iight-^ 

^fever  was  I  less  weary  1 
But — ^my  poor  comrade — the  unfortunate  wights 

Poor  old  Sir  Dismal  Dreary — 
Where  was  he  ?     Had  he  taken  irig^t  and  flight  ? 

I  missed  him, — and  grew  jeery. 


IX. 

'*  The  poor,  poor  devil  1  thus  I  spake — "  O  where, 
Where  in  the  wide  world  is  he  ?" 

I  looked  down  to  the  valley  far  and  fair. 
And  felt  my  brain  grow  dizzy. 
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I  wondered,  pondered,  squandered  guesses — my 

Conjectures  were  most  busy. 
But,  ha  X^^whaVs  that  ?     By  Jove,  I  see  him  lie 

Down  there,  I  think ! — Yes,  *tis  he ! 

X. 

I  made  my  way  to  him.     He  was  dead !     Ho !  Ho  I 

If  the  wind  had  been  a  wafter 
Of  my  guffftws  the  town  of  Stavel  might  show 

The  loss  of  many  a  rafter. 
There  never  was  heard,  I  seriously  believe. 

Such  uproarious  laughter 
As  mine  that  day  was, — and, — which  makes  me  grieve, 
WiU  be  none  such  hereafter. 


I  buried  the  poor  fellow — and  upon 

His  grave  I  wrote  as  follows, 
''  Here  lies  an  ancient  plague,  Herr  |l^jjjpo(]boit* 

My  enemy — and  Apollo's. 
Peace  with  his  bones  1    Don't  wake  him,  friend  1    He  may. 

The  hoggish  wretch  who  swallows 
Too  many  sausages  1"    I  then  went  my  way 

Home  o'er  the  hills  and  hollows  I 
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BT  OVIDO  KOVITTJOT. 


CHAPTER   U. 


DIRECTIONS   TO   TOURISTS^  AND   REQUI- 
SITES  FOR  THE   EXPEDITION. 

Your  first  cape  shoald  be  to  get  mto 
Switzerland.    Yoa  may  enter  it  either 
bj  Germany  or  France ;  Rhine  it*  or 
Rhone  it,  at  your  discretion.     The 
approach  from  Germany  is  through 
the  VaUei  de  L*Enfer,  which  will  re- 
mind you  that  the  ancient  name  of 
the  country  was  JETe^vetia.     It  would 
seem*  indeed,  that  either  Beelzebub, 
Mephistopheles,  or  some  other  demon 
of  distinction,  had,  time  out  of  mind, 
meddled  a  good  deal  in  the  local  affairs 
of  the   Swiss,  from    the  number  of 
bridges  which  bear  the  appellation  of 
Pont-de'Diable,    and  also    from    the 
number  of    Alpine  pinnacles,   which 
are  probably  named  from  the  satanic 
horns,  such  as  the  Matterhorn,  Schreck- 
horn,  Faulhom,  Netterhom,  and  Wild- 
horn.     The  coolness  of  the  country 
naturally  recommends  it  to  the  inha- 
bitants of  torrid  climes.     The  transi- 
tion from  "  Alps  of  fire"  to  Alps  of 
snow,  must  be  prodigiously  refreshing. 
Saussure  recommends    those    who 
are  unused  to  Alpine  excursions,  to 
accustom  themselves,  for  some  time 
before  they  set  out,  to  look    down 
from  heights,  and  over  precipices,  so 
as  to  familiarize  their  eyes  with  peeps 
into  abysses,  and  guard  against  the 
dizziness  which  is  apt  to  seize  inex- 
perienced people  at  fearful  elevations. 
To  act  upon  this  prudent  advice,  you 
may  make  a  tour  of  visits  to  all  the 
steeples  and  public  monuments  in  the 
metropolis ;   you   would  probably   be 
permitted  to  pass  an  hour  a- day  on 
the  ball  of  St.  PauFs,  for  a  fair  remu- 
neration to  the  Dean  and  Chapter. 
At  all  events,  there  is  nothing  to  pre- 
vent your  taking  an  hour's  exercise, 
every  morning,  on  the  parapet  of  your 
own  house.     With  your  knapsack  on 
your  back,  and  your  pole  in  your  hand, 
it  would  be  a  capital  training  for  the 
Alps,  and  make  you  a  very  entertain- 
ing  subject  of  observation  to    your 


opposite   neighbours,  into    the   bar- 
gain. 

THE   imAPSACK. 

Pedestrians  usually  carry  knapsacks: 
if  you  are  an  ass,  you  will  carry  your 
pannier  on  your  oum  back ;  if  yon  are 
a  sensible  man,  you  will  carry  it  by 
proxy.  It  makes  a  oonsideraDle  dif- 
ference in  packing  a  knapsack,whetber 
the  tourist  means  to  carry  it  himself, 
or  make  a  g^ide  carrv  it  for  him. 
However,  practice  will  4o  a  great  deal 
for  you  in  this  respect  also.  Yoa 
might  take  a  preparatory  excursion, 
fully  accoutred,  moustached  and  all, 
up  Snow  Hill,  fancying  it  Mont 
Blanc :  try  your  strength  in  the  passes 
of  Cheapside  ;  or  what  would  yoa 
think  of  an  experimental  tour  in  the 
Savoy  ? 

WHAT   TO    PUT   IN   IT. 

One  shirt  at  least— the  more  like  a 
sailor's  the  bettor,  it  beine  the  present 
mode  for  landsmen  to  look  as  like  sea- 
men as  possible  in  that  respect.  If 
yon  are  an  Englishman,  you  will  take 
soap  ;  if  a  German,  you  will  dispense 
with  it.  A  razor  would  be  superfluous, 
as  you  will  aim  at  being  honiblj  hirsuU 
on  your  travels,  and  continue  very  hairy 
even  for  some  months  after  your  re- 
turn home.  A  good  plan  is  to  choose 
a  comrade  who  is  likely  to  be  tolerably 
well  provided  with  all  the  little  ac- 
commodations for  the  toilette,  such  as 
brushes,  bearVgrease,  eau-de-  Cologne, 
&c.,  as  well  as  with  a  few  pair  of 
extra  shoes  and  stockings.  This  will 
save  you  the  trouble  of  encumbering 
yourself  with  a  variety  of  articles,  very 
convenient  to  have,  but  very  trouble- 
some to  carry,  and  also  very  easily  lost 
in  the  confusion  of  a  start  by  day- 
break. One  of  the  party,  at  least, 
ought  to  carry  a  looking-glass,  for  the 
looking-glasses  in  the  l^d-rooms  of 
the  Swiss  as  well  as  the  German  inns. 
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are  generijlj  hung  so  high,  that  tra- 
yellers  who  do  shave  themselves  are 
ohliged  to  call  for  a  ladder,  or  clamher 
apon  their  dressing  tables.  If  you 
propose  to  do  Mont-61anC|  or  any  of 
the  great  Alpine  exploits,  you  ought 
to  he  provided  with  a  green  gauze 
veil,  lip-salve  in  quantities,  boxes  of 
pectoral  lozenges,  a  stethoscope,  iron 
crampons  for  your  feet,  hatchets  to 
cut  the  mountdns  down  that  opppse 
your  progress,  planks  to  throw  over 
chasms,  and  ropes  by  which  you  and 
your  guides  may  be  attached  together, 
so  that  when  one  falls  or  slips  into  a 
creviccj,  the  rest  may  be  sure  to  follow 
him.  You  ought  also,  on  an  expedi- 
tion of  this  nature,  to  be  furnished 
with  writing  materials ;  and  there  is 
a  very  useful  little  book,  entitled, 
**  Five  Minutes*  Advice  on  the  Making 
of  Wills,"  which  I  would  strongly 
advise  you  to  add  to  your  other  ac- 
coutrements, if  you  do  not  happen  to 
haye  a  lawyer  in  your  suite  or  party. 

I  need  not  advise  you  to  wear  the 
oddest-shaped  hat  (any  colour  but 
black)  that  you  can  procure  for  money. 
It  has  often  struck  me  that  the  love 
of  wearing  fantastic  hats  is,  with  nine 
tourists  out  of  ten,  more  than  half 
their  motive  for  going  abroad.  It  is 
an  innocent  pleasure  or  pride — gratify 
it  by  all  means  $  and  I  do  not  see  why 
you  should  not  wear  a  coat  equally 
autr^,  to  match.  Let  the  buttons  be 
as  big  as  Stilton  cheeses,  and  the 
pockets  innumerable.  The  skirts 
cannot  be  too  preposterous.  You 
ought  to  look  picturesque,  eoing  to 
such  a  country  as  Switzerland.  The 
pedestrian  enjoys,  in  common  with  the 
painter  and  poet,  the  licence — '*  quid' 
libet  auderidi" — of  daring  anything  in 
the  way  of  dress  or  undress. 

You  may  meet  your  dearest  friend 
in  an  Alpine  party,  and  not  recognize 
him.  The  lawyer  exchanges  his  wig 
and  gown  for  a  straw  hat  and  a  blouse. 
The  doctor  arrays  himself  as  a  cha- 
mois-hunter, and  trys  to  look  as  if  he  only 
killed  game.  That  personage  who  is  so 
very  like  a  bandit  on  the  Rhigi,  is  not 
very  remote  from  one  in  London  either, 
for  he  is  an  attorney  of  Serjeant's  Inn. 
That  desperate-looking  Whiskerandos, 
in  a  French  casquette  and  Russia- duck, 
is  a  quiet  curate  when  he  is  at  home  in 
Essex.  But  who,  in  the  name  of  all 
that  is  marvellous,  is  that  romantic 
figure^  with  a  conical  beaver,  pistols 


in  his  belt,  brandishing  his  pole  like  a 
battle-axe,  now  and  then  winding  his 
horn  like  a  mountain-chief,  and  brown 
and  bearded  as  a  field  of  ripe  wheat  ? 
Can  it  be  William  Tell  ?— can  it  bo 
Werner  StaufFacher,  or  one  of  the  im- 
mortal three  of  Griitli?  No;  by  all 
that  is  outrageous,  I  know  him  now. 
It  is  Mr.  Thomas  Perkins  of  Alder- 
mansbury  I 

GUIDES. 

Guides  are  paid  in  Switzerland  six 
French  francs  a-day.  They  are  bound 
to  guide  you  to  all  manner  of  danger- 
ous places  for  that  sum ;  and,  in  gene- 
ral, they  acquit  themselves  honestly  of 
their  engagement.  The  peculiarity  of 
their  profession  is,  that  they  are  re- 
tained and  rewarded  expressly  to  lead 
people  into  perilous  situations.  They  are 
bound  to  bring  you  into  difficulties,  but 
under  no  manner  of  obligation  to  bring 
you  safe  out  of  them.  The  dangers 
of  Alpine  travelling  consist  much  more 
in  following  guides  than  in  dispensing 
with  them.  You  can  hazard  your  neck 
often  enough,  without  paying  Alphonse 
Cassetete,  or  Annibal  Passamonte,  five 
shillinffs  a-day  to  assist  you.  However, 
it  is  the  fashion  to  take  a  guide,  or 
guides,  and  you  will,  of  course,  be 
guided  by  the  fashion.  Do  so,  there- 
fore, by  all  means ;  but  don*t  blame 
Guido  Mountjoy,  if  you  leave  your 
bones  on  the  glaciers  for  the  lammer- 
geyer  to  pick,  after  the  wolves  have 
dined  on  you.  I  have  no  objection  to 
make  to  the  principle  which  Murray 
lays  down,  that  **  a  guide  ought  not  to 
he  too  far  advanced  in  years,**    Do  not 

fo  up  the  Jungfrau,  or  attempt  the 
urea  pass,  wiui  a  cicerone  past  se- 
venty. See  that  he  is  not  blind,  or 
lame,  or  deaf  as  a  post,  or  epileptic, 
or  apoplectic,  or  far  advanced  in  con- 
sumption or  asthma.  Try  him  with 
your  stethoscope,  and  get  your  physi- 
cian to  examine  him.  He  ought  to 
be  a  stout  fellow,  not  only  to  carry  all 
the  baggage  that  you,  as  ^  prudent 
and  possibly  a  scientific  rambler,  will 
naturally  insist  upon  taking  with  you, 
but  also,  upon  many  occasions,  to  carry 
yourself  in  the  bargain.  Mr.  Craven 
Quartz,  the  geologist,  traversed  the 
greater  part  of  Switzerland  and  Savoy 
on  the  shoulders  of  his  guide,  who 
had  to  carry  (in  addition  to  a  hundred 
other  things)  the  woVks  of  Cuvier  and 
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Agazzizi  a  hammer  to  chio  the  rocks, 
and  ftpeciraens  of  all  the  Alps.  Many 
guides  refuse  to  accompany  geologists, 
except  for  extraordinary  remuneration. 
They  have  not  the  same  objection  to 
botanists. 

Here  let  us  quote,  with  cordial  ap- 
proval, another  excellent  counsel  from 
the  red  book,  which  assures  us,  that 
*•  a  little  civility  to  the  guide,  on  the 
part  of  his  employer,  will  not  be  im- 
proper." The  economy  here  recom- 
mended is  especially  to  be  admired. 
Civility,  as  Jonathan  Wild  says  of 
mischief,  is  too  good  a  thing  to  be 
wasted.  A  little  will  do  for  a  Swiss 
mountaineer,  and  even  that  little,  adds 
Murray,  will  not  be  laid  out  without 
a  fair  prospect  of  return.  **  A  cigar 
or  a  glass  of  brandy  will  rarely  be 
thrown  away ;  it  is  likely  to  produce 
assiduity  and  communicativeness  on 
the  part  of  the  guide."  The  latter 
effect  is  certainly  likely  to  be  produced 
by  the  brandy.  If  one  glass  fails  to 
produce  it,  the  tourist  may  try  a  second. 

We  have  called  the  guides  aprofeS' 
sion.  Those  of  the  valley  of  Cha- 
mouni  are  so  particularly,  for  they 
form  a  kind  of  guild  or  fraternity, 
under  the  control  of  an  officer  ap- 
pointed by  the  Sardinian  government. 
They  are  regularly  bred  to  their  call- 
ing;  highly  educated  men,  and  sub- 
jected to  an  examination,  as  to  charac- 
ter and  competency,  before  they  are 
admitted  into  the  corporation.  These 
examinations  are  not  public,  and  there- 
fore but  little  is  known  of  them  to 
the  world.  I  am  enabled,  however, 
to  favour  the  reader  with  an  abstract 
of  one  of  them,  held,  not  long  since, 
at  the  College  of  Cbamouni — a  vacan- 
cy having  occurred  in  the  corps  :— 

*<  What  is  your  name  ?" 

**  Hannibal  Passamonte." 

"  Are  you  descended  from  the  great 
Hannibal  ?'* 

"  No,  from  the  Tete  Noir." 

"  What  are  you  V* 

"  A  mountaineer.** 

"  What  do  you  know  ?'* 

"  The  Alps.** 

**  When  there  are  three  paths  to 
the  same  point,  which  do  you  take  ?" 

"The  safest,  when  left  to  myself ; 
any  one  of  them,  if  well  paid  for 
it.*' 

**  When  you  are  on  the  top  of  a 
mountain,  which  is  the  shortest  cut 
down  ?** 


**  The  most  perpendicular.** 

"When  tliere  is  no  path,  or  the 
path  is  obliterated  by  a  fall  of  snow, 
what  do  you  follow  ?*' 

"  My  nose.** 

"  When  you  come  to  an  impassable 
object — a  wall  of  ice,  for  instance^ 
how  do  you  proceed?" 

"  I  don't  proceed  at  all.** 

"  Can  you  jump  crevices  ?** 

"  I  can,  but  not  with  a  geologbt  on 
my  back.** 

"  Are  you  cool  in  danger  ?" 

"  Cool  enough,  whether  in  danger 
or  safety.*' 

"  When  a  tourist  tumbles  a  thou- 
sand feet  or  so  down  a  crevice,  what 
do  you  do  ?** 

"  I  leave  him  there.** 

'*  Can  you  carry  ropes,  ladders,  bags, 
barometers,  blankets,  umbrellas,  great- 
coats, baskets  of  provisions,  telescopes, 
stethoscopes,  and  handbooks  ?" 

"  I  can,  and  a  rifle  to  shoot  a  cha- 
mois, or  a  small  brass  cannon  for  the 
echoes.*' 

"  Can  you  act  as  a  dragoman  V* 

"  Yes,  I  can  drag  a  man  up  a 
steep  place,  with  ropes,  when  the  case 
requires  it." 

"  I  mean  can  you  act  as  interpreter? 
—what  language  do  you  know  ?" 

"  None ;  but  I  know  a  dozen  pa- 
tois." 

"  Are  you  obliging  and  intelligent ?** 

"  Extremely.** 

"  Have  you  a  store  of  anecdotes  to 
amuse  your  employers  ?" 

"  Yes,  two  capital  ones,  of  gentle- 
men who  went  up  Mont  Blanc  and 
never  came  down,  and  three  or  four 
travellers  who  went  down  other  moun- 
tains, and  never  came  up." 

"  You  may  pass :  dignus  est  intrare 
in  nostro  docto  corpore.** 

M0D£8  OP  TRAVELLING  IN 
SWITZERLAND. 

The  roads  in  Switzerland  are,  in 
general,  far  from  being  as  level  as 
bowling-greens,  particularly  those 
across  the  Alps,  which  are  so  very 
mountainous,  that  it  is  exceedingly 
up-hill  work  to  traverse  them.  People 
who  dislike  mountain  traveUing,  but 
are  anxious,  notwithstanding^  to  make 
a  Swiss  tour,  should  confine  their  ram- 
blings  to  the  cantons  of  Basle,  Neuf- 
chatel,  and  Soleure.  These,  and  a 
few  other  districts,  are  as  flat  as  any 
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shire  in  England.  Yoa  may  peram- 
balate  tbem  for  months,  and  know  as 
little  about  the  Alps  as  the  Himalayas. 
I  cannot  conscientiously  disapprove  of 
this  plan,  for  nothing  can  be  more 
comic  than  the  notion  of  passing  a 
summer  in  Switzerland,  and  never 
seeing  an  Alp.  To  have  this  to  say, 
would  make  a  man  a  greater  lion  in 
London  than  the  ascent  of  Mont  Blanc 
itself.  However,  you  may  penetrate 
the  deepest  recesses  of  the  Alpine  re- 
gions, and  see  very  little  of  the  scenery, 
or  as  little  of  it  as  you  please.  The 
Winkle  family  always  travel  by  night ; 
but  the  course  usually  adopted  by  our 
countrymen  is,  to  make  the  tour  in  a 
cbse  carriage ;  by  which  means  it  is 
astonishing  how  little  may  be  seen  of 
the  beauties  and  sublimities  of  the 
country.  If  you  are  Irish,  I  need  not 
recommend  you  to  travel  in  a  covered 
car ;  for  you  will  naturally  prefer  that 
vehicle  to  any  other  in  the  world.  A 
party  of  Young  Irelanders,  I  am  told, 
made  the  tour  of  Switzerland  last  sum- 
mer in  one  of  these  genuine  Hibernian 
conveyances.  It  must  have  been  highly 
diverting  to  have  seen  them  thrusting 
oat  their  beads,  turn  about,  to  have  a 
peep  at  the  Staubach  fall,  or  a  glimpse 
of  the  top  of  the  Jungfrau. 

But  Young  Ireland  is  quite  outdone 
in  this  respect  by  Young  Germany. 
The  German  students  (the  most  arrant 
tourists  in  Europe)  have  a  method  of 
their  own,  to  avoid  getting  a  glimpse 
of  the  natural  features  of  whatever 
land  they  visit — they  keep  themselves 
perpetually  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of 
tobacco  smohe. 

The  easiest  and  pleasantest  way  to 
make  a  pedestrian  tour  in  the  Alps,  is 
to  take  a  diligence,  a  voiture,  or  a 
steamer^  whenever  you  can.  Posting 
has  the  recommendation  of  being  the 
most  expensive,  and,  in  every  sense  of 
the  word,  the  most  imposing  method 
of  travelling.  Murray  informs  us,  that 
"  the  traveller  with  four  horses  needs 
not  take  two  postilions  unless  he 
wishes  ;*'  but  he  omits  to  add,  that  if 
he  does  wish,  he  may  take  four.  The 
posting  arrangements  of  the  country 
are  even  more  amusing  than  the  coin- 
age ;  for  there  is  not  only  a  diflFerent 
rate  in  every  canton,  but  in  some  dis- 
tricts (the  Grisons,  for  example)  it 
varies  with  the  nature  of  the  road, 
which,  of  course,  in  such  a  country, 


is  tantamount  to  a  variation  every  five 
minutes.  You  see  by  this  how  pru- 
dent it  is  in  the  Puddicomes  to  carry 
theur  own  theodolite  with  them,  and 
take  their  own  surveys. 

But  not  only  does  the  rate  of  post- 
ing vary  in  this  diverting  manner,  but 
the  pour-boire,  or  trinkeld,  to  the  post- 
boy, fluctuates  in  the  same  comical 
way.  The  postilion  expects  the  pour- 
boire,  whether  he  is  thirsty  or  not. 
You  may  pay  it  to  the  post-master,  if 
you  choose,  but  if  you  do,  you  will  have 
to  pay  it  over  again  to  the  postilion. 
Murray  says  that  '<two  zwansigers 
is  more  than  enough,  and  will  quite 
satisfy  him ;"  but  this  is  quite  apocry- 
phal. A  great  many  people  in  the 
world  have  more  than  enough  without 
being  quite  satisfied,  and  the  Swiss 
postUion  is  one  of  the  number. 

Distance  in  Switzerland  is  measured 
not  by  miles  but  by  minutes — a  con- 
fusion of  space  and  time  which  can- 
not be  admired  too  much.  You  ask 
bow  far  it  is  to  Berne,  and  you  are 
told  two  hours.  For  consistency  they 
ought  to  measure  time  by  distance, 
and  when  asked,  how  long  is  it  to  din- 
ner, answer  so  many  leagues  or  fur- 
longs. "  It  has  been  ascertained," 
says  the  red-book,  **  by  an  experienced 
Alpine  traveller,  that  to  clear  two 
English  miles  an  hour  up  a  steep  moun- 
tain, requires  good  walking,*^ — ^if  the 
mountain  is  perpendicular — very. 

BAD   BOADS,  AND  HOW  TO  ACT  IN  SUCH 
CASES. 

There  are  many  good  roads  in 
Switzerland,  but  there  are  some  bad 
ones.  When  you  come  to  "  a  bad  bit," 
you  may  follow  either  one  or  other  of 
two  courses — proceed  on  your  jour- 
ney, making  the  best  of  it ;  or  obsti- 
nately refuse  to  go  a  step  farther,  and 
address  a  spirited  remonstrance  to  the 
Swiss  Board  of  Works,  or  the  Woods 
and  Forests,  calling  on  them  to  make 
the  necessary  re]^AiTsforthunth.  Should 
this  appeal  be  neglected,  there  is  no- 
thing to  hinder  you  from  writing  to 
M.  Morier,  the  British  minister  at 
Berne;  and  should  he  fail  to  inter- 
pose, or  interpose  without  effect,  you 
may,  if  you  please,  dispatch  an  ener- 
getic letter  to  Lord  Palmerston,  with 
as  many  quotations  ns  you  chuse  from 
Puffendorf  and  Grotius. 
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ALPIIVB  PASSES — OIL    AND   VINEGAR. 

The  Alps  are  ordinarilj  traversed 
by  what  are  called  **  passes.'*  You 
may  either  avail  yourself  of  the  passes 
already  existing,  or  cut  out  new  ones 
for  yourself.  Hannibal's  receipt  for 
making  an  Alpine  pass  is  said  to  have 
been  vinegar.  The  philosophical  tour- 
ist may  put  a  cruet  in  his  pocket  and 
try  the  experiment.  My  own  belief 
is»  that  sweets  are  much  better  things 
than  sours  for  overcoming  the  impedi- 
ments of  life.  I  have  known  oil  to 
work  miracles,  but  never,  except  in 
Livy,  heard  of  vinegcar  achieving  any- 
thing prodigious.  Hannibal  was  a 
type  of  your  querulous,  perverse,  cross- 
grained,  grumbling  travellers,  who 
think  acids  the  only  powerful  agents 
in  moral  chembtry ;  and  I  am  so  far 
from  believing  in  their  power  to  re- 
move  mountcdruy  that  I  doubt  very 
much  if  new  Alps  are  not  more  likely 
to  be  created  by  their  system  of  engi- 
neerbg; 

DILIOENCES   AND   VOITURSS. 

The  Swiss  Diligence  Is  not  inferior 
in  elegance  to  the  French.  Diligences 
are  figuratively  said  to  run  daily  be- 
tween most  of  the  large  towns  in 
Switzerland ;  in  reality  they  do  not 
tiravel  quite  so  fast.  The  diligences 
are  attached  to  the  post-office;  and 
from  the  rate  at  which  some  of  theih 
travel,  one  would  suppose  that  the 
attachmetit  was  an  actual  one  by  strap 
and  buckle.  On  some  routes  they 
have  a  diverting  method  of  suddenly 
transferring  passeftgers  from  one  coach 
to  another,  without  any  discoverable 
reason  but  the  absolute  will  and  plea- 
sure of  the  conductor.  The  fun  of 
such  a  turn-out  is  often  improved  by 
the  circuiiistance  of  its  taking  place  ita 
the  middle  of  the  night,  when  people 
have  nothing  else  to  do,  you  know, 
but  laugh  and  enjoy  themselves.  Dull 
fellows,  who  travel  with  bags  and 
portmanteaus,  in  the  singular  or  dual 
number,  lose  half  the  humour  of 
incidents  of  this  sort.  It  is  only  the 
tourist  who  has  the  proper  quantity  of 
Itiggage,  who  is  in  a  position  to  enjoy 
it  thoroughly. 

On  voitures  and  voituriers,  who  can 
say  much,  or  anything  new  ?  The  grave 
guide-books  inform  you  that  there  are 
a  grent  many  roguish  voituriers  ;  and 
their  advice  is,  that  before  making  en- 


gagements with  theiti,  yon  should  con- 
sult the  landlord  of  your  inn,  who,  how- 
cfver,  you  are  told,  is  just  as  likely  to  be 
a  rogue  himself.  So  much  for  the  grave 
guide-books  I  Our  advice  is,  to  take 
your  chance.  If  you  are  destined  to 
have  a  rogue  for  your  charioteer,  you 
must  submit  to  dastiny.  Vogue  la  ga- 
leret  Keep  laughing,  and  don't  ex- 
pect Roman  virtue  on  a  Swiss  coach- 
box. The  horses  of  a  voiturier  are 
of  more  importance  than  his  honesty, 
and  a  bad  man  is  not  necessarilva  bad 
whip.  The  presumption  is  rather  the 
other  way.  Mr.  Murray  observes,  not 
without  some  show  of  reason,  that  a 
voiturier  ought  to  be  acquainted  with 
the  road  he  has  to  travel ;  but  it  ia  ra- 
ther hard  to  insist  upon  his  being  mas- 
ter of  French,  Italian,  and  German, 
with  all  their  dialects  and  combina- 
tions. JSesides,  if  your  coachman  is  a 
good  linguist,  you  lose  all  the  diversion 
arising  from  your  own  incapability  of 
parleying  with  the  people  of  the  coun- 
try; your  ignorance  is  thrown  away, 
and  an  exhaustless  fund  of  contre-tems 
and  cross-purposes  along  with  it. 

THE   CHAR-A-BANC. 

But  the  proper  vehicle  for  a  comic 
tourist  is  the  national  carriage  of  Swita- 
drland — the  char-^-banc.  This  may  be 
described,  say  the  authorities  on  these 
points,  as  the  body  of  a  gig  placed  side- 
ways on  four  wheels,  at  a  very  little 
distance  from  the  ground.  It  is  sur- 
rounded by  leather  curtains,  to  keep 
out  the  rain  on  a  wet  dav,  and  the 
scenery  on  a  fine  one.  It  is  made  to 
hold  two  persons,  or  three  at  a  ptnch^ 
and  a  pinch  it  certainly  is,  when  it  car- 
ries a  trio.  In  fact  the  clearest  idea  to 
be  got  bf  it  is  by  conceiving  the  half  of 
an  Irish  jauntine-car,  the  most  comical 
conveyance  in  the  universfe,  as  far  ai 
knowledge  of  the  universe  extends. 
People  who  hve  being  jolted,  prefer  a 
char-d-banc  to  atiy  other  kind  of  car- 
riage. Those  who  do  not,  pireffer  any 
other  carriage  to  a  char-i-banc.  The 
usual  charge  is  ten  francs  a-day,  and 
there  is  no  additional  demand  for  the 
jolting,  which  is  unusually  modest  for 
Switzerland.  The  char-a-banc  is  much 
commended  in  the  hand-books  for  the 
facility  it  aflfbrds  for  jumping  either  <m 
or  off  it.  The  readiness  with  which 
one  can  do  the  latter,  is  certainly  the 
greatest  advantage  it  possesses. 
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SWISS  INNS. 

Switzerland  is  a  land  of  inn-keepers. 
The  Swiss  are  an  hotel-keeping  people 
essentially.  They  trade  upon  tourists, 
and  their  capital  in  trade  is  the  Alps. 
Without  their  scenery  their  inn-keep- 
ers would  he  insolvent.  They  are 
fond  of  their  mountains  with  reason, 
for  they  make  money  of  them.  Their 
valleys  are  valleys  of  diamonds,  and 
every  torrent  is  to  them  a ,  Pactolus. 
Switzerland  would  fall  only  for  its 
waterfalls ;  and  its  prospects  would 
be  bleak  only  for  its  everlasting  snows. 
The  sublime  and  beautiful  are  to  its 
inhabitants  what  their  broad  cloth  and 
cutlery  are  to  the  people  of  England. 
Everj  Alphas  its  value  in  the  market, 
and  the  Swiss  stock-jobber  regards  a 
landslip  like  a  fall  in  the  funds.  Many 
inn-keepers  are  wealthy  men,  and  per- 
sonages in  their  cantons.  They  are 
often  magistrates,  and,  in  that  capacity, 
occasionally  .•^it  and  determine  appeals 
against  themselves  as  hosts.  You  are 
cheated  at  the  bar,  and  find  the  man 
by  whom  you  have  been  defrauded 
presiding  in  the  court  to  which  you 
fly  for  redress.  Mine  host  of  to-day 
is  ray  lord  of  to-morrow :  an  enter- 
taining metamorphosis,  the  natural  re- 
sult of  which  is  tn/t-justice.  The 
Swiss  Bonifaces  have  the  reputation 
of  being  as  prolix  in  their  bills  as 
equity  lawyers  ;  but  they  are  only  ex- 
tortionate with  the  English,  which  is, 
no  doubt,  intended  to  be  a  compliment 
to  the  superior  wealth  and  liberality  of 
our  countrymen ;  at  all  events,  it 
ought  to  be  so  taken.  Compare  the 
bill  presented  to  an  English  gentle- 
roan  (an  Oxonian,  for  example),  with 
that  handed  to  a  beggarly  German 
Btadent  for  precisely  the  same  accom- 
modation :  what  can  be  more  flatter- 
ing to  the  pflde  of  a  Briton  ? — a  na- 
tive of  the  country  which  is  (or  was, 
until  the  corn-laws  were  repealed) 
**  the  envy  of  surrounding  nations,  and 
the  #onder  of  the  world." 

The  Swiss  are  so  fond  of  the  Eng- 
lish, that  in  many  of  the  inns  they  will 
resort  to  a  variety  of  tricks  and  ma- 
noeuvres for  the  purpose  of  detaining 
their  agreeable  guests.  They  some- 
times even  give  their  hotels  English 
names — such  as  "Hotel  Gibbon," 
"  Hotel  Byron,"  or  **  Hotel  de  Grande 
Bretagne."  Thev  have  late  table-d*. 
botes  expressly  for  us,  knowing  the 


immense  importance  attached,  in  Eng- 
land, to  late  dinner-hours,  as  a  dis- 
tinctive characteristic  of  "high  so- 
ciety." Nay,  the  inn-keepers  of  Lu- 
cerne and  Thun  have  actually  built 
English  chapels,  and  endowed  minis- 
ters, to  offer  the  highest  conceivable 
inducement  to  English  tourists  to  pass 
the  Sunday  with  them.  In  this  We 
are  not  merely  to  admire  the  pecu- 
niary generosity  of  these  hospitable 
auberglstes,  but  their  religious  libe- 
rality much  mol*e ;  for  we  must  re- 
inerabet  that  the  inn-keepets  of  Thun 
and  Lucerne,  who  thus  politely  pro- 
vide for  the  religious  wants  of  Pro- 
testant travellers,  are  Roman  Catho- 
lics themselves. 

One  thing  very  remarkable  in  the 
Swiss  inns,  is  the  passion  for  "5om- 
gies.**  You  don't  want  them,  you 
don't  call  for  them,  you  don't  light 
them ;  you  go  to  bed  by  twilight,  or 
by  the  moon,  or  by  the  mild  lustre  of 
one  of  those  inches  of  candles,  in  small 
plated  candlesticks,  which  you  find  in 
regiments  in  the  corridor ;  but  the 
bougies  either  follow  you,  or  await 
you ;  they  are  thrust  upon  you  like 
greatness  on  Malvolio.  You  are  flat- 
tered ;  you  wonder  what  it  can  mean  ; 
yoti  begin  to  think  it  is  some  religious 
rite,  or  some  ancient  hospitable  usage 
— still,  not  requiring  the  pair  of  gi- 
gantic wax-lights,  you  do  not  kindle, 
much  less  consume  them.  You  lie 
down,  muse  and  marvel  until  you  fall 
asleep,  and  forget  candles  of  all  deno- 
minations, wax»  tallow,  spermaceti^ 
composite.  In  the  morning  you  are 
up  before  the  sun,  make  a  crepuscular 
toilette,  take  a  precipitate  breakfast, 
grasp  your  pole,  halloo  to  your  guide, 
throw  on  your  blouse,  and  you  would 
never  think  of  the  bougies  more,  were 
it  not  that  when  the  bill  is  presented, 
you  are  sure  to  find  (if  you  don't  pay 
it  without  inspection,  the  best  way  to 
avoid  disputes)  a  reappearance  on  pa- 
per of  the  gigantic  wax-lights,  with 
some  algebraic  characters  over  against 
them,  which  the  slightest  acquaintance 
with  Swiss  hieiroglyphics  satisfies  you 
is  the  national  expression  for  two 
francs. 

Vulgar  people  say  that  the  bougie  is 
a  trick  to  swell  the  bill,  and  recom- 
mend the  tourist  to  resist  the  charge. 
Despise  such  flint-skinning  and  pip- 
pin-saueezing  advice.  'Think  bet- 
ter 01  human  nature.     The  notion  of 
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committing  yourself  and  yoar  ooantry 
in  a  question  of  tallow  agiunst  wax-^ 
of  allowing  jour  serenity  to  be  ruffled 
for  a  matter  of  one  and  eiffht-pence  I 
Think  of  the  Alps — leave  low  consi- 
derations to  the  Low  Countries.  Do 
you  travel  in  Switzerland  to  save  ends 
of  candles  ?  Pay  the  bilU  bougies  and 
all — pay  it  heartily  and  merrily,  and 
don't  lose  the  glorious  spectacle  of 
sunrise  on  the  glaciers,  quarrelling 
with  a  chamber-maid  about  a  taper. 

Mr.  Fumbally  always  "resists"'  the 
bougie.  He  does  not  burn,  and  de- 
cidedly objects  to  pay  for  wax  candles. 


It  is  a  fine  thing  to  witness  Mr.  Pmn- 
bally *s  opposition  to  this  item  of  the 
bill.  Since  Hampden's  redstanoe  to 
ship-money  there  has  been  nothing  so 
grand. 

In  those  cases  where  the  aubergistes 
of  Switzerland  do  exhibit  something 
like  rapacity*  it  may  be  alleged,  ia 
their  defence*  that  their  tendency  to 
fleece  travellers  is  a  result  of  their /Hzt- 
toral  habits.  Any  explanation  is  bet- 
ter than  an  ill-natured  one.  Always 
travel  with  a  flask  of  brandy*  bat  never 
with  a  yinegar-cruet* 


NEW  BOOKS  OF  POBTEY.* 


Poetry  has  seen  better  days  than  these 
we  live  in — as  a  trade*  at  least*  if  not 
as  an  art.  Some  six-and-thirty  years 
ago  the  poetic  appetite  of  the  public 
was  voracious ;  but*  m%U(U  terra  vices. 
An  inflexible  and  mysterious  law  of 
succession  governs  the  fashions  of  lite- 
rature as  absolutely  as  those  of  the  toi- 
let; and  poetry  is  now  a  drug.  Some  glo- 
rious monuments  of  the  art  those  days* 
indeed,  have  left  us.  But  alons  with 
a  few — and  but  a  few — such  splendid 
revelations  of  the  sublime  mystery* 
they  bequeathed  us  a  legacy  of  lum- 
ber* a  mass  of  pretension  and  mere 
versification,  which  has  largely  contri- 
buted to  bring  about  the  intensely  pro- 
saic reaction  under  which  the  literature 
of  the  present  day  is  sufiering.  We 
shall  not  commit  ourselves  by  specify- 
ing our  own  heresies.  We  content 
ourselves  with  the  general  position* 
that  in  those  days — ^Uie  halcyon  days 
of  the  Lakers  and  their  fellows — a 
great  deal  of  bad  poetry  was  actually 
written,  read*  and  admired^-a  vast 
deal  of  that  kind  of  poetry  which 
would  have  been  much  better  in  ho- 


nest prose*  which  in  fact  is  prose; 
not*  indeed*  in  a  heidthy  state  ;  on  the 
contrary  alarmingly  excited  and  ex- 
travagant, and  prudentially  restrain- 
ed by  the  wholesome  rigours  of  rhyme 
and  metre ;  but  utterly  devoid  of  the 
delicately  beautiful  perceptions  and 
the  grand  and  tender  sympathies  of 
true  poetry:  of  the  earth  earthy*  es- 
sentially mortal,  and  which  will  as* 
suredly  die.  We  might  cite  illustrious 
specimens  of  this — ay*  and  by  the  yard 
too ;  but  we  care  not  to  institute  an 
ungracious  inquisition  into  established 
titles ;  we  leave  the  claims  of  spurious 
pretension  to  time  and  truth*  and  gen- 
tle but  inexorable  Lethe. 

It  has  been  to  us  a  matter  of  won- 
der that  notwithstanding  the  stem 
and  resolute  repulse  with  which  the 
world  now  meets  the  gentle  intrusions 
of  its  once  favoured  poetry*  lovers  of 
the  art  should  still  be  found  sanguine 
enough  to  persist  in  the  often-tri^  and 
ever  fruitless  essay  to  win  the  general 
ear  of  the  public.  To  us  there  is 
something  touching  in  the  constant  re* 
appearance  of  the  discarded  favourite, 


By    Digby  P.   Starkey,  A.M.,  ^ 
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like  an  outcast  child  looking,  with  a 
sad  smile,  in  at  the  casement  of  the 
home  it  cannot  enter.  Of  a  truth  in 
poetic  inspiration,  in  all  its  degrees, 
th«re  is  an  urgencj^  "which  may  not  be 
resisted — ^whidi  wdl  find  language  and 
embodiment,  and  must  not  be  de- 
nied. There  are  few  instances  of  per- 
severance so  heroically  contemptuous 
of  uniform  discouragement  and  defeat, 
as  that  which  has  sustained  gifted  men 
in  the  hopeless  endeavour  to  turn  back 
the  tide  of  time,  and  re-erect  the  mo- 
narchv  of  song.  When  will  they  learn 
that  the  lovers  of  poetry,  however  the 
number  of  iia  readers  may  fluctuate, 
are  always  few ;  that  few  scattered,  and 
nninfluential,  as  they  are,  their  praise 
and  admiration  cannot  create  renown, 
or  establish  popularity.  If  the  poets 
of  our  day  expect  for  their  works,  be 
their  excellence  what  it  may,  an  accep- 
tance at  all  approaching  to  tiie  general 
welcome  that  greeted  and  rewarded, 
often  with  a  very  indiscriminate  en- 
thusiasm,  the  productions  of  a  ciuarter 
of  a  century  smce,  their  lot  is,  indeed, 
one  of  mortification  apd  disappoint- 
ment. They  strive  to  attain  by  ex- 
cellence that  which  excellence  alone 
cannot  now  command.  The  attempt 
to  rout  the  veteran  prejudice  of  the 
age  by  a  coup  de  main  will  always  fail. 
No  single  work  will  convert  a  public 
from  positive  aversion  to  liking.  He 
who  would  avoid  classification  among 

"  AnUton  of  workB,  whereof— though  not  in  Dutch— 
ante  pnblic  little  knowf,  tlie  pnblither  too  moch.** 

had  better  lock  np  his  verses,  and 
for  the  present  lie  by,  and  wait  the 
turning  of  the  tide. 

But  the  poet  is  impatient  and  san- 
guine.    The  poetic  faculty  must  speak 

out iu  >MXn^^»t  troi^tt — and  this    is 

a  glorious  impetuosity — an  instinct  to 
which  mankind  have  been  much  be- 
holden. For  were  the  poetic  tempe- 
rament self-satisfving — if  rapt  in  the 
inspiration  whicn  is  his  wondrous 
and  ennoblioff  privilege,  the  poet 
cared  not,  and  burned  not  to  com- 
municate— ^what  revelations  of  beauty 
and  glory  would  have  come  (for 
the  uninspired  world)  in  vain!  But 
genius  is  social  and  generous — the 
poet  yearns  to  impart  the  splendour 
and  harmonies  that  are  flooding  his 
own  heart  with  rapture.  He  is  a  meS" 
senger  of  things  cUvine ;  he  must  teU, 
«8  well  as  see  and  feel— this  is  the  con< 


dition  of  his  calling — a  condition  kin- 
dred to  that  of  inspiration. 

On  the  whole,  then,  we  rejoice  at 
the  courageous  fertility  with  which 
new  products  of  poetry  are  daily 
thrown  upon  the  world.  Were  it  in 
the  power  of  mere  literary  fashion  to 
frown  down  verse,  and  compel  poets 
to  hold  their  peace,  the  world  might, 
indeed,  sustain  irreparable  loss ;  and 
though  there  be  doubtless  something 
of  justice  as  well  as  rigour  in  Cole- 
ridge's distich — 

"  Sming  sing  hefore  they  dle^Hwere  no  bed  thing 
Should  certain  penons  die  t>efore  they  ling**— 


Yet  better  is  it  a  whole  bushel  of 
twaddle  should  be  patiently  sifted 
than  one  grain  of  the  diamond  be 
lost. 

The  poet,  generally  endowed  with 
a  sensitiveness  as  exquisitely  alive  to 
painful  as  to  delightful  impressions — 
solitary  in  his  ecstacies  and  his  ago- 
nies— misunderstood,  pitied,  laughed 
at  by  the  practical  conceit  of  the 
world — ^bears  proverbially  a  bitter  lot. 
The  rigorous  law  of  compensation 
which  pervades  all  nature,  exacts  in 
untold  suffering  a  full  equivalent  for 
his  privileges  of  spiritual  elevation  and 
rapture.  Sometimes  appreciated — 
sometimes  misinterpreted— -alternately 
an  object  of  ridicule  and  of  admira- 
tion— of  worship  and  contempt,  yet, 
lightly  esteemed  as  he  is  by  the 
mere  common  sense  of  the  world,  we 
are  very  sure  that,  after  all,  strong, 
plain  common  sense  is  an  essential 
element  in  the  combination  which 
forms  the  true  poet.  That  architec- 
tural faculty  which  eives  symmetry 
and  purpose  to  a  whole  poetic  struc- 
ture, is,  if  not  identical,  at  least  close- 
ly aUied  with  the  practical  attributes 
which  command  success  in  dealing  with 
the  realities  of  ordinary  life.  And 
a  deficiency  in  this  attribute  —  a 
want  of  scheme,  order,  and  purpose, 
in  a  poem  of  any  length,  is  fatal  to  its 
effect.  A  mere  exhalation  of  the  poe- 
tic influence — a  mere  effusion  of  fancy 
and  emotion,  however  sweet  and  beau- 
tiful, does  not  constitute  a  poem. 
Shelley,  with  all  his  genius — his  won- 
drous faculties  of  brain  and  heart- 
yet  produced  nothing  in  strictness  to 
deserye  the  name.  Take  his  '*  Queen 
Mab,"  for  instance — a  creation  so  full 
of  unearthly  beauty  and  wild  tender-- 
ness — and  yet  which  does  not  satisfy 
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the  poetic  sense.  An  undefined  want 
pervades  it  ever3rwhere;  its  fascinar- 
tion  and  beauty  are  those  of  the  souU 
less  Undine  5  the  principle  of  direction 
and  control  is  absent.  An  element  to 
combine,  harmonize^  and  dignify  the 
wayward  exuberance  of  mere  natural 
beauty  is  sought  for  in  vain.  The 
colouring,  however  glorious,  is  not 
enough.  The  magic  liffhts  of  poetry 
are  expended  unworthily  upon  mere 
floating  folds  of  vapour.  They  ought 
to  illuminate  the  beantiful  outlines  of 
some  one  harmonious  structure,  or  the 
imperishable  grandeur  of  some  moral 
truth. 

Thb  important  principle  has  been 
well  observed  by  Mr.  Starkey,  whose 
very  remarkable  vplume  is  before  us; 
"  Theoria,"  the  title  by  which  he  dis^ 
tinguishes  this  collection  of  poems, 
abounds  in  'admirable  illustrations  of 
the  truth  which  we  have  endeavoured 
to  define.  There  is  not  one  amons 
his  poetic  essays  in  which  the  theme  is 
not  boldly  defined  and  consistently 
pursued — a  merit  by  no  means  so  ge- 
neral as  many  suppose.  This,  how- 
ever,  though  a  necessary,  is  obviously 
by  no  means  a  distinguishing  attribute 
of  poetry,  and  it  were  gross  injustice 
to  limit  our  approbation  of  Mr.  Star- 
key's  work  to  a  bare  recognition  of 
such  a  claim  to  favour.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  unmistakeable  characteris- 
tics of  the  poetic  temperament,  in 
thought,  feebng,  imagery,  and  expres- 
sion, are  stamped  upon  his  pases. 
There  are  passages  of  exquisite  paSios 
and  of  true  sublimity  scattered  among 
them;  copious  evidences,  too,  of  a 
vivid  perception  of  the  beautiful  and 
inexhaustible  analo^es  between  the 
visible  and  the  invisible,  the  perishable 
and  the  immortal.  He  has  the  true 
poet's  faculty  of  discerning  the  mystic 
correspondence  between  me  laws,  the 
loveliness  and  the  erandeur  of  the 
material,  and  of  the  eternal  and 
spiritual  world ;  and  yet  with  all  these 
manifest  excellencies,  it  is  plain  to  us 
that  Mr.  Starkey  will  yet  excel  what 
he  has  already  given  us.  He  does 
not  now  for  the  first  time  stand  at  the 
bar  of  literary  criticbm.  His  *'  Judas" 
has  been  for  some  years  before  the 
public,  and  some  (though  but  a  few) 
of  the  minor  pieces  in  the  present  col- 
lection, have  from  time  to  time  ap- 
peared in  the  pages  of  various  of  the 
periodicals,  those  of  this  magazine 
among  the  number.     We  have  there- 


fore had  sufficient  opportunities  of  ob- 
serving the  author's  progress  in  poetic 
excellence. 

It  is  not  our  business  here  to  testify 
to  the  high  merits  and  the  still  nobler 
promise  of  his  first  work.  Faults  it 
unquestionablpr  had ;  but  of  these  the 
worst  were  durectly  chargeable  upon 
the  ffenerally  panful  and  sometimes  re- 
pulsive character  of  his  subject ;  and  if 
we  here  admit  the  occasional  defects 
of  **  Judas,"  we  do  so  in  no  un- 
gracious spirit  of  depreciation,  but 
simply  fbr  the  purpose  of  record- 
ing our  satisfaction  at  the  disappear- 
ance of  all  the  gravest  among  them 
from  the  volume  which  has  httely 
issued  from  the  press.  Pretermittii^ 
individual  blemishes  and  inequalities, 
we  are  bound,  however,  while  express- 
ing our  cordial  appreciation  of  the  ge- 
neral excellence  of  this  collection,  t6 
indicate  one  fault,  less  strikingly  per- 
ceptible in  particular  instances,  than 
in  its  effect  upon  the  whole  woric — a 
pervading  fault  which  operates,  not  so 
much  in  producing  positive  blemishes^ 
as  in  negatively  Setracting  from  the 
excellencies  of  the  performance ;  and 
we  are  bound  to  add,  that  it  is  a  fkult 
which  Mr.  Starkey  can,  with  much 
less  trouble  to  himself,  avoid  for  the 
future,  than  repeat.  It  appears  to  us, 
then,  that  he  rides  his  Pegasus  with 
too  heavy  a  bit.  The  dre^  of  com- 
mitting mmself  by  extravagance,  has 
induced  him  to  place  too  rigorous  a 
control  upon  the  fiery  and  tumultuous 
impetuosity  of  his  imagination.  We 
too  oflen  detect,  in  the  cautiously  re^ 
strained  exuberance  and  abated  force 
of  language  and  imagery,  the  severitr 
of  a  prudential  and  over-jealous  self- 
criticism.  We  would  have  him  give 
a  far  freer  rein  to  his  fancy — show  a 
braver  confidence  in  the  sympathies 
of  his  reader.  We  would  much  prefer 
an  occasional  blunder  or  excess,  to  the 
level  faultlessness  and  self-possessed 
propriety  of  an  ever-vigilant  resenre. 
At  the  same  time  it  is  but  fair  to  state^ 
that  there  are  whole  pages  and  poems 
in  the  compilation  perfectly  jfree  from 
the  least  intrusion  of  this  d^nressiiig 
agency.  The  fault  is  obviously  one 
more  easilv  cured  than  continued.  We 
only  ask  him  to  obliterate  mare  spar- 
ingly ;  to  invert  his  *•  stylus"  less  fre- 
quently ;  to  trust  more  to  his  impulses, 
and  to  discard  that  suspicion  whi(^ 
damps  the  enthusiasm  and  rmis  tke 
sympathies  of  the  reader.    It  is  hr 
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this  reason,  in  the  belief  that  Mr.  the  title  of  which,  and  perhaps  the 

Starkey  has  hitherto  exercised  upon  structure  of  a  line  or  two  near  the 

the  free  play  of  his  poetic  powers  an  commencement,   seem  tb   have  been 

unjust  restraint,  that  we  venture  to  suggested  by   Hood's    "  Song  of  the 

predict  in  his  future  efforts  the  mani-  Shirt."      Essentially,    however,    not 

testation  of  a  still  higher  poetic  ex-  only  in  the  subject,  but  in  the  concep- 

cellence,  than  the  compositions  before  tion  and  execution  of  the  entire  poem, 

us  have  always  attained.     One  of  the  it  is  as  thoroughly  original  as  it  is 

most  striking  of  these  poems  is  un-  beautiful.     Let  the  reader  judge  for 

questionably  the  "Song  of  the  Pen,"  himself. 

"the  song  of  thb  pen. 

"  Sing  of  the  pen  !  sing  of  the  pen  I 
Sing  of  the  thousands  of  gifted  men. 
Who  wring  with  pain  a  beggarly  gain 
From  the  sweat  of  their  brain. 
While  the  goose-quill  danceth  and  driveth  away 
Over  the  paper. 
Beneath  the  taper, 
Through  the  hours  when  mortals  dream,  and  fairies  play  ! 

*•  Sing  of  the  pen,  as  it  rushes  from  drink, 

Down  on  its  raceground,  and  plunges  on. 
Blurring,  and  blackening,  and  blotting, 
Spreading,  and  splashing,  and  spotting, 
Scratching  a  mystical  scrawl  of  ink, 
Till  a  man  would  think 
That  the  vein  was  dry  in  the  writer's  brain, 

And  his  hand  but  the  trembling  of  palsied  pain 

Sing  of  the  visions  of  light  that  appear — 
Flashing  like  sparks  from  the  pen's  career^ 
Risine  around  in  temples  of  pride, 
Startmg  to  life  in  the  hero's  stride, 
Heaving  in  mountains — glowing  in  skies — 
Gushing  in  oceans  of  harmonies : 
Visions  that  harden  behind  the  pen 
To  forms  adamantine  of  gods  and  men. 
In  the  rock  of  words  by  the  passions  wrought, 
Eternal  idols  of  glowing  thought. 
Idols,  alas  I  of  a  creed  which  men 
Jestingly  fling  to  the  flighty  pen  : — 
In  his  closet  the  worshipper  breathes  his  vow — 
There — ^hid  from  the  multitude — dares  to  bow, 
While  the  goose-quill  stealthily  stirreth  away 
Over  the  paper, 
Beneath  tne  taper. 
Through  the  hours  when  mortals  dream,  and  fairies  play  I 

**  Sing  of  the  soul  of  nervous  fire. 

Gnawed  by  the  vulture  of  desire. 

Gasping^  for  pleasure's  finger  tip 

To  cool  its  agony  of  lip, — 

Close  cooped  within  the  iron  bars. 

Through  which  it  graspeth  at  the  stars. 

Or  any  great  and  glorious  thing 

Beyond  the  flight  of  sordid  wing ; — 

Sing  of  that  soul,  thus  overwrought, 

A  prey  to  suicidal  thought, 

Pluckmg  at  last  its  sword,  the  pen. 

From  forth  its  own  most  vital  vein. 

To  ply  the  blood-stained  weapon  then 
'Mongst  men. 
Oh,  thus  it  is  with  him  who  feels,  and  pours 
His  feelings  on  the  shallow  shelving  shores, 
White  with  the  bones  of  genius,  wrecked  and  lost 
On  glory's  fair  but  doubly  faithless  co^t, 
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His  brain  awhirl,  his  aching  forehead  damp 
With  dews  distilled  o*er  passion's  quirering  lamp. 
While  the  goose-quill  recklessly  rusheth  away 
Over  the  paper, 
Beneath  the  taper, 
Through  the  hours  when  mortals  dream,  and  goblins  plaj. 

"  What  thus  beguiles  ye,  men, 
To  deify  the  pen  ? 
Loth  we  are  to  ask  ye  why, — 
But  the  dullest  must  descry 
The  desperate  earnestness  of  will. 
That  bath  before  the  senses  set 
The  agony  and  inky  sweat 
Of  student  passion. — Write  ye  still : 
Speed  the  pen  along — along ; 
Darting  after  shapes  of  song 
Filmy  as,  the  poets  sing. 
Is  Ithuriel's  angel- wing. 
Speed  alon?  through  midnight  hours. 
Fainting  after  love  and  flowers. 
Those  fugitive  creations  found 
But  in  the  haunts  of  faery  ground. 
Love  and  life,  ah  1  unenjoyed. 
And  the  dreamer  still  employed 
On  his  snow-white  pa^e,  with  his  coal-black  ink. 
Shedding  the  poison  his  soul  must  drink. 

For,  let  him  come 
Where  the  eyes  he  sings  are  bodily  shining — 
Where  the  fabled  tresses  are  verily  twining — 

And  the  bard*s  struck  dumb. 
Pallid  and  feverish,  jaded  and  weak — 
Confused — with  a  heart  too  full  to  speak. 
The  hazarded  glance  he  deems  repulsed — 
He  trembles,  he  glows — and,  at  length,  convulsed. 
Plunges  from  day  to  his  desolate  den. 
And  seeks  relief  from  the  laugh  of  men 

Li  his  pen. 
Once  more  alone — he's  himself  again. 
While  the  goose-quill  gloomily  glideth  away 
Over  the  paper 
Beneath  the  taper. 
Through  the  hours  when  drones  do  dream,  and  witches  play. 

"  Sing  of  the  pen  I  sing  of  the  pen  I 
Sing  of  the  pleasures  of  gifted  men : 

Ye  who  delight 
To  loll,  in  listless  interest  lost. 
Little  ye  reck  what  the  theme  hath  cost 

The  tribe  who  write. 

"  Drive,  drive  the  pen  along 

In  something — tale  or  song ; 

No  matter,  so  we  cast 

A  wet  page  o'er  the  last. 

And  enter  in  our  score 

One  mouthful  earned  the  more. 
There's  silence  in  the  house — I'm  free. 
Dear  heart !  to  work  for  such  as  thee. 
Hie  to  thy  bed,  beloved  one, — 
Dark  as  it  was,  the  day  is  done ; 
Thy  throbbing  temples  need  repose, — 
E'en  penury  hath  eyes  to  close ; 
Suffice  it  now  'tis  mine  to  wake — 
All  labour's  sweetened  for  thy  sake. 
And  thus  with  prayers  he  sendeth  her  to  rest. 
To  write  of  cheer  with  trouble  at  his  breast, 
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While  the  goose-qnill  striveth  and  straineth  away 

Over  the  paper 

Beneath  the  taper, 
Through  the  hours  that  man  calls  night — and  genius  day. 

"  Alack,  the  taper*8  getting  low,— 

The  fire  hath  slumbered  long  ago — 

What's  to  be  done  ?  not  half  the  task 

Fulfilled,  these  craying  dear  ones  ask ; 

The  thoughts,  too,  burn  so  bright  and  high, 

They  fiash  like  lightning  from  the  sky ; 

That  now  the  taper  should  refuse  its  spark ! 
It  flickers — ^the  pen  flies — ^it  drops — and  all  is  dark. 

'*  A  moment  hath  the  penman  paused  in  doubt— 
At  length,  as  with  a  groan  he  turns  about. 
He  starts  with  joy,  for  a  long  fine  ray 
Through  the  shutters  shoot  the  light  of  day; 
He  flies  to  the  window,  opens  it  wide, 
And  shrinks  from  the  morning's  great  flood- tide 
That  bursts  on  his  blood-shot  eyes,  overwrought 
From  the  deep  carouse  of  desperate  thought. 
He  steals  to  the  table,  and  once  again 
Opens  the  orgies  of  breast  and  brain. 
While  the  goose-quul  fluently  fleeteth  away 
Over  the  paper. 
Without  tne  taper, 
Through  the  hours  when  night  sleeps  in  the  lap  of  day. 

«  Sing  of  the  pen  I  sing  of  the  wrong 
That  is  writ  in  tears  on  the  page  of  grief, 
Till  it  finds  its  fullest,  first  relief 
In  a  gush  of  song ; 
And  then  the  burning  thoughts,  now  cooled,  sent  forth 
To  fetch  upon  the  market  what  theyVe  worth, — 
There  challenged,  cheapened,  criticised,  cried  down, 
Conned  with  insulting,  supercilious  frown, 
As  in  the  slave-mart,  where  each  ruffian's  free 
To  pass  the  hand  o'er  shrinking  modesty, — 
Till,  half  recalled  to  the  indignant  heart 
Which  fostered  them,  distress,  with  brutal  dart. 
Goads  them  from  home  once  more,  and  they  are  8old«> 
Immortal  thouehts — ^for  miserable  gold. 

Ana  sing  of  themes 
Of  history,  and  science,  and  the  lore 
Of  former  worlds  and  systems,  and  the  hoar 
Antiquity  of  this,  worked  out  in  dreams 
By  the  lettered  man 
With  his  deep-laid  plan 
For  fame,  and  wealth,  and  happiness,  alas ! 
To  reach  him  when  the  daisy  decks  the  grass 

I)pon  his  grave ; 

If;  even  then,  he  have 
The  posthumous  escutcheon  of  a  name 
For  all  the  blazonry  of  real  fame 

His  soul  had  sickened  for,  for  which 
In  rafi;s  he  had  despised  the  rich. 
And  held  that  unto  him  'twas  given 
To  be  the  Sabbath-child  of  heaven. 

"  Sing  of  each  racking  night, 
Sin^  of  the  dimming  sight. 
The  sensitive  organ  fading  in  the  fire 
Of  vbionary  hopes,  as  flames  expire 
Before  the  sun ;  like  the  alchymist  of  old. 
Transmuting  penury  to  dreams  of  gold. 
Whilst  the  goose-quill  travels  and  trembles  away 
Over  the  paper. 
Beneath  the  taper, 
Through  the  hours  when  mortals  dream,  and  spirits  play. 
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*'  Sing  once  affain 

The  song  of  the  pen ; — 
Of  the  humble  co$n  of  the  learned — 
The  shrine  where  genius  lies  unurned. 
There  cypress  taJces  the  place  of  palm. 
And  ivj  twines,  in  saorea  calm. 
With  gentle  erergreens,  that  wind 
Around  the  tomb  of  now  enfranchiaed  mind. 

Simple  and  small 

Be  the  penman's  pall — 
Let  kinffs  and  heroes  be  smothered  in  plnmeg, 
Paradea  in  state  to  their  pompous  tombs ; 

Happy  thej  b&— 

And  nappy  is  he, 
The  thoughtful  man,  though  that  great  man's  slare, 

If  his  words  have  fluttered 
Like  the  spirits  before  the  mouths  of  men, 

And — the  words  once  uttered — 
The  utterer  layeth  him  down  in  his  graye 

With  his  pen. 
He  had  lived  too  much  with  life  to  be  smitten — 
He  had  lived— 4iad  seen — had  felt — and  written, — 
Had  hoped  the  best,  and  known  the  worst; 
And,  in  that  fatal  hoping  curst, 

And  in  that  knowledge  blest. 
Had  calmly  turned  from  what  so  charmed  at  first, 

And  laid  him  down  to  rest. 
It  is,  in  sooth,  a  blessed  ending  given 
To  men  whose  energies  are  over  driven. 
Doves  and  all  gentle  natures  hover  mourning 
Above  the  first,  last  resting-place  of  learning. 

**  And  thus  I  have  sung,  and  sung 
The  song  of  the  pen. 
That  your  spirits  might  not  be  wrong 

For  these  wretched  men. 
They  are  happy — aye,  happier  far 
Than  many  who  pitv  them  are. 
While  the  goose-quill  wingeth  Its  heavenward  wajr 
Over  the  paper. 
By  sun  or  taper. 
From  this  o'orshadowed  scene  to  Hind^  fuicloud«d  day." 

Very  dififerent,  and  yet,  after  all,  much  of  the  paUietic  power  of  poor 

not  perhaps,  in  some  of  its  incidents,  Tom  Hood,   and  maoAy  too,  of  the 

quite  so  diiSerent  as  the  careless  world  homely  and  thrilling  reality  of  Crabbe, 

may  think  it,   is  the  subject  of  the  in  this  *'  o'er-true  tale,"  as  we  fear  it 

following  exquisite  verses.    There  is  is,  of  "  the  Poplin  Weaver/* 

**  THE  POPI4N  VBAVJS*. 


'  Vm  loth  to  awake  ye.  Art,  my  dear  ^ 
But  the  steps  of  a  stranger  are  drawing  near : — 
Up  the  ricketty  stair  they  come. 
Making;,  I  think,  for  our  wretched  room : — 
Rise,  Art,  rise  t  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff— the  rent — ^the  rent  I 


'  See,  daylight  has  lit  on  the  window-sill — 
Art  I  is  it  you  to  be  slumbering  still  ? 
Te  knew  that  at  last  we  must  quit,  or  pay. 
Though  ye  did'nt  expect  the  distress  t<Mlay  ? 
Rise,  Art,  rise  I  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff— the  rent— 4he  rent ! 
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m. 
*'  At  the  door  I — oh,  a  iponth,  to  make  np  what'6  due  l 
The  landlord  he  knows,  Art»  your  word  is  true  \— 
If  he  saw  how  we  strive,  he'd  put  off  the  sale — 
'Twas  the  will  of  God  that  the  trade  should  fail  I 
Rise,  Art,  rise  I  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff — the  rent — ^the  rent ! 


'*  In  days  gone  by,  it  was  Ireland's  nride 
To  be  dedied  in  the  web  that  our  looms  supplied — 
Those  were  the  times,  Art,  that  ye  took  me  home. 
And  told  me  that  lore  would  make  business  come. 
Rise,  Art,  rise  I  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff— the  rent — ^the  rent  I 


"  It's  hunger,  Art,  that  has  made  ye  weak — 
What  can  I  think  of,  your  fast  to  break  ? 
Here,  Art,  here  is  my  wedding-ring — 
The  lodgers  will  lend  on  the  blessed  thing  1 
Rise,  Art,  rise !  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff— the  rent — the  rent  I 


'  God  forgire  me !  my  heart  is  torn 
To  drag  ye  from  bed  this  bitter  mom  : 
The  bed  that  they're  coming  to  seize,  and  sell — 
Where  I've  nursed  and  prayed  by  ye,  sick  and  veil ! 
Rise,  Art,  rise !  the  last  shilling's  spent — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff — the  rent — the  rent  I 


*  How  silent  he  sleeps  1  not  a  stir,  or  breath  I 
Poor  famishing  husband,  you're  worked  to  death  I 
At  the  shuttle  before  and  a^r  t\\fi  son — 
And  a  morsel  of  ineal  when  the  day  is  done ! 
Rise,  Art,  rise !  the  last  shilling's  sp^it — 
Art,  it's  the  sheriff — the  rent — ^the  rent  1 


'  Dead  / — Oh,  my  God  I  it  is  over  at  last — 
The  wearisome  struggle  is  past — is  past ! — 


The  heavens  be  praised  !  'tisn't  you  need  fear — 
'Tis  your  widow  that's  desolate,  husband  dear  1 
Rise,  Art,  rise,  to  the  happy  skies, 
Where  the  tears  are  wipea  from  the  poor  man's  eyes  I" 


We  cannot  conclude  this  brief  notice  **Theoria;"  if  only  he  perseveres  and 

of  Mr.  Starkey's  "Theoria,"  without  dares,  a  name  and  place  among  the 

comn^yi^&dinff  to  the  reader's  attention  poets  of  the  age.    The  work  before 

the  singularly  original,  vivid,  and  im-  us  entitles  him  to  both — ^his  future 

pressive  poem  entitled    ''Calypsis,"  efforts,  if  he  pleases,   will  command 

greatly  as  it  appeturs  to  ns  the  most  them. 

elaborately  planned  and  finished  of  the  The  volume  to  which  we  now  turn 

number.  — **  Church  Melodies,"  by  Viscount 

We  have  spoken  cautiously  of  Mr.  Massereene  and  Ferrard — deserves  at- 

Starkey's  work — too  cautiously,  per-  tention,  not  merely  on  the  score  of 

haps,    the    reader    will    think— idTter  its    noble    authorship    and    intrinsic 

having  read  the  specimens  we  have  merits,  but  for  the  immediate  object 

just  submitted  to  hun.     But,  reserved  with  which    it  has  been  published, 

as  our  praise  has  been,  we  are  not  too  The  page  confronting  the  title  informs 

timid  to  predict  for  the  author  of  ns  that  the  proceeds  of  the  sale  of  the 
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book  are  to  be  "  devoted  to  the  relief 
of  tbe  distressed  Irish."  To  make 
the  diiSusion  of  a  religious  work  sub- 
servient to  the  purposes  of  charity 
and  the  relief  of  destitution,  is  in  it- 
self a  commendable  enterprise.  But 
apart  from  the  design  of  tne  publica- 
tion the  book  itself  is  entitled,  as  we 
have  said,  to  attention  and  respect. 
The  plan  of  the  work  is  described  by 
the  noble  author  in  his  introduction  :-^ 

<*  The  Disciples,  journeying  to  Em- 
rnaos*  talked  of  all  those  things  which 
had  happened;  so,  in  porsuliig  that 
strain  [whose  first  note  was  struck  by 
'  the  multitude  of  the  Heavenly  Host/ 
even  the  '  glad  tidings  of  great  jo^'], 
may  we  not  hope  that  in  our  communing 
together,  Jesus  himself  will  draw  near, 
and  go  with  us  ? 

*'mth  such  a  desire  are  these 
*  Church  Melodies'  put  forth,  although 
not  perfected  according  to  the  author's 
oriemal  design.  Commenced  upwards 
of  UYQ  years  a^,  they  were  the  result 
of  a  wish  to  his  own  edification :  that 
the  progressive  return  of  seasons,  ob- 
served by  that  outward  Church  of  which 
he  is  a  member,  should  not  become  a 
dead  letter,  but  that  the  regarding  of 
the  day  should  be  'unto  the  Lord/ 
For,  tboueh  he  is  not  one  that  rests  in 
times  and  seasons,  nor  who  would 
make  of  opinions  Principles,  or  of 
discipline^  Integral  Members,  yet 
where  they  are,  he  would  lead  his  own 
and  others'  hearts  to  look  through  these 
accessories  unto  Jesus.  *  Let  us,  there- 
fore, follow  after  the  thing^  which  make 
for  peace,  and  things  wherewith  one 
may  edify  another.' " 

These  melodies  breathe  a  pnre  and 
earnest  piety,  and  have  incorporated 
a  sound  and  lucid  exposition  of  Chris- 
tian doctrine,  in  a  versification  at 
once  clear,  vigorous,  and  unafiected. 
Lord  Massereene  is  no  imitator;  he 
does  not  follow  Quarles  or  Herbert. 
His  style  is  equally  free  from  inflation 
and  mimic  quaintness ;  it  is  pure,  bold, 
and  sever^y  simple — sometimes,  too^ 
though  not  unpleasingly,  characterised 
by  a  certain  roughness.  Let  us  ex- 
emplifjr  our  critical  positions.  The 
followmff  is  the  "Church  Melody" 
for  the  fourth  Sunday  in  Advent : — 

1. 

*<Tbe  Lord's  at  hand!  the  Lord's  at 
hand  I 
What  doth  His  church  below  ? 


As  beacon  doth  that  little  band 
With  her  Lord's  radiance  glow  1 
His  Spirit's  Witness  on  the  earth. 
To  men  who  scorn  a  second  birth. 


«  The  Lord's  at  hand  1  tka  Lord's  at 
hand! 
What  doth  the  Christian  here? 
Doth  he  a  wanderer  in  the  land, 
A  pilffrim  poor  appear  ? 
And  fearless  *vaii  surroandiagniglit. 
Like  John,   bear  witness   of  (he 
light? 

3. 
<*The  Lord's  at  handl  the  Lord's  at 
hand! 
And  do  His  faithful  see. 
That  God  and  mammon  cannot  stand, 
Nor  Christ  and  earth  affree  ? 
The  world  destroyed  Uie  Lord  of 

Life, 
The  Church  hath  nought  with  tt 
but  strife. 


'*  The  Lord's  at  hand!  the  Lord's  at 
hand! 
Ye  careful  ones  give  ear, 
Who  sow  for  profit,  and  demand 
An  increase  every  year : 
Is  this  a  time  to  lay  up  store 
For  earth?     Time  soon  shall  be 
no  more. 


«The  Lord's  at  hand!  the  Lord'kat 
hand! 
Ye  careless  daughters  rise ; 
What  do  ye  in  these  halls  so  grand 
Where  gems  delight  tiie  eyes  ? 
All  Heaven  but  One  bright  jewel 

boasts; 
Look  up— 'tis  yours— the  Lord  of 
Hosts ! 

6. 
«The  Lord's  at  hand!  the  Lord's  at 
handl 
His  is  a  searching  eye; 
Professor,  learn  that  His  command 
Is  perfect  liberty. 
In  vain  to  outward  form  ye  dtave. 
He   only   asks — *  Dost   thot    be- 
lieve?' 


«  The  Lord's  at  hand !  the  Lord's  at 
hand! 
With  judgment  shall  He  come : 
False  servants  who  His  love  withstand. 
Shall  have  a  fearfbl  doom. 
Smooth  things  in  vain  they  pro- 
phesy. 
They  shall— they  do  believe  a  lie! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.1 


New  Boohs  of  Poetry. 


575 


a 

"The  Lord's  at  hand!  the  Lord's  at 
hand! 
The  beast  to  hell  is  hurled  ; 
But    those    Christ  finds    without  His 
brand. 
Unspotted  from  the  world, 
Rejected  and  despised  of  men, 
Shall  with  Him  o*er  the  nations 
reign." 

One  Tolume  of  poetry  remains  still 
to  be  noticed  by  us — **The  Shadow  of 
the  Pyramid,"  by  Robert  Ferguson. 
It  consists  of  sixty-eight  sonnets,  about 
Egypt,  eiich  upon  the  regulation  allow- 
ance— fourteen  lines  to  every  sonnet, 
ten  syllables  to  every  line,  and,  more- 


over, one  sonnet  to  every  page.  The 
effect  of  this  arithmetical  uniformity 
is  marvellously  monotonous ;  and  this 
impression  is  aggravated  by  a  corres- 
ponding monotony  in  the  subject  mat- 
ter. In  addition  to  this,  there  is  a 
want  of  continuity  in  the  series,  though 
some  trouble  has  been  taken  to  make 
the  end  of  each  preceding  sonnet  ap- 
pear to  suggest  the  opening  of  the 
next.  Notwithstanding  these  defects 
and  disadvantages,  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  extravasated  poetry — ineffec- 
tual where  it  is,  but  indicative  of 
genuine  poetic  powers — scattered  up 
and  down  these  pages :  two  specimens 
will  suffice : — 


XV. 

"  stand  we  indeed  within  the  very  hold 
Of  Moslem  rancour  and  of  Moslem  scorn 
And  is  the  Moslem's  bitterness  outworn  ? 
And  is  the  zeal  that  barn'd  so  fierce  of  old 
'Within  the  heart  of  glowing  Islam,  cold? 
What  is  it  that  hath  wrought  this  sudden  spell. 
And  thus,  within  the  charmed  citadel, 
Conducts  the  D'jour,  indifferent  more  than  bold  ? 
'Tis  the  fore-shadowing  of  a  miehtier  power, 
Before  whose  steps  'tis  Islam's  doom  to  fall. 
And,  like  a  flame,  the  while  it  doth  devour, 
It  lights  the  secrets  of  the  mystic  hall. 
Thon  gaze  ye  on  the  marvels  while  ye  may. 
For,  by  the  breath  ye  breathe,  they  melt  away  I" 


*  Mysterious  Watcher  I    Thou  who  hast  been  set. 
With  stern  endurance  on  that  visage  scarr'd. 
The  secret  of  four  thousand  years  to  guard — 
Ah  I  Sphynx,  is  thine  enigma  riddled  yet  ? 
Are  yon  strone  fortresses  a  whit  too  strong 
The  siege  of  thirty  centuries  to  abide  ? 
Yon  secret  vaults  a  whit  too  safe  to  hide 
A  tyrant  from  the  vengeance  due  to  wrong  ? 
Not  all  enoueh  to  keep  its  sacred  trust. 
Mysterious  skill,  or  strength  of  massy  wall — 
In  the  companionship  of  holy  dust. 
Doth  strength  for  aid  on  superstition  call ; 
And  lays  a  God  beside  him — ^thought  how  vain  I 
The  God  shall  wake  no  more — the  Man  shall  rise  again.' 


There  are,  as  we  have  said,  some 
fine  passages  to  be  found  in  the  series, 
but  we  look  forward  to  the  author's 
re-appearance,    under   circumstances 


less  ingeniously  disadvantageous,  for 
something  greatly  more  worthy  of  the 
powers  for  which  we  give  him  credit. 
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A  WIBK  IN  THE  HEBftn>ES--OLXANIK08  IN  THB  QUEEN's  WAKE. 


The  holiday  seaBon  was  gliding  away« 
bat  promising  a  run  of  the  finest 
weather  that  ever  was  invented. 
August  had  passed  its  meridian*  and 
smiling  nature  looked  so  temptingly, 
as  if  uie  were  inviting  sedentary  mor- 
tals to  throw  care  to  the  dogs,  and 
take  the  benefit  of  locomotion.  The 
fatal  twelfth  was  numbered  with  the 
things  that  were,  and  already  cart- 
loads of  grouse,  suspended  by  the  heels 
from  the  cleeks  and  windows  of  the 
poultry-shops,  told  what  havoc  the 
'^  slaughtermg  guns'*  had  committed 
on  the  moors.  The  town  was  getting 
empty,  discharging  its  population  by 
hourly  instalments,  through  every 
avenue  penetrable  to  cab  or  omnibus, 
and  converging  in  the  grand  terminus. 
Dulness  reigned  in  the  streets ;  fashion- 
able squares  and  crescents  wore  the 
sepulchral  stillness  of  Herculaneum, 
presenting  an  array  of  closed  shutters, 
in  dreary  rows,  tier  above  ti*,  with  in- 
hospitable paper  placards  stuck  in  the 
pane  nearest  the  door-bell,  directing 
where  parcels  and  letters  were  to  be  left. 
Every  unfeathered  biped  that  could 
get  a  sixpence  to  rub  upon  another 
was  off ;  children  of  eruptive  consti- 
tutions, to  sea-bathing  ;  dyspeptic  bar- 
risters, garrulous  haberdashers,  puffy 
grocers,  green  and  yellow  spinsters, 
with  three  months'  surplus  bile  in 
their  faces,  to  water-drinking.  Dis- 
persion was  the  universal  passion, 
pleasure-hunting  the  order  of  the  day, 
variety  and  fresh  air  the  iummum 
honum  of  human  pursuit. 

"  Why  should  not  we  enjoy  nature 
like  other  folks  ?"  said  I  to  mv  worthy 
fellow-scrivener,  Peter  Pennreather,  a 
slender,  hectic  youth,  in  the  second 
year  of  his  apprenticeship.  Winter 
and  summer  we  had  occupied  adjacent 
tripods  at  the  same  desk.  One  brush 
and  towel  were  common  to  both  ;  and 
except  in  the  article  of  lodging,  we 
were  rarely  separate,  from  morn  to 
dewy  eve. 

**  This  is  confoundedly  dull  work," 
I  observed,  and  Peter  responded  with 
a  nod  of  assent.  "  It  would  corrode 
the  patience  of  Job  to  waste  such  glo- 
rious weather  in  monotonous  quill- 
driving.     What  mortal  would  tolerate 


being  cooped  up  among  piles  of  cap- 
tions and  hornings,  boxes  of  trust- 
deeds,  and  pyramids  of  scribbled  fools- 
cap, when  the  whole  world  is  abroad  ? 
Shall  we,  like  a  pair  of  '  Last  Roses 
in  Summer,* — 

*•  •  SU  here  in  the  oflw  engrowing  alons, 

AU  the  clerks  tnd  book-keepers  haring  bolted 

and  gone  i 
Nol  one  of  our  feUow-«ppnsticcs  there. 
To  cop7  the  letters,  or  help  to  c 


"  Perish  the  thought !"  I  exclaimed 
with  a  thump  that  made  Peter  stare^ 
and  set  his  heart  a-beating  double- 
quick  time.  "  Amusement  we  must 
and  shall  have,  let  deeds  and  sum- 
monses, and  last  wills,  go  to  ; 

but  where  shall  we  go,  what  shall  we 
do,  there  is  the  rub  ?  I*m  dead  tired, 
as  Robinson  Crusoe,  of  the  charms  of 
solitude  ;  besides,  my  nose  is  getting 
suspiciously  red,  and  I  begin  to  wax 
flat  at  the  seventh  tumbler,  which  I 
take  to  be  constitutional  warnings 
upon  the  necessity  of  recreation  and 
change  of  scenery  !*'  Again  Peter 
nodded  affirmation.  A  consultation 
was  then  held  upon  the  important 
matter  of  our  personal  disposal  for  the 
holidays.  Whether  we  should  make 
a  pilgrimage  to  some  mineral  spring, 
and  refrigerate  upon  the  antiphlogistic 
regimen  of  oxydes  and  carbonates  ;  or 
whether  it  was  better,  for  the  restitu- 
tion of  a  jaded  intellect,  to  prescribe 
a  month  in  a  circulating  library,  and 
put  ourselves  through  a  course  of 
Fairy  Tales ;  or  whether  we  should 
betake  ourselves  to  red  herrings  and 
soda  water,  qualified  with  a  little 
mountain  dew,  at  Dalnacardoch,  or 
Kinlochspelvie,  or  some  other  unpro- 
nounceable inn  in  the  Highlands,  were 
points  duly  and  deeply  considered. 
At  last  the  brilliant  thought  struck 
me,  "  We  shall  be  off  to  the  Clyde, 
and  see  the  Queen  land  I  And,  Peter, 
you  must  replenish  your  haversack 
with  a  clean  shirt,  and  a  razor,  and  a 
scent-bottle,  and  go  with  me,  for  it 
would  never  do  to  leave  you  alone ; 
you  would  die  of  ennui,  and  turn  into 
a  soliloquy,  if  you  had  nobody  to  speak 
to."  The  business  was  arranged  with 
all  despatch;  three  o'clock  saw  us 
snugly  bestowed  in  a  second  class,  and 
in  a  twinkling  we  were  off,  smoking 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Gleanings  in  the  Queen*9  Wake, 


577 


and  fizzing  like  a  eongrere  rocketi  to 
the  waters  of  the  west. 

The  dawn  of  Tuesday  morning  had 
scarcely  hroken,  when  the  royal  squa- 
dron weighed  anchor,  and  sailed  in 
gallant  style  from  Lochryan  ;  the 
Victoria  and  Albert,  with  the  royal 
standard  floating  from  her  mast-head, 
leading  the  way  ;  the  Fairy,  the 
Scourge,  and  the  Undine,  following 
in  line.  A  thick  haze  brooded  over 
the  sea,  but  the  vapoury  mantle  gra- 
dually dispersed  before  the  beams  of 
the  rising  sun,  which  illuminated  the 
east  with  golden  tint?,  the  harbinger 
of  another  splendid  day.  There  was 
quite  a  gathering  of  steamers,  each 
freighted  with  its  load  of  merry  pas- 
sengers, all  eager  to  show  their  loyalty, 
and  welcome  her  most  gracious  Ma- 
jesty once  more  to  Scotia's  shores. 
As  the  weather  cleared,  and  the  grey 
mist  that  shrouded  the  mainland  rolled 
away,  the  wide  expanse  of  sky  and 
water,  and  rocky  coast  and  winding 
bay,  became  distinctly  visible,  bril- 
liantly lighted  up,  and  opening  to  the 
eye  a  scene  altogether  enchanting. 
On  the  right,  for  many  miles,  stretched 
the  undulating outlineof  Ayrshire,  the 
land  of  Bruce  and  of  Burns.  On  the 
left,  we  saw,  far  in  the  distance,  the  pe- 
ninsula of  Kintyre,  in  former  times  part 
of  the  dominions  of  the  powerful  Lords 
of  the  Isles.  Towering  in  front,  ap- 
peared one  of  the  most  remarkable 
objects  on  the  western  coast  of  Scot- 
land, the  stupendous  ocean-rock  Ailsa 
Craig,  which  gives  the  British  title  of 
marquis  to  the  Earl  of  Cassillis.  It 
stands  about  eight  miles  from  the 
nearest  point  of  land,  and  rises  in  a 
conical  shape,  to  the  height  of  eleven 
hundred  feet.  The  whole  aspect  is  pecu- 
liarly striking,  and  produces  an  eflFect 
upon  the  senses  similar  to  what  the 
stranger  feels  when  he  first  gazes  upon 
the  Pyramids,  or  the  Falls  of  Niagara. 
It  is,  in  fact,  not  a  mere  rock,  but  the 
summit  of  a  huge  mountain,  elevated  in 
abrupt  and  sublime  grandeur  above 
the  waves,  surrounded  by  deep  water 
on  all  sides  except  the  south-eastern, 
where  a  kind  of  beach  is  formed  by 
the  accumulated  debris.  In  almost 
every  feature  it  is  the  exact  counter- 
part of  the  Bass,  on  the  eastern  coast, 
off  the  town  of  Dunbar.  Both  are 
selected  as  breeding-places  by  the  solan 
geese,  and  are  the  habitations  of  count- 
less swarms  of  sea  fowls.     Both  have 


a  fresh-water  spring  near  the  summit^ 
and  both  afford  pasturage  for  a  small 
number  of  goats  or  sheep,  the  flesh 
of  which  acquires  a  peculiarly  rich  fla- 
vour from  the  salt  grass,  which  ren- 
ders it  quite  a  dainty  to  the  epicure^ 
and  fetches  a  higher  price  in  the  mar- 
ket. A  distinguished  geologist^  Dr. 
MacCulloch,  has  given  a  most  correct 
and  eloquent  description  of  this  vast 
and  imposing  leviathan  of  the  deep, 
whose  grev  rugged  sides  bid  defianca 
to  the  billows,  which  have  dashed 
against  them  for  a  thousand  years  :— 

"  Its  circumference  cannot  be  les« 
than  two  miles,  and  it  therefore  forms 
a  large  island,  which  is  covered  with 
verdure,  and  is  the  abode  of  gulls,  ga- 
nets,  goats,  and  rabbits.  Its  shape  is 
round  and  cumbrous,  when  viewed  from 
the  north-west;  but,  when  seen  from 
the  north,  it  assumes  an  elegant  conical 
figure.  It  is  bounded  on  the  north-west 
by  peroendicular  cliffs,  200  or  300  feet 
in  height ;  but  on  the  other  sides  it  de- 
clines, by  a  rapid  grassy  slope,  to  the 
sea,  intermixed,  however,  with  rocky 
ftices,  and  covered  with  heaps  of  frag- 
ment}, which  are  falling  from  the  bare 
cliff.  In  many  places  the  rock  ap- 
proaches to  an  obscure  columnar  struc- 
ture, and  this  occasionally  acquires 
great  regularitv.  It  is  on  the  north 
side  that  the  columns  are  the  most  per- 
fect. Nothing  can  exceed  the  magnifi- 
cence of  the  columnar  wall  on  this  side : 
even  the  high  faces  of  Staffa  sink  into 
insignificance,  on  a  comparison  with  the 
enormous  elevation  and  dimensions  of 
Ailsa.  With  that  elevation  is  combined 
an  air  of  grandeur,  arising  from  the 
simplicity  of  their  aspect,    which  the 

Sencil  and  pen  are  equally  incapable  of 
escribine^.  To  the  lover  of  picturesque 
beauty  toey  possess  a  requisite,  of 
which  the  want  is  perpetuatlv  felt  in 
contemplating  the  hasaltio  columns  of 
Staffa  or  Eigg — this  is,  their  grey  co- 
lour, catchine  the  most  vivid  lights  and 
reflections,  when  the  iron  cliffs  of  basalt 
are  compounded  in  one  indiscriminate 
gloom.  He  is  an  incurious  geologist, 
or  a  feeble  admirer  of  nature,  who  is 
content  to  pass  Ailsa  unseen.** 

This  rebuke  of  the  learned  natu- 
ralist certainly  cannot  apply  to  us,  or 
to  her  Majesty's  squadron.  We  saw 
this  petrified  iceberg  under  every  ad- 
vantage. We  swept  round  the  west 
side,  remaining  opposite  it  for  some 
time,  to  give  the  royal  party  an  oppor- 
tunity of  inspecting  the  numerous  cu- 
riosities of  that  singular  rock.  About 
a  third  of  the  way  up,  we  observed  an 
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old  ruin>  said  to  have  been  built  by 
Philip  II.  of  Spain.  The  story  is  not 
very  credible  ;  but  it  was  off  this 
coast  that  "  Thurot's  defeat"  took 
place^  and  it  was  on  the  Olympic 
throne  of  Ailsa  that  the  poet  made 
the  ocean  deities  sit,  **  spectators  of  the 
fight"— 

**  Till  Binkf ng  slow,  the  mimie  thnnders  faU« 
And  £lUot*0  genini  triiimphs  oV  the  Gaul.** 

It  is  more  likely  that  the  ruin  in 
question  is  the  remains  of  a  baronial 
prison,  erected  by  some  of  the  power- 
ful clan  of  the  Kennedys,  who  once 
held  despotic  sway  over  that  part  of 
Ayrshire,  and  when 

**  From  Wifton  and  Uie  town  of  Ayr, 
Portpatrick  and  the  CniiTes  o*  Cree ; 
Nae  man  might  think  to  prosper  there, 
UnleM  he  coort  rrV  Kennodio." 

Ailsa  was  an  excellent  place  in  feu- 
dal times  for  silencing  a  troublesome 
enemy,  or  confining  those  vassals  who 
had  incurred  the  Laird's  resentment. 
The  rock  and  the  sea-fowl  could  tell 
no  tales,  and  the  roaring  Atlantic  be- 
neath would  soon  close  over  the  doom- 
ed victims  precipitated  from  its  im- 
mense cliffs.  Many  a  dark  deed  has 
been  perpetrated  on  Ailsa,  unseen  by 
the  world,  and  unknown  to  history. 
Feudal  vengeance  could  work  its  will 
far  from  human  habitation,  and  with 
no  witness  that  could  or  dared  give 
utterance  to  the  dreadful  tale.  Though 
no  longer  a  prison,  this  rock  continues 
to  be  a  huge  marine  aviary,  being 
almost  covered  with  myriads  of  birds 
clinging  to  its  sides,  darkening  the  air 
when  on  the  wing,  and  deafening  the 
curious  spectator  with  their  loud  and 
discordant  screaming.  We  were  told 
that  thrushes  have  taken  up  their 
abode  there,  and  pour  out  their  rich 
melody  as  blithely  as  among  the  ver- 
dant groves  of  Kyle  or  Carrick,  on 
the  opposite  shore. 

Having  satisfied  our  curiosity  with 
the  natural  and  living  wonders  of  this 
stupendous  ocean  islet,  we  joined  in 
the  wake  of  the  royal  squadron,  which 
stood  for  Arran,  at  first  dimly  vbible, 
but  gradually  unveiling  its  romantic 
features  as  we  neared  it,  until  the 
prospect  became  one  of  surpassing 
beauty.  The  sea  was  now  as  smooth 
as  a  lake,  and  the  deep  blue  of  the 
sky  was  variegated  with  fleecy  clouds. 
Upwards  of  twenty  vessels,  unable  to 
get  away  in  the  calm,  lay  in  sight, 
with   their  sails  fiiU    spread ;    some 


within  hail  of  the  squadron,  others 
fading  fVom  the  view  on  the  edge  of 
the  horizon.  The  coast  of  the  idand 
presented  at  one  place  a  bold  and  ser- 
rated rampart  of  rocks,  at  another 
descending  to  the  beach  In  gentte  and 
cultivated  slopes,  dotted  witii  Comfort- 
able farm-houses,  with  a  baick^aund 
of  lofty  and  rugged  peaks,  half  hid  In 
the  loose  clouds,  that  seldom  quit,  ev^cn 
in  the  clearest  weather,  these  Alnine 
regions.  We  came  close  into  Lanuasfa 
harbour,  rounded  Holy  Island,  and 
then  passed  into  Brodick  Bay,  wiiere 
a  fine  panorama  greets  the  eye,  ^e 
most  striking  object  in  which  is  tixe 
towering  pinnacle  of  Goatfell. 

The  small  island  of  Lamlasb^  or 
Holy  Isle,  is  far  from  deficient  in  pic- 
turesque beauty.  It  rises  at  the  moiidi 
of  the  bay,  in  the  shape  of  an  irregu- 
lar cone,  nearly  960  feet  in  height. 
Its  variegated  surface  is  diversified 
with  heath-clad  hiUs  and  grassy  ridges, 
which  are  seen  intermingled  with 
naked  red-sandstone,  surmounted  by 
rude  basaltic  columns  piled  In  tiers 
above  each  other.  On  each  side  of 
the  isle  there  is  a  convenient  entrance 
into  the  bay,  which  forms  a  spacious 
semicircle,  about  three  miles  in  lengA, 
from  its  northern  to  its  southern  ex- 
tremity. Within,  there  is  an  exceHe^t 
harbour,  of  suflBcient  depth  of  water 
for  vessels  of  all  sizes,  and  room 
enough  for  accommodating  the  largest 
fleet.  The  neat  village  of  Laml^^, 
or  Kilbride,  stands  about  the  cen^e 
of  the  bay,  spread  in  a  beautiful  curve 
along  the  beach,  with  a  sloping  bank 
clothed  with  thriving  wood,  b^hidlt. 
Whiting  Bay  lies  to  the  south';  frtitit 
wants  the  bold  features  of  the  sOen^y 
farther  north.  At  the  ver^  )o#€M 
extremity  is  situated  the  small 'felaiid 
of  Pladda,  with  its  light-hou^^  ^ 
pearing  as  if  rent  by  some  convol^n 
from  Arran,  whence  its  name  is  said 
to  be  derived, 

Brodick  Bay  presents  a  charmii^ 
coup  d*anU  Nature  and  art  have  con- 
tributed largely  to  the  rare  conAina- 
tion  of  beauty  and  grandeur  wbfch 
distinguishes  the  scenery  around  it 
The  bay  itself  is  a  deep  regular  torve 
of  about  two  miles  in  length.  Belted 
the  greater  part  with  a  beach  of  tine 
sand ;  whence  a  plain  of  considerable 
extent,  ornamented  with  ebttag^ 
villas,  cultivated  fields,  and  fiourishhig 
plantations,    retires   iaiRfrd,   tifl^  it 
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meets  the  beautiful  and  romantic  val- 
leys of  Glenrosa^  Glensheraig,  and 
Glencloy.  Brodick  is  a  considerable 
village,  with  a  good  inn,  affording 
tolerable  accommodation  for  visitors 
and  sea-bathers.  In  the  immediate 
vicinity  is  Brodick  Castle,  a  summer 
residence  of  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  ; 
its  roof  and  battlements  peering  among 
the  trees  of  the  thickly-wooded  eleva* 
tion  on  which  it  stands.  It  was  en- 
larged and  repaired  last  year,  for  the 
accommo<ktion  of  the  noble  duke's 
ddest  son,  the  Marquis  of  Douglas, 
and  his  German  wife,  the  Princess 
Marie  of  Baden,  who  has  become  a 
great  favourite  with  the  islanders. 

Arran  has  many  other  picturesque 
spotSy  especially  Glen  Sannox,  the 
Vale  of  Shisken,  the  most  fertile  and 
best  cultivated  part  of  the  island,  and 
Loch  Ranza,  near  the  head  of  which 
stands  the  ancient  castle  of  the  same 
name,  once  a  royal  hunting-seat  of  the 
Stuart  kin^s,  but  now  roofless,  and  fast 
falling  to  decay. 

Viewed  near  or  distant,  Arran  is 
an  object  of  interesting  contemplation 
to  the  lover  of  nature  as  well  as  to  the 
man  of  science.  Round  almost  the 
whole  of  the  sea-coast,  except  where 
.  the  landscape  is  indented  by  the  valleys 
and  bays,  there  is  a  narrow  and  level 
border  of  land,  walled  up  on  the  land- 
ward side  by  a  high  ridge  of  rocks, 
which  the  sea  appears  to  have  washed 
when  its  level  was  higher  than  at  pre- 
sent. In  some  places  this  ridge  is  a 
series  of  rude  cliffs  and  naked  preci- 
pvces ;  but  in  general,  more  especially 
fcoiE  Sannox  to  Brodick,  it  is  exceed- 
ingly beautiful  and  picturesque ;  its 
rMgged  features  disappearing,  and  the 
luxuriant  ivy  which  clings  to  its  face, 
and  the  rich  clothing  of  natural  birch, 
asb^  oak,  and  thick  brushwood  which 
springs  up  among  its  numerous  clefts, 
crowning  its  top  without  concealing 
it.  Here  a  cave  scooped  out  by  the 
sea,  there  a  romantic  amphitheatre 
formed  by  one  of  its  numerous  bends ; 
and  next  a  white  cascade  tumbling 
over  the  precipices,  give  a  variety  to 
its  aspects  in  succession,  which  is  ever 
and  anon  tempting  the  tourist  to  stop 
and  admire. 

The  southern  division  is  less  impos- 
ing than  the  northern,  the  aspect 
bemg  tamer,  and  the  hills  of  less 
gigantic  height,  averaging  not  more 
than  800  feet  above  the  level  of  the 


sea.  From  Brodick  to  Loch  Ranza, 
their  elevation  entirely  changes.  A 
considerable  way  up,  few  of  them  have 
the  usual  mountain  covermg  even  of 
brown  heather,  but  many  of  them  are 
bare  precipices  from  their  very  foun- 
dations ;  and  the  greater  number  raise 
their  naked  tops  to  the  sky  in  stupen- 
dous pyramids  and  spires  of  rough 
granite.  As  seen  from  certain  points, 
they  appear  to  the  eye  as  if  they  had 
but  yesterday  been  upturned  from 
their  primitive  beds  below  the  bottom 
of  the  ocean.  Thehr  absolute  height 
is  not  very  great,  the  elevation  of 
Goatfell  (in  Gselic,  Gaoth  Chienn,  or 
Ben  Ghoil,  the  mountain  of  the  winds) 
not  exceeding  3000  feet.  But  pre- 
senting at  a  glance,  as  they  do,  their 
full  dimensions  from  the  shore  to  their 
summits,  and  being  congregated  to- 
gether in  one  stupendous  group,  the 
windy  mountain  towering  above  the 
rest  like  a  proud  Highland  chieftain 
surrounded  oy  the  cadets  of  his  clan, 
few  scenes  in  their  general  effect  can 
be  more  impressively  grand  and  mag- 
nificent. In  Scotland  there  is  no 
Alpine  scenery  that  can  in  all  respects 
match  them,  except  perhaps  that  of 
the  Cuchullin  hills,  in  Skye. 

The  geological  value  of  Arran  is 
celebrated  over  all  the  world,  and  cer- 
tainly finds  no  parallel  in  Scotland  for 
interest  and  importance.  Within  its 
small  compass,  it  exhibits  a  kind  of 
epitome  of  the  mineral  structure  of 
the  globe;  shewing  in  regular  pro- 
gression the  successive  formations, 
from  the  primitive  unstratified  granite 
to  the  diluvial  gravel  and  sand  repos- 
ing in  incipient  strata  on  the  latest 
formed  rocks.  It  was  the  remarkable 
structure  of  Arran  that  suggested  to 
Hutton  his  theoretical  speculations, 
which  afterwards  received  so  eloquent 
an  exposition  in  the  "  Illustrations"  of 
his  disciple,  the  late  Professor  Plav- 
fair,  of  Edinburgh,  and  may  be  said 
to  have  first  raised  geology  to  the 
rank  of  a  science  in  Great  Britain. 

Unable  to  resist  the  natural  and 
picturesque  temptations  of  this  en- 
chanted isle,  my  fellow-traveller  and 
I  resolved  to  part  consorts  with  the 
royal  squadron  for  a  time,  and  treat 
ourselves  to  a  ramble  in  the  interior. 
We  were  put  ashore  at  the  little  pier 
close  under  Brodick  Castle,  to  which 
we  were  admitted  to  pay  a  visit  through 
the  kindness  of  the  ducal  factor,  who 
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acts  M  warden  to  the  mansion.  The 
new  u^proYements  are  extensive*  the 
furniture  elegant.  Among  other  re- 
licsy  we  were  shown  a  rude  massy 
table  of  verj  primitive  structure,  which 
tradition  sajs  was  King  Robert  Bruce's 
.  *  dining-table.  The  story,  however,  is 
highly  improbable^  as  the  castle  was 
frequently  sacked  in  the  wars*  and 
oomplettly  dismantled.  It  and  the 
whole  island  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
English  daring  the  attempts  of  Ed- 
ward I.  to  annex  Scotland  to  his  own 
dominions.  In  1306,  they  held  it  un- 
der Sir  John  Hastings,  nntil  it  was 
recovered  by  Sir  James  Douglas,  and 
other  partisans  of  Bruce.  A  century 
and  a^udf  afterwards,  when  the  rebel- 
lions Earl  of  Ross  fitted  out  an  expe- 
dition under  Donald  Balloch,  against 
his  sovereign  James  II.,  he  pillaged 
the  island ;  and  after  storming  Brodick 
Castle,  levelled  it  to  the  ground. 
Again,  in  1544,  when  Henrv  Vlil. 
•ought  to  punish  the  Scots  for  their 
refusal  to  enter  into  his  scheme  of 
uniting  the  two  kingdoms  by  the  mar- 
riage of  his  son  with  the  Scottish 
Princess  Mary,  his  lieutenant,  the 
Earl  of  Lennox,  made  a  descent  upon 
Arran,  and  demolished  Brodick  Cas- 
tle, from  which  he  carried  away  much 
plunder.  Twenty  years  later,  the 
castle  was  destroyed,  and  the  island 
laid  desolate  with  fire  and  sword,  by 
the  Earl  of  Sussex,  then  lord-lieute- 
nant of  Ireland,  in  retaliation  for  the 
frequent  incursions  of  the  Scotch 
islanders  into  Ulster,  to  assist  their 
countrymen  in  their  opposition  to  the 
authority  of  the  English  viceroys. 
Finally,  Brodick  Castle  was  occupied 
by  a  garrison  under  Cromwell,  who 
strengthened  it  by  erecting  a  bartizan 
on  the  north  side,  which  still  remains. 
The  troops,  amounting  to  eighty  men, 
met  with  a  tragical  fate.  Having  con- 
ducted themselves  with  the  rude  license 
of  conquerors,  and  otherwise  used  im- 
proper liberties,  the  natives,  in  revenge, 
fell  upon  them  by  surprise,  and  put 
them  all  to  the  sword.  The  last  of 
the  party  was  dragged  from  his  con- 
cealment, under  a  large  stone  near  the 
road-side,  at  Sannox,  which  still,  from 
its  rexnarkable  appearance,  attracts 
the  notice  of  travellers.  After  so  many 
repeated  devastations,  it  is  not  likely 
the  castle  would  retain  any  memorials 
of  Bruce,  although  several  places  in 
the  island  undoubtedly  bear  mai'ks  of 


his  residence  and  concealment  there, 
whilst  waiting  the  opportunity  to  re- 
store the  independence'of  his  ooantry. 
The  King's  Cave  on  the  west  coast ; 
Dairy,  or  the  King's  Plain ;  Toran- 
righ,  or  the  King's  Mount ;  and  King's 
Cross,  whence  he  embarked  for  the 
coast  of  Carrick,  are  places  said  to 
have  all  received  their  names  from 
their  connexion  with  the  hero  of  Ban- 
nockburn. 

Gratified  with  the  inspection  of  this 
ducal  mansion,  we  wended  our  way  to 
the  inn,  and  after  regaling  ourselves 
with  a  due  allowance  of  salmon,  oold 
pie,  and  usquebaugh,  all  excellent,  we 
resolved  to  attempt  an  expedition  to 
the  top  of  the  far-famed  Ben-ghoil. 
The  exploit  was  somewhat  haxardons, 
seeing  that  the  day  was  nearly  blood 
heat,  and  we  carried  twenty  stone 
weight  between  ua — I  being  thirteen, 
and  my  fellow-climber  seven.  Never- 
theless,  the  attempt  was  made,  and  gal- 
lantly accomplished.  Emerging  from 
the  woods  that  skirt  the  base  of  the 
mountain,  we  got  our  foot  upon  the 
open  head),  fragrant  with  wild  thyme, 
and  spread  like  a  purple  carpet  for 
miles  around.  At  every  step  the  pa- 
norama expanded  into  wider  sublimity, 
cheering  us  onwards  in  our  weary  task. 
The  only  point  where  our  courage 
flagged  for  a  moment,  was  on  arriving 
at  the  highest  and  steepest  ascent, 
which  looked  as  if  a  grave-yard,  with 
its  pavement  of  monumental  stones, 
had  started  up,  and  confronted  us  with 
a  prohibitory— >"  Hitherto  shall  ye 
come,  and  no  farther."  We  saw 
nothing  but  immense  flattened  granite 
boulders,  arranged  in  the  form  of 
woolpacks,  clothed  only  with  lichens 
and  mosses  in  scattered  patches,  Imd 
affording  congenial  shelter  lor  the 
eagle  and  the  ptarmigan.  Formidable 
as  these  stony  ramparts  look  from  be- 
low, they  were  surmounted ;  and  with 
lungs  heaving  and  puffing  like  a  rail- 
way engine,  we  inhaled  the  pore 
breezes  on  the  top  of  Goatfell. 

The  view  was  sublimely  grand,  and 
amply  rewarded  us  for  our  corpulent 
temerity.  Around,  and  apparently 
within  a  stone-cast,  rose  a  bold  amphi- 
theatre of  rugged  and  perpendicular 
difl^  grey  and  weatherworn,  shooting 
up  in  columns  and  obelisks,  as  if  some 
geological  submarine  association  had 
fired  them  off  in  honour  of  Plato's 
birth-day.  Immediately  under  our  ibel^ 
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far  in  tho  abyu  below,  lay  Glenrosa* 
with  its  rooky  stream,  its  sepolohral 
oairDS,  and  its  romantic  caverns.  On 
eyeryband  the  majestic  barriers  are 
intersected  with  narrow  glens  and 
deep  corries,  whose  wild  and  sombre 
oayities  produce  upon  the  mind  an 
effect  at  once  pleasing  and  awful. 
Beyond  Glen  Sannox,  and  towards 
the  north,  another  scene,  different  in 
character,  but  scarcely  less  imposing, 
presents  itself.  A  larg^  mass  of  the 
mountain  which  crowns  that  part  of 
the  island  having  given  way,  and  bro- 
ken into  numberless  detached  frag- 
ments, these  are  seen  for  more  than  a 
mile  of  rapid  declivity,  in  promiscuous 
disorder,  piled  upon  each  other,  re- 
sembling a  petrified  army  flying  before 
a  superior  force,  one  fugitive  with  his 
enormous  bulk  pressing  down  another, 
and  both  threatened  with  being  over* 
whelmed  by  a  still  more  gigantic  form 
behind. 

The  names  of  many  of  these  peaks 
are  significant  of  their  natural  aspect. 
We  have  Cir  tnor,  the  large  comb ; 
Ceum  na  Caliich,  the  hag's  step ;  jTor- 
nan  Shiam,  the  fairy's  mound;  Dun 
JFUm,  Fingal's  fort;  for  tradition  af- 
firms that  the  father  of  Ossian  (the 
bard  himself  is  said  to  have  lived  in 
Arran),  the  renowned  hero  Fingal,  or 
Fin  Mac  Coul,  if  not  a  native  of  the 
island,  frequented  it  for  the  pastime  of 
the  chase,  and  gave  it  his  name,  Arr 
Fkmn,  the  battle-field  of  Fingal,  where 
he  defeated  a  son  of  the  King  of  Nor- 
way, and  which,  by  the  natives,  is  still 
called  Arrin.  This  is  just  as  probable 
an  etymology  as  ^rr  Inn,  the  high 
island.  At  all  events  the  Ossianio 
hero  has  a  legendary  possession  of  it. 
Among  other  ancient  monuments  is 
the  celebrated  Siudhe  Choir  Fhum,  or 
Fingal's  caldron-seat— a  huge  cavern, 
a  hundred  and  twelve  feet  long,  and 
thirty  high,  narrowing  to  the  top  like  a 
Gotluc  arch,  and  towards  the  end  se- 
parating into  two  branches.  On  each 
side  of  these  recesses  are  several  small 
holes  opposite  each  other,  into  which, 
the  legend  says,  were  fixed  transverse 
beams  that  supported  the  pots  in  which 
the  heroes  seethed  their  venison.  Others 
allege  that  Fingal's  caldron  was  sus- 
pended on  a  lofty  circular  row  of  stones ; 
and  if  its  depth  bore  any  proportion  to 
its  diameter,  it  might  have  served  for 
a  boiler  to  the  liurgest  steamer  that 
ever  crossed  the  AUantic.  In  one  of 
the  itonei  that  form  the  circle,  there  is 


a  perforation  to  which  Fingal  tied  his 
favourite  dog  Bran.  Other  hollows 
are  shown  as  the  stable,  cellar,  and 
kennel  of  the  great  Mac  Coul ;  but 
whether  they  belonged  to  the  Fingalian 
or  to  a  later  age,  it  would  be  rash  to 
assert. 

From  our  airy  summit  we  had  a 
survey  of  the  entire  island,  from  the 
"  Dipping  Rocks"  in  the  south,  to  the 
noted  sea-mark  above  Loch  Ranza» 
called  the  "  Cock  of  Arrao,"  a  large 
block  of  sandstone,  rising  to  a  consi- 
derable height.  Extendmg  the  view 
wider,  the  prospect  embraced  the  three 
kingdoms.  To  the  right  we  saw  the 
coast  of  Ireland ;  to  the  south,  the  Isle 
of  Man  and  the  Westmoreland  moun- 
tains ;  nearer  to  the  left,  the  shores  of 
Carrick,  with  Ailsa  rising  like  a  huge 
haycock  midway  in  the  sea.  To  the 
northward,  at  the  distance  of  some  five 
or  six  miles,  lay  Bute  and  the  two 
Cumbrays,  sleeping  in  calm  repose  in 
the  waters ;  beyond  them  the  Firth  of 
Clyde  and  the  entrance  to  Lochfine 
bounded  this  charming  and  magnificent 
view.  Well  might  the  poet  of  the 
Clyde  sing  :— 

**  Far  look  thy  motintalni,  Amm,  o'er  the  mftln, 
And  Ux  o*er  GuniUnghaiiie'i  expanded  plain  i 
From  Oordon'i  hill,  and  Irrine's  silver  lource. 
Through  all  her  links  they  trace  the  rlTer's  connt  i 
Yiew  many  a  town  in  hlatory*s  page  nnrc^'df 
Decayed  Kilwinning  and  Ardroeaan  old, 
Kilmarnock  low  that  mid  her  plain  retiree. 
And  youthful  Irrine  near  Montgomery*e  9piimJ* 

It  is  with  the  name  and  exploits 
of  Bruce,  however,  that  Arran  is 
most  intimately  connected.  After 
the  disastrous  defeat  of  that  heroic 
monarch  at  Methven,  and  his  peril- 
ous escape  at  Dairy,  he  retired,  with 
a  small  band  of  trusty  adherents, 
to  the  small  island  of  Rathlin,  in  the 
north  of  Ireland.  There  he  spent  the 
winter  of  1307,  under  protection  of 
the  Lord  of  the  Isles ;  but  in  the  spring 
he  crossed  over  to  Arran,  where  Lord 
James  Douglas  and  other  friends  had 
preceded  him,  with  a  view  to  expel 
the  English.  The  royal  fugitive  was 
accompanied,  in  his  voyage,  with  a 
small  fleet  of  thirty- three  row-boats, 
and  steered  for  Loch  Ranza.  Sir 
Walter  Scott  commemorates  the  land- 
ing in  the  fourth  canto  of  the  "  Lord 
of  the  Isles"  :— 

"  Now  laonebed  once  More,  the  iaitad  Mft 
They  furrow  with  fair  augury, 

And  steer  for  Arran'i  Isle  t 
The  snn,  ere  yet  he  rank  behind 
Ben-Oholl,  the  *  mountain  of  the  wind,* 
Gave  hii  grim  peaki  a  greeting  Und| 
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Thither  the  destined  coune  they  dreir, 
It  seemed  the  Ule  her  monarch  Imew, 
So  brUUant  ▼■•  t9ie  wimdwrnrd  vieir, 
The  ooeea  eo  eerene.'* 

The  arrival  of  the  monarch  was  un- 
known  to  his  companions  on  the  island ; 
bat  as  he  heard  they  were  huntrog  in 
the  neighbonrhoodyhe  wound  hisbugle^ 
whose  peonliar  soond  they  easily  re- 
cognized. Sir  Walter  thus  narrates 
the  king's  meeting  with  his  veteran 
chiefs  and  grey-haired  warriors : — 

**  To  lend  King  Bobert  lightly  sprang, 
And  thrloo  aload  his  bugle  rung 
With  note  prolonged,  and  rarled  strain, 
TiU  bold  Ben-GhoU  repUed  again ; 
Good  Dooi^  then,  end  De  la  Heyev 
Had  inthe  glen  a  hart  at  bay  i 
And  Lennox  cheered  the  laggard  hounds, 
When  waked  ttiat  horn,  the  greenwood  bounds  t 

*  It  Is  the  foe  r  erled  Boyd,  who  came 
In  breathless  haste  with  eye  on  flame— 

*  It  is  the  foe  I    Each  raliant  lord 
Fling  by  the  bow,  and  grasp  his  sword  1* 
'  Not  so,*  replied  ^e  good  Lord  James, 

*  That  blast  no  English  bugle  claims ; 
Oft  have  I  heard  it  fire  the  fight. 
Cheer  the  punoit,  or  stop  the  flight. 
Dead  were  my  heart,  and  deaf  mine  ear. 
If  Bruce  should  call,  nor  Douglas  bear ! 
Each  to  Loch  Baaxa*s  margin  spring, 
That  blast  was  winded  by  the  icing  I* 
Fast  to  their  mates  the  tidings  spread, 
And  fast  to  ahora  the  warriors  sped } 
Bursting  from  glen  and  greenwood  tree 
High  waked  their  loyal  jubilee ; 
Around  the  royal  Brace  they  crowd. 
And  dMped  his  hands,  and  vept  aloud." 

Amid  the  caves  and  fastnesses  of 
Arrany  Bruce  could  live  concealed 
from  his  enemies,  who  lay  on  the 
opposite  coast  of  Carrick,  while  his 
proximity  to  its  shores  enabled  him  to 
obtain  intelligence  of  their  position  and 
their  strength,  and  to  take  advantage 
of  any  false  or  fayorable  movement 
that  might  occur.  History  dwells  with 
minute  fondness  on  thb  part  of  the 
monarch's  adventurous  career ;  on  his 
hair-breadth  'scapes,  his  occupation 
durii^  his  stay,  and  his  enterprising 
voyage  to  the  mainland,  where  acci- 
dent or  fortune  drew  him  from  his  re- 
treaty  to  establish  the  liberties  of  Scot- 
land. During  his  sojourn,  he  made 
the  usual  place  of  his  residence  a  cave 
on  the  sequestered  shore  of  Drumidoon 
(or  Drum-an-duin,  the  kill  of  the  fort), 
one  of  the  most  romantic  sea-clifis  in 
the  island.  It  is  still  called  the  King's 
Cave,  and  is  114  feet  long,  44  broad, 
and  47  high.  On  the  walls  may  be 
seen,  rudely  cut,  a  hunting*8cene,  said 
to  be  carved  by  the  latent  monarch,  as 
figurative  of  his  own  condition,  when 
this  lonely  grotto  was  his  abode.  Other 
representations  by  the  same  hand  are 
said  to  have  existed  at  one  time,  but 
they  have  been  either  entirely  erased, 
or  rendered  entirely  untraceable,  by 


the  scribbling  vanity  of  reeaat  visitors. 
It  was  here,  as  the  legend  tella,  tint 
the  incident  of  the  spider  occwrred,  to 
which,  according  to  the  same  aul^io- 
rity,  Scotland  owed  the  recovery 
of  her  independence.  It  was  in 
Arran,  too,  that  he  addressed  to  his 
sister  ^'Isabel"  the  words  whioh  Sir 
Walter  Scott  puts  into  his  mouth,  and 
which  have  acquired  univocaal  aofto- 
riety  by  being  pressed  by  the  arclMigi- 
tator,  O'Connell,  into  the  servioe  of 
Repeal  :— 

^  O  ScotUnd  I  shall  it  e^er  be  mhie 
To  wreak  thy  wronffi  in  battle  Use* 
To  raise  my  victor  liead,  and  eee 
Thy  hills,  thy  dales,  thy  people  free. 
That  glance  of  bliss  is  all  Icrave, 
Betwixt  my  labours  and  the  graTe.** 

This  royal  dialogue  is  feigned  to  have 
taken  place  in  the  convent  of  St.  Brid- 
get, or  Bride,  then  the  lonely  reaidenoe 
of  the  Lady  Isabella*  near  Loch  Ransa, 
the  ruins  of  which  have  been  only  latdy 
removed.  This  saint,  however,  was 
not  the  only  one  the  island  could  boast 
of.  St.  Columba  himself  visited  it,  for 
the  purpose  of  evuigelizing  the  hea- 
then inhabitants;  and  a  cairn,  aow 
overgrown  with  moss,  called  Shodke 
ChiiUutn  Chille^  marks  the  spot  where 
be  sat  down  to  refresh  himself  with  his 
disciples.  One  of  the  most  eminent  ef 
these  Christian  missionariea  was  St. 
Molios  (the  shaved,  or  bare-headed 
servant  of  Jesus,  as  the  Gaelic  imports) 
who  took  up  his  abode  in  Lanoiash,  or 
the  Holy  Isle.  The  cave  whioh  fimed 
his  residence  is  merely  an  excavaimn 
in  the  red  sandstone,  hollowed  oat  bj 
the  sea  with  its  mou&  defended  by  a 
wall  of  loose  stones.  On  the  rooi  ace 
recorded  his  name  and  office,  in  a  R«- 
nio  inscription,  and  a  shelf  of  rode,  a 
little  elevated  above  the  floor,  is  said 
to  have  been  his  bed.  Near  tiie  oate 
is  a  large  flat  stone,  called  his  diniag- 
table  ;  and  his  bath,  a  spring  of  pore 
water  much  resorted  to  in  the  ages  of 
superstition,  and  celebrated  for  the 
healing  virtues  alleged  to  have  been 
communicated  to  it  by  the  prayers  and 
blessings  of  the  saint.  From  Lamiash, 
St.  Molios,  for  some  cause  unezplaiii- 
ed,  removed  to  Shisken,  where  he  died 
at  the  age  of  120,  and  where  his  ashes 
now  repose.  On  the  stone  which  co- 
vers his  grave,  and  which  is  said  to 
have  been  brought  from  lona,  the  fi- 
gure of  the  saint,  arrayed  in  the  robes 
of  a  mitred  abbot,  with  chahoe  and 
crosier  in  his  hands,  is  not  inekgantlv 
sculptured.     Till  widiin  the  krt  half 
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century,  ft  was  customary  for  women, 
«fter  their  eonfhietnent,  to  repair  to 
thU  tomb,  and  there  deposit  upon  the 
•tone  a  silver  piece,  as  a  thank-offering 
for  t*jehr  recovery. 

Tiie  memory  of  the  good  King  Ro- 
bert is  dear  to  the  islanders  of  Arran. 
A  body  of  them  fought  under  his  ban- 
ner at  Bannockburn,  and  for  services 
tfcere  rendered,  or  kiospitality  formerly 
sb«wn,  after  his  accession  to  the  throne 
of  his  ancestors,  he  gave  many  of  them 
grants  of  land  on  the  island,  one  of 
which,  at  least,  is  held  by  the  lineal 
descendant  to  this  day,  Mr.  Fullar- 
ton  of  Kitmichael,  whose  ancestor, 
Feargus  Maclewis,  or  Macloy,  gave 
him  his  protection  when  concealed  in 
the  retreat  or  fort  of  Tornanshiain. 
Tfa^  lands  granted  to  others  have  long 
passed  to  other  hands,  and  now  form 
part  of  the  property  of  the  Duke  of 
Hamilton* 

We  cannot  bid  adieu  to  Arran 
without  bearing  testimony  to  the  many 
imprOrements  made  and  in  progress, 
both  in  the  tastes,  habits,  dwellings, 
end  nxral  industry  of  the  population. 
More  are  still  wanted,  and  may,  in 
'Oourse  of  time,  be  effected.  The  at- 
tractions of  its  healthy  climate  and 
Bugeatio  scenery,  as  Dr.  M'Naughton 
has  remarked,  make  Arran,  even  in 
Its  present  state,  a  place  of  considera- 
Ue  resort  to  summer  visitors.  Many 
of  these,  if  they  could  get  building 
ieasea,  would  erect  villas,  and  perhaps 
reside  the  whole  year.  There  would 
thoa  be  a  home  market  for  much  of 
the  pnoduoe  of  the  island,  that  is  at 
preaettt  carried  out  of  it  at  considera- 
ble expense — ^much  additional  employ- 
ment got  for  the  working  classes — 
and  l^e  foundation  laid  for  converting 
Lamlash  and  Brodick  into  flourishing 
towns — perhaps  the  seat  of  manufac- 
tures and  commerce,  for  they  enjoy 
the  £nest  harbours  on  the  coast  of 
Scotland,  and  abundance  of  coals  on 
the  opposite  coast  of  Ayrshire. 

Agriculture  has  made  great  pro- 
gressw  Lands  which  were  formerly 
common,  or  cut  up  into  stripes  among 
a  number  of  individuals,  are  now  di- 
vided and  enclosed.  Within  the  last 
thirty  years  there  has  been  the  most 
marked  improvement  upon  the  dwell- 
ings, offices,  implements  of  husbandry, 
&c.,  both  in  the  skill  and  beauty  of 
the  workmanship.  Formerly  the  peo- 
ple squatted  in  mean  hamlets,  cluster- 
ed in  irregular  heaps,  and  generally 


built  of  dry  stones,  pointed  with  mor- 
tar. The  dwelling-house  consisted  of 
two  apartments — the  uppermost  being 
the  best,  and  the  lower  the  kitchen. 
Both  formed  one  range,  which  termi- 
nated with  the  byre,  and  a  door  in  the 
middle  was  common  to  the  inmates  of 
both.  Between  them,  however,  there 
w^  a  partition  of  wicker-work,  plas- 
tered with  mortar,  and  whitewashed. 
The  thatch  was  heather  or  fern,  laid 
in  alternate  layers,  very  coarsely  put 
on,  and  secured  by  heather  ropes,  laid 
across  and  athwart,  kept  tight  by 
stones  suspended  to  their  ends,  at  the 
eaves.  There  were  no  chimneys.  The 
fire  was  upon  a  stone  in  the  centre  of 
the  apartment,  and  the  smoke  was 
allowed  to  make  the  best  of  its  way 
by  the  door,  the  window,  and  an  aper- 
ture for  the  purpose  in  the  ridge  of 
the  roof. 

These  rude  habitations  have  been 
supplanted  by  more  comfortable  and 
commodious  buildings.  The  Duke  of 
Hamilton  affords  every  facility  and 
encouragement  for  improvement,  by 
sharing  the  expenses,  directing  the 
operations,  and  rewarding  their  pro- 
per execution.  Excellent  roads  tra- 
verse the  island,  across  to  Brodick 
and  Lamlash,  and  along  the  shore. 
Some  of  these  were[made  at  the  duke's 
expense,  by  the  inhabitants  generally, 
by  those  who  had  fkllen  behind  with 
their  rents,  during  the  transition  state 
of  agriculture,  and  who,  by  this  means, 
paid  up  their  arrears.  They  are 
upheld  by  statute-labour  and  three 
additional  days,  which  the  tenants  are 
bound,  by  their  leases,  to  work  at 
roads,  mill-dams,  and  water-courses. 
There  are  few  rivulets  and  streams 
over  which  bridges  have  not  been 
erected,  so  that  the  incident  is  not  likely 
to  occur  again  of  a  poor  woman,  who 
being  tempted  by  the  narrowness  of  a 
ravino  to  step  across  the  river  Mach- 
rai,  succeeded  in  making  the  first 
movement,  but  took  fright  when  it 
became  necessary  to  move  the  other 
foot,  and  remained  for  some  hours  in 
a  position  equally  ludicrous  and  dan- 
gerous, until  some  chance  passenger 
assisted  her  to  extricate  herself. 

Fortunately  for  us,  while  gazing 
from  the  upper  window  of  the  inn, 
we  observed  the  Ardrossan  steam- 
er rocking  and  roaring  in  the  bay. 
Off  we  were  in  a  twinkhng,  ploughing 
the  smooth,  circular  estuary,  the  serrat- 
ed  ridgea  of  the  ^J«.d  sl^l^mf «»? 
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•'  Crowned  with  dttiue  mitti,  that  ahont  like  Alpina 

mow, 
lio  Amn's  hillf  their  roeky  gvismtte  show  t 
*TwM  there  the  Bruce  irnd  Dougiat  lurked  oonoealad. 
Till  colled  by  victory  to  the  crimson  field." 

When  midway  in  the  channel,  the 
Ayrshire  coast,  indented  with  bays 
and  bristling  with  promontories,  is 
seen  to  great  advantage  ;  from  Turn- 
berry  point  to  the  hills  above  Largs. 
Smolcy  Ayr,  with  its  towers,  bridges, 
and  bonny  lasses,  lies  embayed  in  the 
centre — the  woods  of  Doon  and  "  Al- 
io way  Kirk"  on  the  one  band,  and  the 
thriving  port  of  Troon,  projecting  far 
into  the  sea,  on  the  other.  Every 
acre  of  this  bold  shore  is  classical. 
Eastward  stood  the  ruins  of  Greenan 
Castle  and  Alio  way  Kirk,  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Doon ;  the  cottage  and 
mausoleum  of  Burns  close  by.  So 
bedizened  and  modernized  is  the  whole 
scene,  that  the  poet  would  not  know 
his  own  birth-place,  nor  the  witches 
recognize  the  "  key  stane,"  where  Tarn 
O'Shanter's  mare  lost  *'  her  ain  gray 
tail."  Colzean  Castle,  the  seat  of  the 
Marquis  of  Ailsa,  and  immortalized 
in  the  "  Halloween"  of  Burns,  is  seen 
far  down  the  coast,  beetling  on  the 
verge  of  a  huge  basaltic  cliff.  It  is  a 
noble  and  picturesque  mansion,  and 
can  tell  many  legends  of  the  family 
history  of  the  ''  old  Kennedies,"  and 
the  "  house  of  Cassillis,*'  including  the 
romantic  elopement  of  '<  Lady  Jane,*' 
with  the  "gipsy  laddie,  Johnny  Faa." 
Along  the  verge  of  the  sea<impending 
precipice,  it  presents  a  range  of  lofty 
castellated  masses,  with  Gothic  win- 
dows, a  splendid  terraced  garden  in 
front*  a  bridge  of  approach,  &o.»  a  little 
distance  to  the  left ;  the  whole  covering 
an  area  of  four  acres.  The  vast  ca- 
verns or  ''  caves"  underneath  are  the 
haunts  of  Burns's  elfin  revels 

"  upon  that  night  when  fiOrte*!  light 
On  CaMillii  Downont  dance." 

They  appear  to  be  the  effects  of  vol- 
canic convulsion*  and  are  six  in  num- 
ber— the  largest  being  about  fifty  feet 
high,  and  three  hundred  in  length, 
having  the  appearance  of  two  large 
rocks  fallen  together,  in  the  form  of 
an  irregular  archway. 

The  runaway  Countess  of  Cassillis 
was  Lady  Jane  Hamilton,  daughter  of 
the  first  Earl  of  Haddington,  and 
born  in  1607*  Her  father  was  a  zeal- 
ous Presbyterian,  and  was  absent,  as 
a  ruling  elder,  at  the  Westminster 
Assembly  of  Divines,  when  she  eloped 
with  the  gipsy*  Sir  John  Faa»  of  Dun- 


bar,  who  is  said  to  have  gained  her 
affections  before  her  marriage.  This 
will  account  for  the  poetical  "gla- 
mour," to  the  effect  of  which  the  bal- 
lad ascribes  her  abduction,  when 

**  She  eame  tripping  down  the  ctair, 

And  all  her  maidibcitoe  ho*  i 
As  won  ae  they  mw  her  weel-faar*d  faee. 
They  caat  their  glamour  o'er  her," 

The  fugitives  were  pursued  by  the 
earl  on  his  return,  and  overtaken  be* 
fore  they  could  cross  the  Border. 
The  legend  says  all  the  masquerade 
gipsies  were  slain  save  one,  and  the 
weeping  countess  brought  back  to  her 
husband's  castle,  where  she  remained 
until  a  dungeon  was  prepared  for  her, 
near  the  village  of  Maybole,  wherein 
she  languished  for  the  remainder  of 
her  life,  in  humble  sorrow  and  devo- 
tion. Her  solitary  hours,  however, 
were  not  idly  spent,  as  she  occupied 
herself  in  working  a  piece  of  tapestry, 
said  to  be  still  preserved  in  Colzean 
House,  in  which  she  represented  her 
unhappy  flight,  as  mounted,  in  a  gor- 
geous dress,  on  a  superb  white  courser, 
behind  her  lover,  and  surrounded 
by  a  group  of  persons  who  bore  no 
resemblance  to  a  herd  of  tinkers.  In 
the  tower  of  Maybole,  eight  beads* 
carved  in  stone,  below  one  of  the  tar- 
rets,  are  still  pomted  out,  as  repre- 
senting eight  of  the  luckless  Egyptians. 
The  ballad  makes  nearly  doable  that 
number— 

•*  There  were  fifteen  Taliaat  auB, 
Black  but  Tery  bonnie* 
And  they  loet  all  their  liret  for  one, 
The  Earl  of  CaMilif,  hMUe." 

The  "  fifteen"  appear  to  have  fallen 
less  gloriously  than  by  the  sword ;  for 
it  is  stated  in  the  criminal  records  of 
Edinburgh,  that  in  January,  1624, 
eight  men,  among  whom  were  Captain 
John  Faa  and  five  more  of  the  same 
name,  were  convicted  on  the  statute 
against  Egyptians,  and  suffered  ac- 
cording to  sentence.  It  might  be 
rash  to  identify  the*  Edinburgh  suf- 
ferers with  the  lady's  abductors,  but 
there  is  at  least  probability  in  the 
coincidence  of  time.  It  ought  to  be 
recorded  that  the  frail  inamorata 
brought  no  stain  on  the  family  by  her 
elopement,  for  she  declared,  upon  her 
capture— 

^  But  I  will  iwear  by  the  moon  and  tha  Mart, 
And  the  ran  that  thine*  eo  clearly, 
That  I  am  at  free  of  the  gipty  gang 
At  the  hour  my  mother  did  bear  m*.** 

Nor  was  the  direct  lineage  of  the 
family  earned  on  throiigh  wt  deaoao- 
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dantSf  for  she  only  bore  the  earl  two 
daaghters ;  one  became  the  wife  of 
Lord  Dundooald;  the  other,  in  the 
last  &iage  of  antiquated  virginity,  be- 
stowed her  hand  and  her  fortune  on 
the  youthful  Gilbert  Burnet,  after- 
wards the  well-known  historian  and 
Bishop  of  Salisbury^  but  at  that  time 
the  busy  intriguing  inmate  of  Hamil- 
ton Palace^  where  Lady  Margaret 
Kennedy  generally  resided. 

On  a  promontory,  some  miles  to  the 
east,  stands  all  that  remain  of  Turnberry 
Castle,  the  maternal  domain,  if  not 
the  birth-place,  of  King  Robert  Bruce. 
It  was  built  on  a  rocky  angle  of  the 
coast,  and  once  of  immense  strength 
and  extent.  But  the  walls,  levelled 
by  the  violence  of  war,  and  the  wasting 
hand  of  time,  are  now  moss-grown  ; 
and  those  bastions,  where  once  mailed 
warriors  strode,  are  abandoned  to  the 
shepherd  and  his  flock.  It  was  the 
feudal  stronghold  of  Alexander  Earl 
of-Carrick,  who  died  in  the  Holy 
Land,  in  1270,  leaving  an  only  daugh- 
ter, Margaret  or  Martha,  the  heiress 
to  his  title  and  possessions.  The 
manner  in  which  it  became  matri- 
monially connected  with  royalty, 
is  somewhat  romantic.  In  one  of 
those  hunting  excursions,  to  which 
the  nobles  of  those  days  devoted  their 
intervals  of  peace,  it  chanced  that 
Robert  Bruce,  Earl  of  Annandale, 
continued  the  chace  to  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Turnberry,  where  the  young 
countess,  then  a  widow,  and  a  ward  of 
the  crown,  was  enjoying  the  like 
amusement.  The  noble  lover's  visit 
was  on  no  errand  of  fortune-hunting, 
as  the  story  proves,  which  is  thus 
gracefully  told  by  Tytler,  in  his  *«  His- 
tory of  Scotland."  It  happened  that 
the  lady  herself,  whose  ardent  temper 
was  not  much  in  love  with  the  seclu- 
sion of  a  feudal  castle,  had  come  out 
to  take  the  diversion  of  the  chace, 
accompanied  by  her  women,  huntsmen, 
and  followers  ;  and  this  gay  cavalcade 
came  suddenly  upon  Bruce  as  he  pur- 
sued his  way  through  the  forest  alone, 
and  unarmed.  The  knight  would 
have  spurred  his  horse  forward,  and 
avoided  the  encounter,  but  he  found 
himself  surrounded  by  the  attendants ; 
and  the  countess  herself  riding  up, 
and  with  gentle  violence  taking  hold 
of  his  horse's  reins,  reproached  him  in 
80  sweet  a  tone  for  his  want  of  gal- 
lantry in  flying  from  a  lady's  castle, 
thftt  Brueot  enamoured  of  her  beauty, 


forgot  the  risk  which  he  ran,  and  suf- 
fered himself  to  be  led  away  in  a  kind 
of  triumph  to  Turnberry.  The  hero 
remained  for  fifteen  days,  and  the 
adventure  concluded,  as  might  have 
been  anticipated,  by  his  privately  es- 
pousing the  youthful  countess,  with- 
out having  obtained  the  concurrence 
of  the  king  or  any  of  her  relatives. 
The  adventure,  however,  turned  out  fa- 
vourably, as  Alexander  III.,  although 
indignant  at  this  bold  interference 
with  the  rights  of  the  crown,  con- 
sented ultimately  to  extend  his  for- 
giveness to  Bruce  on  payment  of  a 
large  fine.  The  eldest  son  of  this 
marriage  was  Robert  Bruce,  who 
became  Earl  of  Carrick,  and  subse- 
quently King  of  Scotland. 

Ardrossan,  which  may  be  called  the 
port  of  Arran,  and  which  we  reached 
in  about  an  hour's  sail,  b  a  bustling 
lively  village,  and  a  burgh  of  Barony, 
rapidly  rising  into  importance  from 
its  connexion  with  the  Glasgow  rail- 
way, and  its  being  the  starting  point 
for  the  Fleetwood  steamers.  It  has  a 
good  harbour,  which  is  said  to  have 
cost  the  Earl  of  Eglinton  £100,000. 
There  are  many  handsome  houses,  and 
excellent  summer  bathing  quarters. 
About  a  mile  from  the  harbour  is  an 
island,  with  twelve  acres  of  good  pas- 
ture, called  the  Horse  Isle,  from  an 
Englishman  named  Horseley,  and 
which  had  formerly  a  beacon  upon  it 
for  the  benefit  of  seamen.  The  castle, 
which  is  ruinous,  was  the  seat  of  the 
ancient  barons  of  Ardrossan.  It  is 
said  to  have  been  taken  from  the  Eng- 
lish by  a  stratagem  of  Sir  William 
Wallace ;  and  a  dungeon  into  which 
he  threw  the  dead  bodies  of  the  slain, 
was  called  "  Wallace's  Larder."  It 
was  occupied  by  Cromwell's  soldiers, 
who  are  accused  of  having  reduced  it 
to  ruins. 

Our  detention  at  this  sea-port  was 
only  a  few  minutes,  until  we  got 
snugly  ensconced  in  a  comfortable 
first-class  carriage,  and  two  hours  saw 
us  whirled  along  by  the  side  of  beau- 
tiful lakes  and  green  pastoral  hills, 
over  the  chimneys  of  Paisley,  and  dis- 
gorged amidst  the  smoke  of  furnaces, 
and  the  smell  of  salt  herrings,  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Broomielaw. 

Having  visited  Glasgow  before,  we 
felt  no  great  inclination  to  linger  in 
the  streets  of  this  cotton-spinning  ca- 
pital of  Scotland,  especially  as  we  were 
resolved  to  go  in  pursuit/^  oithj^  JtQIld 
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squadroD.  By  way  of  refreshing^  our 
memoryf  we  perambolated  the  Tron- 
gate,  the  *'  8aat  market"  (redolent  of 
Bailie  Nicol  Jarvie)^  Buchanan-street* 
and  stept  into  the  Rojal  Exchange^ 
one  of  the  finest  reading-rooms  in 
Britain ;  gazed  at  St.  Rollox  through 
its  dense  cloud  of  black  vapour  far 
above  the  city;  ascended  the  necropolis^ 
but  not  to  meditate  among  the  tombs ; 
surveyed  old  St.  Mungo's  Cathedraly 
which  suffered  grievously  in  the  *'  ding- 
ing-down"  times  of  the  Reformation; 
and  ended  our  peregrinations  with  a 
peep  into  the  University.  The  Hun- 
terlan  museum,  the  hall,  and  other 
apartments  of  the  college  will  repay 
inspection;  and  so  will  the  library, 
which  possesses  various  rarities,  not 
the  least  interesting  of  which  is  the 
original  manuscripts  of  the  famous 
Zachary  Boyd,  who  turned  the  Bible 
into  verse,  and  whose  demure-looking 
statue  adorns  the  entrance  of  the  gate- 
way into  the  quadrangle.  Having 
often  heard  the  name  of  this  old  di- 
vine, and  being  somewhat  antiquarianly 
disposed,  we  begged  a  sight  of  the 
manuscript  volumes,  which  appear  to 
consist  of  a  collection  of  poems  on 
select  subjects  in  Scripture  history, 
such  as  that  of  Joseph,  Josiah,  Jeph- 
tha,  David,  Goliah,  Jonah,  &c.,  ren- 
dered into  the  dramatic  form,  in  which 
various  speakers  are  introduced,  as  in 
the  "  Ancient  Mysteries ;"  and  where 
the  prominent  parts  of  the  Scripture 
narrative  are  brought  forward  and 
amplified ;  the  hand- writing  b  tolerably 
legible,  and  had  time  allowed,  we 
would  have  deciphered  a  few  stanzas. 
The  poetry  is  in  the  quaint  style  of 
the  age,  and  though  breathing  a  fine 
strain  of  devotional  feeling,  it  is  inter- 
spersed with  many  homely  and  even 
ludicrous  passages.  We  have  often 
heard  his  commencement  of  the  Book 
of  Job  thus  quoted  :— 

**  There  wm  a  num,  thej  cnll*d  him  Job, 
Lired  In  th«  land  of  Uz, 
He  had  a  wife  had  the  gift  o'  the  gob  ; 
The  same**  the  ease  with  us," 

The  few  lines  we  made  out,  referred 
to  the  murmurings  and  complaints  of 
the  Israelites  in  Egypt,  when  oppress- 
ed with  the  double  hardship  of  star- 
vation and  brick- making.  In  their 
lamentations  they  are  made  to  say — 

**  Our  taakmatten  wax  fat  and  IWe  at  ease. 

While  we  get  nought  but  rotten  beans  and  peat.** 

One  of  the  most  strange  passages 
is  the  well-known  soliloquy  of  Jouoh 


in  the  whale's  belly.  The  idea  of 
making  the  prophet  discourse  to  bin»- 
self  on  his  dreary  condition,  and  the 
unpleasant  olijects  that  surrounded 
him  in  his  dark  piscatorial  prison^  is 
certiunly  original.  In  his  wonderment 
and  fright  he  is  made  to  jpour  oot  his 
sorrow  m  strains  like  the  following: — 

**  What  hooie  It  fhisf     Qpre*t  ndtticr  «MI  nor 

caiid]e« 
Where  I  ^t  noni^t  but  ilibet'  gnta  to  handle 
I  and  my  table  are  both  here  wltMn, 
Where  day  ne*er  dawned,  wkert  tua  4ld  xmrm 

flhtnft. 
Tlie  like  of  this  on  earth  man  nerer  saw, 
A  living  man  within  a  moniter't  maw  I 
Boryed   nndcr  mountains  whldi  an  b)ghi    ^ad 

•teep. 
Plunged  nnder  waten  hnndred  fatlaoma  deep  { 
Not  fo  waa  Noah  in  his  honae  of  tree. 
For  through  a  window  he  the  light  did  see  t 
He  tailed  aboTe  the  highest  waves — a  wonder, 
I  and  my  IXMt  are  all  the  wmtcrs  onder. 
He  and  his  ark  might  go  and  also  oome, 
But  I  sit  still,  in  such  a  strait'ned  room 
As  is  most  nnoouth,  head  and  ftot  togellier,        " 
Among  sneh  grease  aa  would  a  tbonaaad  amQtiker« 
Where  I  entomb'd  in  melancholy  sink, 
Choak'd,  snflbcate  with  noltome  flUh  and  Mtetk.** 

The  imagery  is  rather  of  the  coarsest, 
and  its  only  excuse  is  its  originality. 
Similar  specimens  are  not  rare;  but 
the  above  is  sufficient  to  justify  the 
university  in  allowing  the  metrical 
Bible  of  the  venerable  poet  to  remain 
in  the  quiet  obscurity  of  manuscript. 
Mr.  Boyd  was  a  clergyman,  ^'preacher 
of  God*s  word  at  Glasgow,"  as  he 
styles  himself,  and  one  that  stood  ky 
his  post  when  many  of  his  brethren 
fled  to  escape  the  horrors  of  civil  war. 
When  Cromwell  was  in  Glasgow  with 
the  whole  body  of  his  army«  in  1650, 
magistrates  and  ministers  forsook  the 
place  in  dismay ;  but  Zachary  Boyd, 
as' Principal  Biullie  relates,  bearded  the 
Protector  and  his  soldiers,  "  and  rallietd 
on  them  all  to  their  very  faces  in  tJie 
High  Church."  His  reproaches  were 
so  bitter  and  so  pointed,  that  one  of 
Cromwell's  officers  is  reported  to  have 
asked,  in  a  whisper,  for  the  Protec- 
tor's leave  "  to  pistol  the  scoundreL*' 
**  No,  no,"  said  Cromwell ;  "  we  will 
manage  him  in  another  way.*'  He  in- 
vited the  undaunted  preacher  to  din- 
ner, and  is  said  to  have  guned  his  re- 
spect by  the  fervour  of  the  devotions  in 
which  he  spent  the  evening,  and  which, 
the  story  alleges,  were  prolonged  till 
three  o'clock  next  morning. 

Bojd  was  a  man  of  great  learning, 
and  his  works  bear  evidence  of  his 
having  been  possessed  of  a  critical 
knowledge  of  Greek,  Hebrew,  and 
other  languages.  Besides  a  vigorous 
intellect,  he  was  endowed  wi^|a  fervid 
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and  poetical  imagiDation^  little  if  at  all 
inferior  to   his  contemporary,  John 
Bunjan.     His  muse  was  proliflci  for 
he  composed  a  poetical  version  of  the 
Book  of  Psalms  for  the  nse  of  the 
church,  which  attracted  the  recom- 
mendation of  the   Westminster  As- 
semhly,  although  it  did  not  obtain  the 
sanction  of  the  Church  of  Scotland, 
which  ultimately  adopted  Rous's  ver- 
sion, revised  and  improved.     Among 
his   other  poetical  works  were  two 
volumes,  entitled  "  Zion*s  Flowers,  or 
Christian  Poems  for  Spiritual  Edifi- 
cation," and  it    is  these    which  are 
usually  shown  as  his  metrical  Bible. 
He     composed     also      '*the     Four 
Evangels    in    English    Verse;"    and 
shortly  before  his  death,  he  completed 
an  extensive  manuscript  work,  bearing 
the  title  of  "  the  Notable  Places  of 
Scripture  Expounded,"  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  which  is  added — "  Heere  the 
author  was  neere  his  end,  and  was 
able  to  do  no  more.    March  3d,  1 653," 
The  best  known  of  his  works  is  his 
«  Last  Battell  of  the  Soule,"  which 
has  been  lately  reprinted.     It  is  after 
the  manner  of  "the  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress"— a  kind  of  spiritual  allegory, 
and  may  have  suggested  to  Bunyan  the 
Idea  of  his  "  Dream,"  for  the  "  Bat- 
tell"  was  published  in  1629,  more  than 
thirty  years    before  the    **  Pilgrim's 
Progress"  was  written.     It  was  dedi- 
cated to  Charles  I.,  both  in  a  prose 
and  poetical  address,    which  shows, 
that  though  the  stern   Presbyterian 
could  beard  Cromwell  to  his  face,  he 
cherished  a  strong  feeling  of  loyal^ 
and  devotion  to  his  sovereign.     "  If 
the  king  rule  well  (he  wrote)  and  bee 
truelie  godlie,  an  hundreth  yeares  after 
^is.  Great  Britaine  shall  blesse  the 
name  of  Charles— yea,  and  that  till 
God  end  time  in  eternitie.     The  seven 
stars  of  the  Charles-waine  are  not  so 
glorious  as  shall  bee  the  seven  letters 
of  Charles  in  God's  Booke,  which  is 
thebooke  of  life.     Let  it  please  your 
majestic  to  looke  upon  these  my  workes 
with  a  favourable   eye.     They  were 
brought  forth  in  the  land   of  your 
birth,   even  in  your  olde    Scotland, 
whereof  your  majestic  is  now  the  hun- 
dredth and  ninth  king.     The  particu- 
lar place  where  this  booke  was  penned, 
is  your  owne  Glasgow,  a  citie  once 
greatlie  beloved  by    your  majestie's 
father,  of  blessed  memorie.    My  chief- 
est  sphritual  desire  is,  that  it  may  bee 
comroftabie  to  sicke  soules ;  my  first 


temporale  wish  is,  that  your  majestic 
would  daine  it  with  a  blink  of  your 
fiivour,  &c."  Boyd  was  minister  of 
the  Barony  parish,  where  he  continued 
to  the  end  of  his  days. 

Our  curiosity  being  satisfied,  our 
time  and  patience  exhausted,  we  made 
the  best  of  our  way  to  the  Clyde,  to 
follow  in  the  wake  of  the  Victoria  and 
Albert.  On  passing  where  stood  the 
old  jail,  or  tolbooth,  memorable  for 
an  adventure  of  Rob  Roy,  We  were 
struck  with  the  apt  Latin  motto  carved 
upon  the  front — 

*'  Hteo  domnB  odlt,  unat,  panit,  coniervathonorftt, 
Kequitiam,  paeoo,  crUnina,  Jnrot,  probot.* 

How  much  more  concise  and  ele- 
gant is  this  distich,  than  the  doggerel 
that  once  adorned  the  "  Heart  of  Mid- 
Lothian,"  which  is  preserved  by  Sir 
Walter  Scott :— - 

"  A  prlvon  is  a  house  of  care, 

A  place  where  none  can  thrire, 
A  touchstone  true  to  try  a  frieudt 

A  grave  for  men  alive ; 
Sometimes  a  place  of  right, 

Sometimes  a  place  of  wrong, 
Sometimes  a  place  for  Jades  and  thieves, 

And  honest  men  among/' 

Having  no  time  to  "  take  mine  ease 
in  mine  inn,"  we  hastily  swallowed  a 
Glasgow  magistrate,  and  washed  him 
down  with  a  modicum  of  cold  rum 
punch.  The  sail  down  the  Clyde  is 
exceedingly  beautiful,  the  banks  being 
richly  wooded  on  both  sides,  and 
thickly  planted  with  the  elegant  man- 
sions of  the  wealthier  citizens. 

From  Glasgow  to  Dumbarton  it 
traverses  a  level  country,  and  for 
miles  below  the  city  it  has  much  the 
appearance  of  a  canal,  from  the  em- 
bankments on  both  sides.  Gliding 
along,  the  Frith  begins  to  expand,  be- 
ing the  breadth  of  a  mile  at  Dumbar- 
ton— the  shores  agreeablv  diversified 
with  cape  and  bav,  while  the  bold 
headlands,  raising  their  rockv  summits 
above  copse  and  brushwood,  are  sof- 
tened in  the  inverted  landscape  which 
is  reflected  in  the  clear  waters  as  in  a 
mirror.  The  course  of  the  steamers 
is  marked  in  the  distance  by  the 
clouds  of  smoke  that  trail  along  the 
air.  Near  Dunbuck  Hill,  on  the 
right,  just  as  the  plain  of  Dumbarton 
opens  to  the  view,  are  seen  the  ruins 
of  Dunglas  Castle,  with  its  wild  rock 
and  its  sheltered  nook  of  emerald 
green.  It  was  here  the  great  Roman 
wall  of  Agricola  terminated,  after 
running  across  the  kingdom,  from  the 
Forth  near  Abercorn.  About  Fal-. 
kirk  it  is  still  called  Graham's  Dyke, 
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from  a  tradition  that  a  hero  of  that 
name  first  broke  through  it.  The 
promontory  of  Dnnglas  was  a  Roman 
station,  aad^  in  the  time  of  Cromwell, 
a  place  of  considerable  importance. 

Bat  the  most  imposing  object  is  the 
huge  rock  of  Dumbarton,  rising  ab- 
ruptly out  of  the  bed  of  the  river,  at 
the  confluence  of  the  Leven,  cleft  in 
twain,  like  Parnassus,  and  presenting 
two  unequal  summits,  of  conical  form, 
basaltic  and  rugged,  and  about  560 
feet  in  height.  It  waS|  no  doubt,  the 
Alcluyd  of  the  ancient  Britons,  the 
Balclutha  of  Ossian,  and  the  Dun- 
Britton  of  the  Caledonians,  after  they 
were  confined  to  the  territory  north 
of  the  Leven: — 

*•  Se«  old  Alclntha  to  the  light  dltpUys 
Her  rock,  impregnable  in  ancient  dayii 

From  the  broad  ftream  its  whitening  Bommits  rife, 
liike  proud  FarnaMus,  towering  to  the  skies.*' 

The  highest  peak  is  dignified  with 
the  name  of  Wallace  Seat ;  an- 
other portion  was  formerly  known 
as  Wallace  Tower;  and  among  other 
curiosities  is  shown  a  huge  rusty 
two-handed  sword,  said  to  have  be- 
longed to  that  redoubted  hero.  There 
is  scarcely  a  period  in  Scottish  history, 
from  the  age  of  the  Romans  to  our 
own,  which  is  not  associated  with 
Dumbarton  Castle.  Tradition  even 
affirms  that  St.  Patrick  first  saw  the 
light  here,  according  to  Harding*s 
Chronicle : — 

"  In  whit  h  caatell  Saint  Fatrlcke  wa«  borne, 
That  afterward  in  Ireland  did  winne  ( 
About  the  which  floweth,  even  and  mome« 
The  western  seaa,  without  nojae  or  dinne." 

The  fortunes  of  Wallace,  Bruce, 
Queen  Mary,  Charles,  Sec,  are  more 
or  less  interested  in  the  history  of  this 
celebrated  stronghold,  which  often 
changed  masters,  and  suffered  fre- 
quently from  the  devastations  of  war. 
These  details,  however,  are  foreign  to 
our  purpose,  and  might  compose  an 
amusing  volume. 

The  day  before  we  reached  the 
Clyde,  the  royal  standard  had  floated 
from  the  pinnacle  of  the  old  rock,  in 
honour  of  her  Migesty's  landing  to 
inspect  the  castle. 

Leaving  the  castle,  the  royal  party 
re-embarked,  proceeded  down  the 
Frith,  making  a  detour  up  Loch  Long, 
and  returning  thence,  anchored  for 
the  night  in  Rothesay  Bay.  The  scene 
on  the  Clyde  must  have  been  exceed- 
ingly gay  and  imposing,  presenting  al- 
together a  very  animated  spectacle. 
Innumerable  steamers^  and  other  ves- 


sels, floated  on  the  waters,  and  ererj 
prominent  locality  was  clad  with  livin? 
masses.  At  least  a  hundred  thousand 
persons  were  assembled  on  the  shore, 
acknowledging  the  presence  of  their 
sovereign,  by  cheers,  and  other  mani- 
festations of  loyalty.  At  Port  Glas- 
gow, Greenock,  and  Gourock,  the 
whole  frontage  of  the  river  was  lined 
with  people,  platforms  and  roofs  load- 
ed, the  people  having  flocked  en  mas9e 
to  witness  the  marine  panorama.  The 
quays  and  building-yards  thundered 
forth  their  salutes,  until  the  whole  flo- 
tilla, comprising  at  least  forty  steamers, 
had  passed.  It  must  have  been  a  glo- 
rious spectacle  for  the  sight-banters, 
though  we  saw  it  not,  and  derived  no 
other  benefit  from  it,  than  paying  a 
shilling  for  a  couple  of  eggs,  as  edibles 
and  potables  were  raised  to  famine 
prices,  by  the  extra  consumption  of 
the  congregated  swarms;  who  had  set- 
tled like  locusts  on  the  country,  leaving 
nothing  but^i  wilderness  behind  them. 
The  siller-loving  folks  of  Glasgow 
scolded  the  Queen  for  not  coming  on 
Monday,  and  keeping  them  waiting  on 
Tuesday,  too,  losing  them  two  days' 
wages,  which  they  reckoned  atX50,000 
or  £60,000. 

Port  Glasgow,  which  we  passed  ra- 
pidly, is  a  neat,  well-built  place,  a  par- 
liamentary  burgh,  with  two  capacious 
harbours,  completely  sheltered,  and 
furnished  with  ample  quay-room,  shed- 
room,  and  a  commodious  graving-dock, 
said  to  be  the  oldest  in  Scotland.  Fur- 
ther down,  we  reach  Greenock,  the  com- 
mercial queen  of  the  Clyde.  About  the 
end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  it  was  a 
mean  fishing  village,  consisting  of  a  sin- 
gle row  of  thatched  cottages,  inhabited 
by  poor  fishermen.  The  harbour  dates 
not  older  than  the  Union,  1707,  and  at 
the  Scottish  parliament  had  refused  to 
give  a  grant  of  money,  it  was  built  by  an 
assessment  of  Is.  4d.  sterling  on  every 
sack  of  malt  brewed  into  ale,  within 
the  limita  of  the  town.  The  first  ves- 
sel belonging  to  the  place  crossed  the 
Atlantic  in  1719,  and  now  the  declared 
value  of  British  and  foreign  goods  ex- 
ported from  it,  is  not  less  than  a  million 
and  a-half.  The  original  colony  of 
fishermen  has  expanded  into  a  popula- 
tion of  about  28,000.  Greenock  has 
the  honor  of  being  the  birth-place  of 
the  great  improver  of  the  steam-engine, 
James  Watt.  The  harbours  are  ex- 
tensive, capable  of  containing  more 
than  500  ships,  and  covering  an  area  of 
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above  twenty  acres.  The  most  remark- 
able object  of  curiosity  is  the  Shaw's 
Water  Works,  for  supplying  the  town 
with  that  necessary  article.  The  stream 
is  made  to  traverse  the  face  of  several 
hillsy  and  across  ravines,  for  six  miles, 
from  a  large  reservoir,  until  it  reaches 
the  height  above  the  town,  where  it  has 
a  fall  of  512  feet,  on  which  are  erected 
numerous  mills,  with  a  power  equalling 
that  of  2000  horses— a  power  supposed  . 
to  be  equal  to,  if  not  greater,  than  all 
the  steam-engines  in  Glasgow. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  Frith  is 
Helensburgh,  a  finely  situated  village 
and  watering-place,  at  the  entrance  of 
the  Gairloch.  The  shore  in  that  di- 
rection is  exceedingly  rich  and  beau- 
tiful. Roseneath  can  boast  of  a  superb 
mansion  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Ar- 
gyle,  and  beyond  that  point  is  the  en- 
trance to  Loch  Long,  an  arm  of  the 
sea  pushing  inland  Uirough  ridges  of 
picturesque  mountains,  as  far  as  Ar- 
rochar.  As  loyal  subjects,  we  held 
ourselves  in  duty  bound  to  ascend  this 
Loch,  which  the  Fairy  and  the  royal  tou- 
rists had  navigated  only  the  day  before. 
The  scenerj  on  each  side  of  this  High- 
land estuary  is  very  romantic.  On  the 
right  hand  a  turnpike-road,  winding 
through  woods  at  the  base  of  lofty 
mountains,  skirts  the  edge  of  the  water 
almost  from  one  extremity  to  the  other. 
On  the  left,  after  passing  the  sweet, 
sequestered  Ardentinny,atthe  entrance 
to  Loch  Ghoill,  Campbell's  "  Dark  and 
stormy  water,'*  a  rampart  of  precipices 
arises,  the  craggy  peaks  varj^ing  their 
fantastic  shapes,  as  they  appear  behind 
each  other  in  succession.  The  most 
picturesque  and  conspicuous  of  these  is 
Ben  Arthur,  called  the  Cobbler  by  the 
country  people,  from  its  supposed  re- 
sembUsce  to  a  renovator  of  shoes, 
seated  at  work.  The  small  neat  vil- 
lage of  Arrochar  is  23  miles  from 
Dumbarton,  and  37  from  Glasgow.  It 
now  belongs  to  Sir  James  Golquhoun, 
of  Luss,  but  was  formerly  a  chief  resi- 
dence of  the  Macfarlanes,  a  name  still 
common  in  the  place.  A  spot  is  still 
pointed  out  to  the  tourist,  where  Ha- 
kon,  king  of  Norway,  landed,  having 
sailed  up  the  Loch  with  a  fleet  of  sixty 
vessels,  and  ravaged  the  surrounding 
districts,  before  his  defeat  at  Largs  by 
Alexander  III.  A  party  of  his  men 
carried  their  boats  across  the  neck  of 
land  to  Tarbert,  near  Lochlomond,and 
plundered  its  islands,  but  were  too 
long  engaged  in  their  depredations  to 


take  part  in  the  battle.  Tradition  re- 
cords that  the  Romans  also  carried 
their  boats  over  the  same  isthmus,  and 
hence  the  name  of  Tarbert  is  generally 
applied  in  Scotland  to  the  narrow  pas- 
sages between  one  Loch  and  another. 
The  name  LoTig  has  no  reference  to 
the  extent  of  the  Loch,  which  means  in 
Gaelic  the  Loch  of  Ships — and  is  the 
Skipqfiord  of  the  Norwegians,  having 
in  their  language  the  same  significa- 
tion. 

In  surprising  the  good  people  of  Ar- 
rochar, and  in  returning  without 
landing,  we  but  imitated  the  example 
of  royalty,  on  whose  marine  track  we 
again  pursued  our  way.  Emerging 
from  the  capacious  mouth  of  the  Clyde, 
the  tourist  can  hardly  imagine  anything 
finer  than  the  noble  and  majestic  scen- 
ery on  either  hand.  Towards  the  right 
is  the  Point  of  Strone,  where  the  land 
is  indented  by  the  Holy  Loch  ;  on  its 
north  shore  is  Kilmun,  which  com- 
mands a  splendid  view  of  the  surround- 
ing country,  including  Benlomond,  and 
a  host  of  minor  Bens  ;  the  Cowal  hills, 
forming  the  peninsula  that  separates 
Loch  Long  from  Loch  Ghoil,  and 
from  their  rugged  irregularity,  known 
ironically  by  the  name  of  Argyle*8 
Bowling' Green,  Kilmun  was  for- 
merly the  seat  of  a  collegiate  church, 
founded  in  1442,  and  has  been  since 
that  time  the  burial-place  of  the  Argyle 
family.  In  sailing  along,  we  pass  the 
old  tower  of  Leven,  seated  on  a  lofty 
eminence,  the  Cloch  light-house  ;  and 
on  the  opposite  coast  is  the  village  of 
Dunoon,  near  the  ruins  of  the  ancient 
castle  of  that  name,  of  which  the  fa- 
mily of  Argyle  are  hereditary  consta- 
bles. On  nearing  the  Island  of  Bute, 
the  elegant  mansion  of  Castle  Toward 
is  passed  on  the  right,  and  in  the  oppo- 
site direction  is  the  fine  bay  of  Rothesay. 
This  island  is  about  15  miles  in  length, 
and  from  four  to  five  in  breadth.  The 
northern  part  is  rocky  and  mountain- 
ous, but  to  the  south  it  is  fertile  and 
tolerably  well  cultivated.  As  the  cli- 
mate is  reckoned  extremely  salubrious^ 
it  has  become  a  fashionable  watering- 
place,  and  a  more  inviting  situation 
for  sea-bathing,  or  for  a  summer  resi- 
dence, can  hardly  be  conceived  by  the 
valetudinarian.  It  gave  the  title  of  duke 
to  the  eldest  sons  of  the  Scottish  kings, 
which  is  continued  to  the  heir  apparent 
of  the  British  throne.  Its  present  bearer 
is  the  youthful  Prince  of  Wales  ;  and 
the  circumstance  of  a  visit  from  his 
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royal  highness  the  preceding  evening 
was  an  event  of  vast  importance  to  the 
inhabitants,  who  eagerly  demanded  to 
see  their  prince,  and  lighted  up  the 
ancient  royal  burgh  with  a  splendid 
illumination  in  honour  of  the  occasion. 
This  island,  with  Arran,  the  Cumbrays 
and  Inchmarnock,  forma  county  under 
the  name  of  Buteshire.  The  Cumbrays 
are  watering-places  of  some  repute. 
When  viewing  them  from  the  bay,  we 
recollected  the  anecdote  of  the  good 
patriotic  clergyman,  who  fondly  re- 
garded his  insular  domains  as  the  most 
important  gem  in  the  British  crown, 
and  was  in  the  habit  every  Sabbath,  in 
his  prayer,  of  imploring  Heaven  "  to 
bless  the  muckle  and  the  little  Cum- 
bray,  together  with  the  adjacent  islands 
of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland." 

Still  pursuing  the  royal  track,  we 
threaded  our  way  through  the  wind- 
ing passage  that  half-encircles  the 
island,  and  bears  the  name  of  the 
Kyles,  or  Straits  of  Bute.  The 
shores  are  in  some  parts  particularly 
romantic,  as  well  as  the  entrance  into 
Lochs  Straven  and  Ridon,  on  the  east- 
ern and  western  approach  to  the  Kyles. 
Here  the  great  Loch  Fine  opens  from 
the  ocean ;  with  the  beautiful  little 
island  of  Inchmarnock,  and  the  wild, 
precipitous  coast  of  Kintyre  on  the 
left.  This  celebrated  herring-nursery 
is  upwards  of  thirty-two  miles  in 
length,  and  varies  from  three  to  twelve 
in  breadth.  The  sail  to  Lochgilphead, 
where  the  Crinan  canal  unites  its  wa- 
ters with  the  Sound  of  Jura,  and 
thence  up  the  narrow  arm  to  Inverary, 
although  rather  tame  at  first,  com- 
mands some  of  the  most  splendid  sce- 
nery in  Argyleshire. 

Inverary,  where  we  arrived,  still 
bore  traces  of  the  bustle  and  excite- 
ment of  the  royal  visit.  The  clans- 
men had  not  dispersed,  nor  had  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  Highlanders  sub- 
sided, for  their  loyal  blood,  when  once 
heated,  is  in  no  hurry  to  cool.  ThB 
reception,  we  were  told,  was  quite  a 
grand  affair,  and  the  scene  of  the 
landing  particularly  beautiful.  A  fleet 
of  yachts  surrounded  the  lovely  bay  ; 
a  royal  salute  was  fired  from  the  hill 
of  Dunnaquoich,  and  the  lawn  in  front 
of  the  castle.  Her  Majesty  was  re- 
ceived by  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  and 
conducted  along  the  quay  through  a 
canopied  walk  of  150  yards  in  length, 
constructed  of  pillars  gracefully  fes- 
tooned with  flowers  and  evergreens. 


About  a  hundred  members  of  the 
Celtic  Society,  commanded  by  Camp- 
bell of  Islay,  lined  the  quay  from  the 
landing  platform  to  the  triumphal 
arch.  After  remaining  an  hour  at 
the  castle,  to  the  infinite  delight  of  the 
Campbells,  who  mustered  strong  to 
^ace  the  levee  of  their  chief,  her  Ma- 
jesty re-embarked  in  the  Fairy,  pro- 
ceeded  down  the  loch  to  the  Crinan 
Canal,  intending  to  visit  Staffii  and 
lona,  instead  of  making  direct  for  Fort 
William,  and  h^r  temporary  mountain 
home  of  Ardverikie. 

Inverary,  as  very  well  known,  is 
the  head- quarters  of  the  Clan  Cam- 
pbell, and  has  been  the  chief  re- 
sidence of  the  Argyle  family  for 
more  than  400  years.  The  castle, 
which  is  constructed  of  blue  granite, 
is  a  noble  and  imposing  edifice  in 
the  castellated  style,  with  towers  at 
the  angles,  surmounted  by  a  square 
pavilion  rising  above  its  circular 
battlements.  The  interior  is  fitted 
up  with  princely  splendour,  deco- 
rated with  warlike  implements,  and 
contains  a  fine  collection  of  pictures 
and  portraits.  The  rides  and  walks 
through  the  grounds  are  beautifully 
romantic,  the  effect  being  g^reatly  en- 
hanced by  the  waterfisdls  and  cascades 
upon  the  river  Ary.  The  view  fi^m 
the  bosom  of  the  calm  sea-lake  is  des- 
cribed by  Sir  Walter  Scott  as  "  one  of 
the  grandest  scenes  which  nature  of- 
fer ds."  The  chief  occupation  of  the 
inhabitants  is  herring-catching,  and 
the  quantity  taken  is  said  to  run  from 
15,000  to  20,000  barrels  annually. 
The  Loch  Fine  herrings  are  remark- 
able for  their  excellence,  and  general- 
ly fetch  a  higher  price  in  the  market 
than  any  other. 

As  the  steamer  in  which  we  had 
performed  our  agreeable  voyage  so 
far,  intended  returning  down  the  Loch 
to  accompany  the  royal  party  in  their 
excursions  round  Mull  to  Staffs,  lona, 
and  Oban,  we  resolved  to  changpe  our 
route,  and  proceed  to  Fort  William  by 
land,  as  we  were  told  the  road  was  ex- 
cellent, and  we  would  have  the  advan- 
tage of  witnessing  her  Majesty's  de^ 
barkation,  and  parading  our  loyalty, 
wind  and  weather  permitting,  as  far  as 
the  borders  of  Loch  Laggan.  Our 
arrangements  were  made  accordingly, 
and  next  morning  beheld  us  perched 
comfortably  on  the  roof  of  a  snuurt 
equipage,  that  we  might  enjoy  nature 
in  her  wUdest  moods.     It  is  a  ddight- 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


Gleanings  in  the  Queen's  Wake. 


591 


fal  thing  to  get  mounted  on  four 
wheels^  and  hear  the  smack  of  the 
driver's  whip  putting  fresh  mettle  into 
the  heels  of  the  laggard  steeds.  The 
world  was  hefore  usi  and  the  Loch  he- 
hind  us.  Along  the  upper  part,  the 
hilb  are  steep,  and  rise  immediately 
irom  the  water.  Round  the  hase, 
they  are  covered  with  coppice-wood 
or  cultivation,  ahove  which  there 
is  a  rich  verdure ;  hut  on  the 
whole  their  outline  is  mountain- 
ous. The  road  to  Fort  William 
takes  the  direction  of  Loch  Awe, 
which  it  approaches  very  near  at  Port 
Sonnachan ;  heyond  which  we  passed 
Clady,  a  small  collection  of  dingy 
houses,  and  Dalmally,  where  there  is 
a  good  inn,  the  distance  sixteen  miles 
from  Inverary.  This  village  lies  in  the 
vale  of  Glenorchy,  which  once  gave  the 
title  of  viscount  to  Lord  Breadalhane's 
eldest  son.  The  view  from  the  old 
stone  bridge  near  the  Orchy,  is  mag- 
nificent. Westward  the  river  is  seen 
winding  along,  with  its  deep  black  sal- 
mon pools,  skirted  by  the  alder,  ash, 
birch,  and  pine  trees ;  rich  meadows 
covered  with  innumerable  wild  flowers, 
and  sloping  to  the  water's  edge.  The 
charming  landscape  is  terminated  by 
the  lofty  Bencruachan,and  itssurroimd- 
ing  mountain  group. 

The  next  stages  are  Tyndrum,  at 
the  head  of  Strathfillan,  and  King's 
House*  an  inn  which  was  built  after 
the  rebellion  of  1745,  for  the  accom- 
modation of  the  king's  troops  when 
marching  through  this  dreary  terri- 
tory. 'Tyndrum  is  on  the  line  of  the 
great  military  road  from  Stirling  to 
Fort  William.  In  the  neighbourhood 
is  a  famous  spot,  called  Dalree,  or  the 
King's  Field,  where  Robert  Bruce,  in 
1306,  immediately  before  his  flight  to 
Arran,  sustained  a  severe  defeat  from 
Macdougal  of  Lorn.  Leaving  Glenawe 
on  the  left,  as  we  intended  paying  it  a 
more  leisurely  visit,  we  arrived  at  Fort 
William,  panting  with  anxiety  to  ex- 
amine the  sublime  and  interesting 
scenery  around  it.  The  place  was  ex- 
tremely crowded ;  not  a  bed  to  be  had 
for  any  price,  except  by  those  who  had 
the  precaution  to  engage  one  a  week 


or  two  before*  There  was  nottJiog  for 
it  but  to  wrap  ourselves  in  Highland 
plaids,  and  squat  on  the  floor  of  the 
Caledonian  Hotel  among  others,  gen- 
tlemen, farmers,  travellers,  &c.,  who 
had  flocked  to  the  place,  expecting  the 
arrival  of  the  royal  yacht  from  Tober- 
mory. Our  hopes  were"  disappointed ; 
for  although  Prince  Albert  had  de- 
spatched orders  to  the  hotel  for  ponies 
to  be  ready  at  eleven  in  the  morning, 
to  ascend  Ben-Nevis,  the  illuatrious 
visitors  did  not  arrive  till  Saturday  at 
nine — a  dreary  morning  of  mist  and 
rain.  But  no  weather  could  damp  the 
ardour  of  Highland  enthusiasm.  The 
scene  was  animated ;  the  preparations 
as  tasteful  and  elegant  as  heather  and 
holly  could  make  them.  Her  Majesty, 
while  proceeding  up  the  roadway  to 
the  carriage,  <*  carried  an  umbrella  with 
her  own  fair  hand,  and  appeared  in 
excellent  spirits,  graciously  returning 
with  bows  and  smiles  the  deafening 
cheers  of  her  people."  The  journey 
to  Loch  Laggan  was  performed  in  the 
afternoon,  the  royal  travellers  being 

greeted  with  every  demonstration  of 
earty  welcome ;  the  chiefs  with  their 
retainers,  turning  out ,  in  "tartan  ar- 
ray," to  diout  their  "  Ceud  mile/ailtair 
Bhan  Righ  iCam  beanais  na*n  gleann** 
— "  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes  to 
the  Queen  of  the  glens."  The  weather 
alone  was  rude ;  and  the  flrst  night  her 
Majesty  spent  in  the  lodge  of  Ardveri- 
kie,  she  must  have  been  literally  rocked 
to  sleep  by  a  genuine  Lochaber  hurri- 
cane. 

We  had  now  reached  a  point  in  our 
journey  where  the  attractions  were 
strong  enough  to  detain  us  for  a  day 
or  two.  We  were  in  the  land  of  Os- 
sian,  amidst  sublime  mountains  and 
picturesque  lochs.  Every  glen  and 
old  castle  had  the  memory  of  some 
bloody  feud  or  historical  event  associ- 
ated with  it.  We  visited  them  all, 
and  then  turned  our  adventurous  face 
towards  the  Hebrides,  to  explore  some 
of  these  romantic  localities,  which  had 
never  witnessed  a  Scottish  sovereign 
since  the  days  of  Bruce.  The  result 
of  our  excursions  must  form  the  sub- 
ject of  anothej; 
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THE  BACRBLOE  OF  THE  ALBANY.* 


It  was  a  piece  of  advice  once  given  to 
U8  by  a  gentleman  distinguished  by  his 
skill  in  the  mana£Etctare  of  works  of 
fiction*  ^'You  cannot  possibly  be  too 
careful  in  the  selection  of  a  title  for 
your  book*  which  will  attract  public 
attention ;"  and  for  the  attainment  of 
this  object  we  can  scarcely  conceive  a 
name  more  felicitously  chosen*  than 
that  which  decorates  the  title-page  of 
the  work  before  us.  Who  does  not 
know  that  charmed  region — the  long* 
low-arched  lane*  bounded  at  one  end 
by  the  street 

**  When  peoeadiUoet  we  nnkiMfvii.** 

and  guarded  at  either  extremity  by  a 
cerberus  in  blue  coat  and  gold-headed 
oane*  remarkable  for  the  stateliness 
of  his  carriage*  and  the  solemnity  of 
his  deportment.  Although  situate  in 
the  very  centre  of  the  roaring  tide  of 
London  life — though  the  noisy  'bus 
ever  and  anqn  lumbers  by  its  portal* 
and  the  flashing  chariot*  and  the  well- 
hung  cab*  in  quick  succession  roll  past* 
yet  on  gaining  the  interior  of  the  huge 
portal  which  protects  the  entrance*  in 
a  moment  the  noise  is  hushed — one 
could  almost  imagine  one*8-self  in  the 
sweet  seclusion  where  we  now  write* 
with  our  window  opening  upon  a  green 
lawn*  which  slopes  down  to  a  stream* 
whose  voice  attests  how  sweet  is  the 
noise  of  falling  waters— -the  green 
mountains  of  beautiful  Rostrevor  rising 
right  before  us*  with  the  sea*  glancing 
in  the  sunlight*  at  theur  feet — and  away 
in  the  distance  the  long  and  magnifi- 
cent range  of  the  Carlingford  bills* 
standing  out  against  the  clear  and  cloud- 
less sky*  with  summits  rugged  as  if 
hewn  out  of  iron.  The  pervading  cha- 
racteristic of  «« The  Albany"  is  an  air 
of  dreamy  repose — no  noise  is  heard* 
save  the  echo  of  our  footfall  as  we 
pass.  And  then  the  associations  that 
areconneetod  wUb  ibatname — the  lux- 
urious abode  of  the  votaries  of  fashion 
.^he  calm  retreat  of  the  poet  and  the 


scholar — ^the  home  of  the  practical  man 
of  routine  and  detail — the  member  of 
parliament*  familiar  with  blue-books* 
sedulous  on  committees — the  creature 

*«  Of  this  bMj  ▼ork.d«7  world.** 

But  let  the  author  describe  the  local 
habitation  of  his  bachelor ;  he  can  do 
it  with  a  pen  more  terse  and  graphic 
than  that  with  which  we  writ*  :-p- 

"  You  know  the  Albany,  the  haant  of 
bachelors — or  of  married  men  who  try 
to  lead  bachelor's  lives — ^the  dread  of  sos- 
piclous  wivea — the  retreat  of  superan- 
nuated fops — the  hospital  for  amiable 
oddities — a  cluster  of  solitudes  for  social 
hermits — the  home  of  homeless  gentle- 
men— the  diner-out  and  the  diner-in 

the  place  for  unfashionafoly  thrifty,  the 
luxurious  lively,  and  the  modish  morose 
— ^the  votaries  of  melancholy  and  lovers 
of  mutton-chops.  He  moveth  not  within 
London,  who  is  a  stranger  to  the  narrow 
arcade  of  chambers,  guarded  at  eadi 
extremity  by  a  fierce  porter,  or  man- 
mastiff,  whose  duty  it  is  to  receive  let- 
ters, cards,  and  pacify  and  repulse  in- 
trusive wives,  disagreeable  fathers,  and 
importunate  tradesmen.  Here  it  was 
that  Mr.  Barker  had  long  established 
his  residence,  or,  as  Mr.  Spread  called 
it,  his  tub.  It  was  a  small,  but  complete 
suite  of  rooms,  sufficient  for  tk«  ovaie 
himself,  and  Reynolds  his  man,  and  ar« 
ranged  and  furnished  with  a  predsioa 
and  taste  rigidly  baccalaurean. 

With  this  famous  region*  however* 
the  story  has  little  or  nothing  to  im*»^ 
the  author  merely  uses  it  as  a  sort  m 
lever  to  raise  the  attention  of  the|p«b> 
lie — a  peg  whereupon  to  hang  Ua  fal^ 
chelor — whom*  having  extracted  flnwd 
his  comfortable  apartments*  1m  mtl^ 
abroad*  literally  as  well  as  fignrntirily 
upon  the  waters*  where  we  shall  fiM 
him  anon.  The  Mr.  Spread— >who  In 
the  opening  chapters  is  introduced  as 
a  visitor  to  the  cynic's  tub — is  the  se- 
nior partner  of  an  ancient  and  respect- 
able firm  in  Liverpool*  of  Spread*  Nar- 


*  «  The  Bachelor  of  the  Albany,""  by  the  Author  of  **  The  Falcon  FamUj.' 
Loadon:  Chapman  &  Hall.    1847. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1847.] 


The  Bachelor  of  the  Albany. 


693 


rowamith  and  Co.  "  He  was  one  of  the 
freshest  and  handsomest  men  of  fifty  in 
England."  With  aqailine  nose,  "  triple 
chin,**  a  merry  and  benignant  eye — the 
senior  partner  is  presented  to  our  no- 
tice, the  very  lean  ideal  of  the  class  to 
which  he  belonged — a  perfect  specimen 
of  the   English   merchant  prince — a 
sort  of  concentrated  essence  formed  by 
both    the  Brothers  Cheerjble   beine 
poonded  into  one,  and  all  their  good 
qualities  distilled  for  the  occasion.  He 
is  a  gentleman,  too,  of  the  old  school — 
m  character  now  so  rapidlj  becoming 
extinct;    his   manners    slightly    for- 
mal— "  Grandisonian  and  Sir  Roger- 
iah" — but  not  sui&cientlr  so  to  coun- 
teract the  benignant  smile  that  played 
about  the  comers  of  his  mouth,  and  the 
good-humoured  glance  of  his  eye.     In 
person  he  was  voluminous — in  dress 
qudnt  but  neat;  not  a  ''magnus  tu- 
mor,'*   or    great    swell,    as    was    in 
our  schoolboy  days  the  term  applied 
to  describe  an  exquisite — but  preferring 
the  orthodox  morning  coat  of  other 
days,  to   the  frock   of  the    present 
age,  of  a  hue  which  the  author  has 
foi^otten  to  mention,  but  which  we 
feel   must  have   been   of  an   olive- 
brown,  with  perhaps  a  velvet  collar  to 
match.     Mr.  Spread  alwavs  wore  a 
white  cravat,  a  ponderous  double  eye- 
glass, suspended  by  an  egregious  gold 
chain,  and  carried  his  watch  in  his 
breeches-pocket.     Shall  we  add,  that 
the  riband  thereof  was  red,  and  the 
seals  nendant  therefrom   of  massive, 
chasea  gold,  much  worn  by  frequent 
friction  and  pulling  out,  to  ascertain  if 
it  was  time  to  go  home  to  dinner.  And 
now  the  portrait  of  the  outward  man  at 
least  is  complete.    Mr.  Spread,  though 
rich,  was  not  wholly  absorbed  in  the 
acquisition  of  wealth — he  never  shrank 
from  any  of  the  responsibilities  of  life. 
An  elector  and  a  juror — the  executor  of 
all  his  friends  who  died — the  guardian 
of  their  children — the  trustee  in  their 
marriage  settlements — a  magistrate  to 
boot,  and,  we  feel  assured 

**  The  witest  Jottlce  by  the  banks  of  Trent.** 

This  trouble  he  would  incur  from  no 
meddling  spirit,  nor  from  the  desire  to 
attain  consequence  by  having  a  finger 
in  every  one's  pie—but  solely  from  the 
kindness  and  benevolence  of  his  nature. 
Besides  all  this  '*he  was  the  model  of 
&  man  of  business ;  activity  without  bus- 


tle, despatch  without  hurry,  form  with- 
out punctilio,  order  without  rigidness, 
dexterity  without  craft,  and  vigilance 
without  suspicion.  Business  inundated 
without  overwhelming  him,  and  care 
neither  corroded  his  mind,  nor  sat 
upon  his  brow."  But  this  picture, 
admirably  as  it  is  drawn,  and  with  so 
just  a  discrimination  of  character, 
fades  into  nothing  when  placed  by  the 
side  of  that  of  Mrs.  Spread,  thepartner 
of  his  fortunes.  We  cannot  bear  to 
disarrange  a  sentence,  or  to  mar  the 
effect  by  any  comment  of  our  own. 
Perfect  in  all  its  parts,  we  shall 
present  it  to  the  notice  of  our  readers 
— as  pure  and  graphic  a  portrait  of  an 
Enffhsh  matron  as  ever  dawned  upon 
their  delighted  eyes : — 

"  In  the  foreground  stands  the  tall, 
comely  figure  or  the  mother  of  the  fa- 
mily. Her  cheek  still  blooms,  though 
her  summer  is  nearly  over;  her  form 
tends  to  luxuriance;  her  features  are 
radiant  with  intelligence  and  benignity ; 
her  hair  is  fair  and  abundant ;  her  eye 
mild  and  grey ;  her  voice  soft  and  dis- 
tinct— 

*  Thtt  «zc«llent  thing  in 


her  mien  dignified ;  her  deportment 
quiet.  She  looks  as  if  she  loved  books, 
music,  pictures,  flowers  ;  her  tastes  are 
obviously  healthy  and  elegant ;  her  mind 
pure  and  strong :  her  heart  full  of  all 
the  womanly  aff*ections — one  of  those 
rare  prizes  in  the  matrimonial  lottery, 
not  always  drawn  by  men  who  deserve 
them  as  well  as  Mr.  Spread  did." 

Now,  reader,  are  you  not  charmed  ? 
— are  you  not  enchanted  to  have  made 
the  acquaintance  of  so  rare  a  creature 
as  this  ?  Of  course  you  are  ;  and  of 
an  equal  certainty  you  should  like  to 
see  her  daughters.  The  eldest  is 
Augusta — like  what  her  mother  had 
been  when  a  girl — with  hair,  perhaps, 
a  little  darker;  the  youngest  Eliza- 
beth— not  so  tall ;  a  dark-eyed  beau- 
tv  ;  studious,  but  not  blue ;  silent  and 
thoughtful ;  pale,  but  not  of  the  head- 
achy complexion  which  distinguishes 
the  lady  of  the  Puritan  or  Evangelical 
school  who  frequents  cenventicles, 
and  has  strong  sectarian  opinions ;  but 
mild  and  gentle — the  very  ghrl  for  our 
money ;  dreaming  over  the  learning 
of  the  Tractarians,  with  a  tendency  to 
painted  windows^  and  a  love  of  the 
dim  religious  light  of  ancient  eathe- 
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drals ;  but  we  fear  there  is  little 
chance  for  us^  for  EUzi^th  is  affi- 
anced to  a  fellow  of  Baliol,  and  a  mi- 
nor canon  of  Salisbury — ^the  Reverend 
Bat.  Owlet — an  eccentric  parson  of 
rare  learnings  bent  upon  reviving  the 
mjstery  plays,  and  most  anxious  to 
convert  his  cathedral  into  a  theatre, 
by  a  representation  of  the  miracle  play 
of  ^'Balaam,*'  the  corps  dramatique 
being  **  several  egregious  clerks  of 
Oxford,  and  two  or  three  laymen  of 
the  Coningsby  school,"  of  whom  Lord 
John  Gore,  with  whom,  under  another 
title,  our  readers  are,  of  course,  fami- 
liar,  has  undertaken  to  perform  the 
part  of  the  quadruped.  And  here  we 
may  as  well  observe,  that  it  seems  part 
of  the  purpose  of  the  author  in  this 
work  to  laugh  down  those  opinions 
which  he  has  so  vigorously  assiuled  in 
the  *« Falcon  Family;"  and  certainly, 
if  a  shrewd  perception  of  the  ridi- 
culous, and  the  art  of  putting  forward 
his  points  with  the  most  comic  power, 
could  effect  the  object  he  has  in  view, 
he  deserves  complete  success.  Al- 
though it  is  true  tnat 

**  OervtatM  nulled  8ptlii*i  chlralry  awty,** 

yet  in  these  times  will  be  required 
something  more  than  the  shafts  of  wit 
to  annihilate  a  school  which,  however 
vulnerable  in  certain  points,  unques- 
tionably contains  much  rare  learning 
and  acquirement.  The  main  design  of 
the  book,  however,  is  to  show  that  no 
man  has  any  right  to  claim  an  exemp- 
tion from  the  cares  and  responsibilities 
of  the  busy  world — that  we  are  all 
bound  alike  to  bear  the  yoke  of  fate, 
and  that  he  who  thinks  to  lead  a  re- 
tired and  selfish  existence,  beholding, 
from  his  own  warm  corner,  the  battle 
and  the  storms  of  life,  is  only  sowing 
up  for  himself  a  crop  of  misfortune, 
of  which  he  must  some  day,  eooner  or 
later,  reap  the  fruits.  This  is  the 
moral  of  the  tale ;  and  it  is  a  sound 
and  healthy  one.  Why  should  a  man 
of  some  fifteen  hundreds  per  annum, 
like  the  bachelor  of  the  Albany,  be  al- 
lowed to  rest  within  his  "  tub  ?"  Why 
should  he  not  bear  his  share  of  the  lot 
common  to  all  ?  True,  the  evil  day 
will  come  at  kst,  and  that  in  itself  is  a 
heavy  retribution.  When  deserted  at 
his  sorest  need,  in  the  winter  of  his 
life,  by  those  rollicking  companions 
who  helped  to  enliven  its  summer 


when  health  is  gone — when  the  plea- 
sures or  the  dissipations  of  the  world 
have  palled  upon  his  jaded  senses— 
when  the  joys  that  riches  can  afford  have 
made  unto  themselves  wings — ^then  it 
is  that  he  who  has  shuthimself  up  from 
the  ties  of  life — who  has  given  ^'no  hos- 
tages to  fortune" — feels,  when  it  b  too 
late,  the  miserable  effects  of  his  selfish 
career,  and  dies  at  last  a  fretful,  queru- 
lous, bilious,  dyspeptic,  and  rheumatic 
old  bachelor,  who  might  have  lived  a 
healthful  and  vigorous  man,  braced  by 
the  daily  exercise  of  the  duties  of  life, 
and  died,  when  his  hour  was  come,  at 
a  ripe  old  age,  his  pillow  cheered  by 
the  smiles  and  soothed  by  the  hand  of 
affection — with  his  children  and  his 
children's  children's  faces  around  his 
bed. 

There  will  be,  it  is  said,  a  defidency 
in  the  quarter's  income.  What  would 
the  premier  think  of  providing  against 
the  recurrence  of  any  similar  contin- 
gencv,  by  laying  a  heavy  tax  upon  rich 
old  bachelors — the  Scrooges  and  the 
Barkers  of  life.  We  think  the  expe- 
dient would  be  a  capital  one.  We 
meant  not  to  pun ;  the  word  dropped 
unconsciously  from  our  pen.  1 1  would, 
at  all  events,  be  most  popular  with  the 
gentier  sex ;  and  a  tribute  only  due  to 
them  by  that  government  which  once 
owed  its  existence  to  their  mysterious 
influence. 

Let  us  glance  at  the  bachelor  of 
the  Albany  on  that  eventful  mornings 
which  was  destined  to  exercise  so  im- 
portant an  influence  upon  the  current 
of  his  after-life,  when  the  worthy 
merchant  called  at  his  chambers,  in 
order  to  invite  him  to  spend  the  Christ- 
mas holidays  at  his  hospitable  mansion 
in  Liverpool:— 

<*  Mr.  Barker  issues  forth,  a  small, 
well-made  man,  with  a  roost  compact 
fi^re,  excessively  erect ;  his  action  some- 
what martial ;  his  eye  gray,  cold,  criti- 
cal, and  contemplative ;  a  mouth  small 
and  sarcastic ;  a  nose  long  and  vulpine ; 
complexion  a  pale  dry  red :  hair  stiff  and 
silvery,  and  evidently  under  the  severest 
discipline  to  which  brush  and  comb  could 
subject  it,  with  a  view  to  its  impartial 
dbtribution  on  each  side  of  a  head, 
which  was  carried  so  high  and  with  such 
an  air,  that  it  was  clear  the  organs  of 
firmness,  combativeness,  and  self-esteem 
were  superbly  developed.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  a  plain  but  rich  robe  de  ckam^ 
bre,  his  morning's  toilette  was  complete. 
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TrovFien  of  shepherds*  plaid,  seemingly 
made  by  a  military  tailor,  and  tightly 
strapped  down  over  a  pair  of  manifest 
Hoby  8  ;  a  double-breasted  cashmere 
waistcoat,  of  what  mercers  call  the 
shawl  pattern ;  the  shirt  collar  severely 
starched,  and  a  little  too  exalted  above 
a  cravat  of  ^dark  blue  silk,  carefully 
folded,  and  tied  with  a  simple  but  a 
quaint  knot." 

Such  18  the  bachelor  of  the  Albany, 
whom  Mr.  Spread  succeeds  in  luring 
forth  from  his  den,  to  be  exposed 
to  the  sunshine  of  the  eyes  of  beau- 
tf,  and  eventually  to  fall  a  vic< 
tim  to  a  certain  Miss  Laura  Smy- 
ly.  The  usual  argument  takes  place 
between  the  bachelov  and  the  mer- 
cbant,  upon  what  the  latter  calls  the 
no-responsibility  system ;  in  which, 
after  trying  to  convince  him  that  it  is 
incumbent  upon  him  to  alter  his  mode 
of  life,  leave  the  Albany,  and  give 
hostages  to  the  state,  the  honest  man 
foretells  that  the  bachelor  will  live  to 
acknowledge  the  truth  of  his  opinions, 
and  winds  up  with  that  admirable 
sentiment — the  fruit  of  his  twenty 
years*  experience — that 

**  OiM  lore  b  worth  a  fthonMod  friendahlpc.*' 

'  The  author  of  "  The  Falcon  Fa- 
mily"  is  always  particularly  felicitous 
in  his  dialogues  ;  to  which  he  imparts 
a  brilliancy^  and  vivacity  most  piquant 
and  agreeable.  Ho  makes  his  points 
well  and  at  proper  intervals ;  and  al- 
though we  occasionally  discover  in  his 
pages  a  thought  which  we  think  b 
not  quite  strange  to  us:  as,  for  ex- 
ample, with  reference  to  the  vast  pie 
at  the  merchant's  breakfast,  which 
Spread  ate  "  festively,"  Barker  "  cri- 
tically," Philip  Spread  <' transcend- 
ently,"  and  the  Reverend  Bat.  Owlet 
*'medifiBvally  ;**  or,  in  regard  of  the 
Smyly  girls,  whom  Master  Philip 
was  perpetually  mistaking  one  for  the 
other — «they  being  as  like  as  two 
pins,  particularly  Laura  ;*'  which  re- 
minds U8  of  an  anecdote,  related  of  a 
certain  planter,  who  possessed  two 
negroes,  named  Csesar  and  Pompey, 
and  was  always  confounding  one  with 
the  other,  asserting  as  an  excuse  that 
they  bore  a  wonderful  resemblance, 
*•  'specially  Pompey." 

There  is  a  strong  contrast  between 
the  senior  partner  of  the  firm  we  have 
already  mentioned,  and    his  junior. 


Mr.  Narrowsmith,  who  is  an  ad- 
mirable specimen  of  the  griping,  ava 
ricious  class  to  which  he  belongs,  and 
from  whose  worthy  lady — **  in  the  midst 
of  the  social  comforts  of  Mr.  Spread's 
drawing-room,  where  the  windows  are 
closely  curtained,  the  eye  comforted 
with  new  colours,  the  ear  gladdened 
with  social  sounds,  a  triumphant  fire 
on  the  hearth,  and  a  meadowy  carpet 
on  the  floor" — a  note  arrives,  "  in  a 
showy  blue  envelope,  smelling  strongly 
of  musk,  with  a  seal  of  pink  wax, 
bearing  the  sentimental  and  original 
device  of  Cupid  shooting  at  a  heart." 
It  was  an  invitation. 

"  *  The  Narrowsmiths,'  said  Mrs. 
Spread,  with  the  gesture  of  a  person 
suffering  from  intense  cold,  and  dropping 
the  note  on  the  sofa  as  she  mieht  have 
dropped  a  lump  of  ice  or  a  cold  pebble. 

'*  *  Dinner  ?'  said  her  husband,  also 
seized  with  a  shuddering. 

*•  *  Worse,*  said  the  lady. 

**  *  Worse  I'  repeated  Spread,  as  if 
he  could  imagine  nothing  worse  than  a 
dinner  at  the  Narrowsmiths. 

•*  *  A  house-warming  I  New-year's 
day!' 

'* '  House-warming !'  cried  the  father 
of  the  family. 

«  *  House-warming  V  repeated  the 
daughters. 

"  *  A  house-warmine  at  the  Narrow- 
smiths  !*  exclaimed  PhiSp.  *  Of  all  kinds 
of  entertainments,  imagine  the  Narrow- 
smiths,  who  knew  less  about  califactbry 
arrangements  and  thermal  comforts 
than  any  family  in  England ' 

*'  Mr.  Spread  drew  his  chair  close  to 
his  fair  wife,  and  they  talked  apart  on 
the  sukyect  of  the  menaced  hospitality. 

"  •  We  won't  go,  of  course,*  said  the 
wife  suppliantly. 

*' '  I  fear  we  must,*  said  the  husband. 
*  Remember,  my  love,  we  declined  their 
invitation  at  Michaelmas.* 

*•  •  We  shall  get  our  death  of  cold,* 
said  Mrs.  Spread. 

**  •  We'll  muffle  well,  my  dear ;  parti- 
cularly as  it*s  a  house-warming,*  he 
added,  his  eye  twinkling  with  humour. 

"  •  Muffle,'  repeated  his  wife,  as  if 
she  thought  that  all  the  muffling  in  the 
house  would  not  be  enough  for  a  dinner 
with  her  husband's  partner  in  the  month 
of  January. 

"  *  Well,  my  dear,  we  have  till  morn- 
ing to  consider  the  question.  I  grant 
you  it  is  a  serious  one — a  very  serious 
question.     But  now  for  our  whist.* " 

After  much  discussion,  and  many 
arguments  used  upon  either  side,  it  is 
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finally  settled  that  the  Spreads  dine 
with  the  Narrowsmiths^  to  whom  we 
roust  now  introduce  our  readers. 
The  picture  of  this  amiahle  and  ac- 
complished family  is  finished  by  the 
hand  of  a  master;  and  there  is  no 
better  scene  to  be  found  within  the 
pages  of  the  book  before  us  than  the 
anxious  consultation  which  took  place 
within  the  mansion  of  the  junior  part- 
ner>upon  the  subject  of  the  "  impending 
festivities.'*  And,  first,  let  us  present 
Mr.  Isaac  Narrowsmith.  He  was  a 
small  mean  man,  dressed  in  seedy  black, 
with  vulgar  arithmetic  in  every  line  of 
his  pinched  and  sallow  features — little 
sharp  suspicious  eyes,  and  nose  not 
worth  talking  about ;  he  was  a  mer- 
chant plebeian,  not  a  merchant  prince  ; 
he  had  the  facilities  for  acquiring 
wealth,  without  the  talents  or  the  vir- 
tues to  enjoy  it.  He  was  as  narrow- 
souled  as  he  was  narrow-chested ; 
efficient  in  his  counting-house,  out  of 
it  nobody.  With  books  he  was  to- 
tally unacquainted,  save  the  waste- 
book,  the  day-book,  and  the  ledger. 
As  to  the  arts,  he  was  only  versed  in 
the  mean  ones ;  and  the  only  science 
he  had  ever  studied  was  that  false 
arithmetic  which  makes  men  penny 
wise  and  pound  foolish.  Narrowsmith 
was  a  man  of  illiberal  opinions,  whom 
circumstances  attached  to  the  liberal 
party.  He  voted  with  the  Whi^, 
but  the  Whigs  could  well  have  dis- 
pensed with  his  ungracious  and  dis- 
creditable support.  He  was  a  re- 
former who  sneered  at  Lord  John 
Russell,  a  freetrader  who  made  light 
of  Mr.  Cobden  and  Mr.  Villiers^tbat 
acted  all  his  meannesses  as  a  private 
individual,  and  all  his  worthlessness 
as  a  public  man.  He  was  the  darling 
of  the  lady  on  the  wheel — she  smiled 
on  him,  pampered,  caressed  him.  The 
work  of  his  shrivelled  hands  succeeded; 
all  his  speculations  prospered.  He 
speculated  widely,  and  often  daringly, 
in  all  manner  of  securities  and  insecu- 
rities. Always  wide  awake  on  'Change, 
and  never  for  an  instant  diverted  from 
his  schemes  of  self-aggrandizement  by 
any  consideration  of  humanity,  or  sense 
of  moral  obligation.  In  short,  he  was 
not  much  of  a  Christian,  although  he 
went  to  church ;  but  was  much  of  a 
Jew,  although  he  did  not  frequent  the 
synagogues. 

There  was  between  Mr.  Narrow- 
smith  and  his  amiable  lady  but  one 


soul,  and  that  of  dimensioiia  capable 
of  being  lodged  within  a  nutshelL 
Mrs.  Narrowsmith  was  tall,  muscular, 
and  harsh,  with  flat,  square,  pale,  ri- 
gid, frigid  features,  admirably  adapted 
for  the  matron  of  a  work-house  or 
gaol.  She  was  as  frigid  as  an  icicle, 
and  as  mild  as  a  white  hear  after  a  bad 
day's  fishing  in  the  frozen  seaa.  Harder, 
colder,  and  keener  than  her  husband, 
in  her  neighbourhood  the  thermometer 
fell — <'  she  radiated  cold — and  people 
beside  her  got  sore  throats."  The 
only  trace  of  beauty  she  had  waa  her 
hair,  which  she  spoiled  by  twisting  np 
into  a  knot  behind,  secured  by  a  eomb 
of  imitation  tortoiseshell.  Her  attire 
was  a  very  ancient  black  silk  dress, 
very  tight,  very  short— which  latter 
peculiarity  had  the  advantage  of  show- 
ing her  stockings,  which  were  of  a 
subdued  white  (or  **  Isabella  colour,** 
as  the  fabricators  of  trout  flies  call 
it),  and  shoes  that  looked  as  if  they 
had  been  made  by  her  husband's  shoe- 
maker. 

*'  *  How  many  shall  we  hare,'  said  the 
miser,  chafing  his  skinny  fingers,  and 
preparing  to  count  the  list  of  his  com- 
pany upon  them.  *  Ourselves,  two- 
Maria,  three * 

•*  Maria,  or  more  properly  Maria- 
Theresa,  was  the  daughter  and  only 
child  of  the  Narrowsmiths.  She  was 
twenty  then,  and  too  much  like  her  mo- 
ther to  be  much  of  a  beauty,  either  in 
person  or  in  mind,  but  she  was  too 
young  to  affect  the  thermometer  in  the 
same  deeree ;  besides,  she  had  her  mo- 
ther's hair ;  and  having  been  then  three 
years  at  a  boarding-school  (there  she 
learned  to  thump  pianos,  and  call  it 
music — to  l)edauD  paper,  and  call  it 
painting  in  water-colours),  was  consi- 
dered by  her  mother  a  highly  accom- 
plished young  woman.  Of  course,  she 
was  a  great,  that  is  to  say  a  rich  match. 
She  haS  not  herself  thought  much  about 
matrimony ;  but  her  consistent  parents 
had  been  speculating  for  some  time 
upon  Philip  Spread,  as  an  eligible  hus- 
band for  her. 

**  *  Ourselves  three,  the  Spreads  five,' 
continued  the  penurious  merchant. 

**  *  Only  four  Spreads ;  three  and  fcnr 
are  seven,*  said  the  lady. 

" '  Seven — the  Neverouts  won't.' 

"  *  Of  course  they  wont,  they  never 
dine  out  in  winter.' 

"Then  why  did  Mrs.  Narrowmith 
invite  them? — simply  because  they  never 
dined  out  in  winter. 

"  *  What  of  the  Marables  Y 

<*<The  Marables  keep  New  Tear*! 
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l>%j  with  old  Afrs.  Mvable,  at  Birken- 
head.  Maria  ascertained  it.  Don't  they, 
Maria.'  ^ 

•*  *  Yes,  mamma/  cried  Miss  Narrow- 
smith. 

'*  *  But  you  asked  them  ?'  continued 


*•  *  I  did,  oi  course ;  we  were  so  long  in 
their  debt  that  I  positively  felt  ashamed ; 
now  that  the  compliment's  paid,  there  is 
a  weight  off  my  mind.' 

"  •  Seyen  :  George  Voluble  makes 
eight ;  the  Crakenthorpes  ten ;  Doctor 
and  Mrs.  Prout,  tweWe.  Will  General 
Guy  Dickens  come  ?  Tes,  and  Miss  Guy 
Dickens ;  he  nerer  dines  out  without  her, 
and  we  can't  do  without  the  general's 


Now  we  may  as  well  mention  here, 
that  the  reason  of  the  miser's  hospi- 
tality to  the  Fronts  was«  that  they  were 
the  fortunate  possessors  of  a  magnifi- 
cent Epergne,  which  it  was  the  custom 
of  the  Liverpool  dinner-givers  to  bor- 
row for  such  occasions.  In  such  re- 
quisition was  this  table  ornament,  that 
the  Epergne  never  dioed  out  without 
the  ProutSy  and  the  Prouts  $eldom 
dined  oat  without  the  Epergne. 

«<  *  Fourteen,*  said  Mrs.  Narrowsmith, 
summing  up  \  I  have  been  thinking  it 
would  be  rjeht  to  ask  Mr.  Spread's 
iriend,  Mr.  Barker.' 

••  Won't  it  do  to  ask  him  to  tea.  The 
Bev.  Mr.  Thynne,  and  Mr.  Fitzroy,  the 
commissioner,  are  only  asked  to  tea. 
Mr.  Barker  is 'one  of  your  London  fine 
gentlemen,  who  cock  up  their  noses  at 
everything,  and  can't  dine  without  cham- 

gaig^e  and  napkins.     You  can't  be  so 
ifatnated,  Mrs.    Narrowsmith,    as  to 
think  of  giving  champai^e  ?' 

"  The  miser  crossed  his  legs,  twirled 
his  thumbs,  and  looked  very  serious  and 
miserable;  thinking  of  his  partner's  din- 
ners, and  what  was  likely  to  be  expected 
from  a  man  worth  a  hundred  thousand 
pounds.  Then  Mr.  Crakenthorpe  was  a 
railway  prince,  and  General  Guy  Dickens 
was  a  great  railway  man,  too,  and  a  sort 
of  a  nabob  into  the  bargain.  Isaac  Nar- 
rowsmith was  actually  so  infatuated  as 
to  be  thinking^  of  giving  champaigne, 
with  some  little  fluctuation  in  his  mind 
as  to  the  question  whether  his  cham- 
paigne should  be  French  or  British. 
Conscience  and  vanity  pronounced  for 
the  foreigrn  article^— avarice  and  mean- 
ness for  the  home  produce. 

"  *  Well,'  said  the  female  screw,  divin- 
ing the  cogitations  of  her  spouse  as  per- 
fectl  V  as  if  her  soul  was  a  portion  of  his, 
'  I  always  leave  the  wine  to  you,  only 
tell  me  if  yon  make  up  your  mind  to 


have  champaigne,  that  I  may  borrow 
Doctor  Front's  glasses'-^  bit  of  fore- 
cast on  the  part  of  the  fair  speaker, 
from  which  the  reader  will  infer  that 
Doctor  Front's  table  was  not  the  most 
celebrated  in  Liverpool  for  the  jovial 
sise  of  his  goblets. 

"  Borrow  them,'  said  Mr.  Narrow- 
smith,  with  admirable  econom]^  of  words, 
conveving  both  his  determination  to  pro- 
duce tne  sparkling  wine,  and  his  concur- 
rence in  his  wife  s  plan  for  restricting 
the  consumption  of  it  within  the  closest 
possible  limits. 

*"  I  positively  4^on't  have  napkins, 
then,'  said  Mrs.  Narrowsmith,  her  frii- 

fal  mind  jumping  as  nimbly  as  her  hus- 
and's  from  one  sordid  speculation  to 
another. 

"  It  was  tea-time  within  the  genial 
mansion  of  the  Narrowsmith's,  and  the 
fair  proprietress  thereof  had  just  flnished 
her  second  cup,  when  two  notes  |Were 
handed  her  bv  a  not  over-clean  or  well- 
appointed  lad,  intended  to  enact  a  page, 
as  appeared  from  the  multitude  of  tar- 
nished buttons  on  his  jacket — a  jacket 
that  was  manifestly  a  resurrection  m  the 
jacket  from  off  one  of  the  oldest  of  his 
master's  old  coats.  The  notes  were 
presented  on  a  salver  made  of  one  of 
those  wonderful  metals  which  the  public 
is  assured  by  the  patentees,  is  not  only 
a  perfect  substitute  for  silver,  but  more 
genuine  than  silver  itself. 

**  Everything  in  the  Narrowsmith's 
house  was  either  second-hand  or  spu- 
rious imitations,  substitutes,  things  '  as 
good  as  new,'  wonderful  bargains,  delft 
not  to  be  distinguished  from  china,  tal- 
low candles  superior  to  wax,  cottons 
equal  to  silks,  '  old  lamps  for  new,' 
German  silver  and  Albata  plate. 

"  One  of  the  notes  was  from  the 
Spreads — with  what  reluctance  was  that 
note  written  1  The  second  no  sooner  was 
opened  than  it  produced  a  sensation  al- 
most electric.  It  came  from  the  family 
who  had  been  so  cunningly  invited  to 
dinner,  because  it  was  believed  they  had 
accepted  a  previous  invitation.  The 
biters  were  bitten  1  The  Marables  were 
coming  —  all  the  Marables :  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Marable,  Miss  Marable,  Miss  Lucy 
Marable,  Master  Frederick  Marable-^ 
innumerable  Marables.  It  was  all  a  mis- 
take about  their  engagement  at  Birken- 
head. The  miser  looked  tragically 'co- 
mical— his  lad  V  looked  comicaUv  tragic ; 
and  as  to  Maria  Theresa,  notwithstand- 
ing her  imperial  name,  she  narrowly  es- 
caped having  her  ears  boxed  by  her  mild 
mamma,  who,  excited  by  the  spirit  of 
parsimonv,  was  much  more  like  Xantippe 
than  her  husband  was  like  Socrates. 

"  Mrs.  Narrowsmith  said  that  it  was 
*a  nice  to  do.*    Mr.  Narrowsmith  oh- 
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i^erved,  in  equally  classic  phraseology, 
that  it  was  •  a  pretty  kettle-of-fish/  The 
mother  said  that  the  daughter  was  a 
careless  slut ;  and  she  could  hardly  have 
chosen  an  adjective  and  substantive 
more  happily  describing  that  younpf  lady 
had  she  been  profuse  in  rhetoric  m  the 
college  tff  Billmgsgate. 

"  The  miser,  as  became  his  sex,  was 
the  first  to  recover  his  confidence. 

*' '  It  can^t  be  helped,*  he  said,  philo- 
sophically; *we  must  only  make  the 
best  of  it/ 

••  *  And  after  all,'  said  Maria  Theresa, 
regaining  confidencf,  'a  dinner  for 
twelve  is  a  dinner  for  twenty — indeed, 
mother,  I  have  heard  you  say  so  twenty 
times.' 

**  And  in  truth  this  was  a  doctrine 
which  Mrs.  Narrowsmith  frequently  not 
only  broached,  but  acted  on  in  her  hos- 
pitable dispensations. 

«*  *  We  shall  have  twenty,  if  all  come,' 
said  the  merchant,  lugubriously. 

**  *  James,  remove  the  tea-things,'  said 
Mrs.  Narrowsmith,  with  asperity ;  *  put 
that  cold  muffin  careftiUy  by ;  take  care 
of  the  tea-things.  Maria^  go  and  look 
after  the  napkins  ;  don't  leave  out  more 
.than  will  be  absolutely  necessary — 
eighteen  will  do.  Wait  till  I  give  a 
dinner  and  ball  again.  What  are  you 
looking  at,  Mr.  Narrowsmith  ? — do  you 
see  anything  on  the  floor  ?' 

**  The  merchant  had  just  fixed  his 
little  keen  eyes  upon  a  small  shining 
object  at  some  distance  from  him,  just 
where  the  tortured  Kidderminster  re- 
fused to  go  any  further.  Mrs.  Narrow- 
smith  directed  her  tolerably  acute  visual 
organs  to  the  same  point;  but  Maria 
Theresa,  who  was  on  the  point  of  cross- 
ing the  room  to  execute  the  commission 
respecting  the  napkins,  not  only  dis- 
covered what  the  ODJect  was,  but  picked 
it  up,  proclaiming  the  important  fact 
that  it  was  a  silver  fourpence.  Who 
could  have  dropped  it  there — who  could 
have  been  so  profligately  careless 
of  their  money?  The  Narrowsmiths 
disclaimed  the  ownership  of  the  glitter- 
ing fourpence,  all  of  them;  yet  Mr. 
Narrowsmith  made  no  scruple  of  seizing 
it  to  his  own  uses,  and  depositing  it  in 
his  own  pocket,  observing  to  his  wife 
as  he  did  so — 

*,*  *  How  providential  that  I  saw  it.* 

We  are  strongly  tempted  to  give 
the  dinner-scene  at  the  Narrowsmiths^ 
which  is  full  of  point  and  cleverness ; 
but  were  we  to  go  on  extracting  at  this 
rate,  we  should  only  mar  the  pleasure 
which  our  readers  must  enjoy  when 
they  beoome  possessors  of  a  work  con- 
taining 80  much  keen  observation  and 


piquant  description.  The  forte  of  the 
author  chiefly  consists  in  what  Mrs. 
Malaprop  calls  **anice  derangement' 
of  epitaphs" — a  shrewd  knowledge  of 
the  oddest  nooks  and  crannies  of  human 
nature>  and  a  caustic  and  humorous 
mode  of  presenting  them  to  his  readers. 
What  can  possibly  be  better  than  his 
sketch  of  Dorothea  Potts,  the  inge- 
nious and  exemplary  cook  of  Mrs. 
Narrowsmith?  She  had  ruled  the 
roast  for  a  Welsh  parson ;  she  had 
ministered  in  the  kitchen  of  a  half-pay 
captain  of  infantry  ;  she  had  ofi&ciated 
for  briefless  barristers  in  lodgings— 
the  best  of  all  academies  for  the  finer 
branches  of  gastronomy  ;  and  haviqg 
already  passed  an  apprenticeship  of 
four  years  in  the  service  of  the  Nar- 
rowsmiths, she  had  ample  time  to  per- 
fect her  education,  particularly  as  the 
climate  of  the  kitchen  was  never  of 
that  high  temperature  which  must  so 
seriously  enervate  a  cook's  frame,  and 
embarrass  her  in  the  discharge  of  her 
local  duties.  The  night  before  the  ban- 
quet, under  the  management  of  this  ex- 
perienced artbte,  we  are  informed— 

"  There  was  fearful  cooking  hi  Rod- 
ney-street;  mixtures  of  all  things  dieap 
and  varied — sweets  that  should  have 
been  sour,  and  sours  that  should  have 
been  sweet.  Mrs.  Narrowsmith  manu- 
factured custards  without  precedent; 
Miss  Narrowsmith  fabricated  puddings 
without  example;  while  the  sot  diumt 
cook  concoctea  inexplicable  gravies  and 
appalling  soups.  A  dropper-in  during 
the  orgies  might  well  have  cried — 

*' '  How  now,  ye  ncret,  Uitck,  and  midnight  hafi^ 
What  Is  it  ye  dor 

And  the  trio  might  with  equal  propriety 
have  replied — 

•*  •  A  d«ed  wlthoQt  a  name.* 

The  bachelor  of  the  Albany,  who  is 
present  at  the  feast,  behaves  himself 
with  tolerable  propriety,  except  in  re- 
gard of  an  argument  upon  Irish  ab- 
senteeism, which,  however,  attracts 
the  attention  of  two  crotchety  mem* 
bers  of  the  company  to  such  a  degree, 
that  they  meditate  returning  him  for 
Boroughcross,  a  town  in  Yorkshire, 
then  in  want  of  a  representative. 

Absenteeism,  says  the  bachelor,  is 
one  of  the  few  blessings  which  Ireland 
enjoys.  The  absentee  is  either  riqib 
or  he  is  poor.     If  he  is  rich,  he 
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be  a  rascal  to  desert  his  native  coun- 
try, where  there  is  enough  of  that 
commodity  at  present :  if  he  is  poor, 
he  can  be  of  no  use,  for  what  can  a 
pauper  landlord  do  for  a  pauper  te- 
nantry ?     Therefore,  &c.  &c. 

This  sophism  is  an  ingenious  one ; 
and  we  cannot  too  much  commend  it 
to  the  notice  of  those  great  landed  pro- 
prietors who  think  their  country,  from 
which  they  extract  their  fifty  thousand 
a-year,  suffers  no  detriment  in  conse- 
quence of  this  sum  being  squandered 
on  idle  dissipation  in  London,  instead 
of  being  judiciously  laid  out  at  home. 
The  banquet  in  Rodney-street  is  re- 
markable, too,  for  introducing  to 
the  notice  of  the  company  a  young 
lady,  who  is  led  in  by  Mrs.  Narrow- 
smith  for  the  purpose  of  stopping 
up  a  gap  in  the  table,  some  one 
of  the  party  having  discovered  the 
astounding  fact  that  it  amounted  only 
to  the  inauspicious  number  of  thirteen. 
The  new-comer  was  a  distinguished- 
looking  and  singularly  interesting  girl, 
plainly  and  even  poorly  dressed,  but 
attracting  the  attention  of  all  by  the 
fascination  of  her  manner,  and  the 
gentle  and  winning  grace  of  her 
deportment.  She  was  unknown  to 
all  the  company — no  one  had  ever 
been  aware  that  the  cold  and  churlish 
mansion  of  the  Narrowsmiths  could 
boast  of  so  rare  an  ornament.  It  is 
discovered,  however,  that  Miss  Med- 
licot — for  such  was  her  name — is  the 
orphan  ward  and  the  near  relative  of 
tho  miser.  Lately  returning,  on  the 
death  of  her  father,  irom  one  of  the 
colonies,  she  had  suffered  shipwreck 
upon  the  Cornish  coast ;  and  after 
having  undergone  all  the  fearful  perils 
and  privations  consequent  upon  one  of 
the  most  calamitous  shipwrecks  of  the 
time,  with  a  fortitude  and  calm  cou- 
rage unexampled  in  one  so  young,  she 
had  landed  upon  the  shores  of  Eng- 
land totally  unacquainted  with  the  face 
of  m  human  being,  and  utterly  ignorant 
of  even  the  residence  of  the  relative  to 
whom  she  had  been  consigned,  indebted 
for  a  temporary  asylum  to  the  charity 
of  a  benevolent  clergyman  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, who,  to  use  the  singularly- 
powerful  and  expressive  words  of  the 
author,  **  preached  the  doctrines  of  his 
divine  master  not  ineloquently  in  the 
pulpit,  but  with  ten  times  more  power 
in  the  silent  rhetoric  of  his  life."  She 
succeeded  in  recovering  a  few  articles 


of  her  property  from  the  wreck, 
amongst  which  was  a  box  containing, 
besides  some  papers  of  consequence,  a 
letter  directed  to  Mr.  Narrowsmith, 
of  Liverpool,  to  whom,  accordingly,, 
supplied  with  clothes  for  her  journey 
from  the  scanty  wardrobe  of  the  wife 
of  her  benevolent  protector,  she  at 
length  found  her  way,  shortly  before 
the  period  of  the  banquet.  Thb 
young  lady  is  the  heroine  of  the 
story,  the  plot  of  which  is  exceedingly 
simple,  and  may  be  narrated  in  a  very 
few  words ;  but  before  we  proceed  to 
describe  how  this  interesting  girl  be- 
comes connected  with  the  fortunes  of 
the  eccentric  bachelor  of  the  Albany, 
we  positively  cannot  resist  extracting 
our  author's  piquant  and  charming  de- 
scription of  the  drawing-room  in  Kod- 
ney-street,  which  Is  a  perfect  gem. 
We  have  seen  such  ourselves :  we  only 
wish  we  could  describe  it  as  well :— . 

"The  drawing-room! — a  withdraw- 
ing-room  would  have  been  a  better 
name,  for  there  was  nothing  to  draw 
any  one  to  it,  but  everything  to  induce 
people  to  withdraw  from  it.  To  Mrs. 
Spread  it  was  bleaker  than  the  dining- 
room  many  times.  A  few  pompous 
pieces  of  furniture  only  drew  attention 
to  the  shabbiness  of  their  associates; 
there  w&s  not  a  picture  or  even  a  print 
upon  the  walls,  or  anything  to  cover 
their  nakedness,  save  a  single  very  large 
looking-glass,  in  an  ostentations  frame — 
a  looking-fflass  quite  out  of  keeping 
with  the  otner  details  of  the  apartment, 
and  which  only  served,  in  fact,  to  double 
the  dreary  effect  of  the  surrounding 
objects.  The  space  between  the  win- 
dows was  occupied  by  tables  of  a  whi- 
tish-grey marble ;  on  one  of  these  cold 
slabs  lay  one  or  two  annuals  of  days 
gone  by,  probably  bought  at  a  sale  for 
a  shilling  a-piece;  a  tawdry  prayer- 
book,  and  an  album  in  hajf-bindmg, 
eaudily  lettered,  with  the  name  of  Miss 
Maria  Theresa,  e^littered  and  shined 
upon  the  other.  The  room  was  newly — 
and  if  you  will  take  Mrs.  Marable's 
word  for  it,  tastily — ^fumlshed ;  the  go- 
verning tint  was  drab,  all  drab — dra^ 
walls,  drab  carpets,  drab  everything. 
It  made  one  think  of  the  men  of  Penn- 
sylvania, or  the  Society  of  Friends. 
Brab  wasMrs.Narrowsmith's  colour ;  her 
very  soul  must  have  been  drab ;  it  was 
a  cheap  colour,  and  what  she  called  a 
fast  colour — a  colour,  too,  that  bore 
dying  and  turning,  and  all  the  meta- 
morphoses to  which  fancy,  inspired  by 
meanness,  could  subject  stuffs.  Pen- 
dant from  the  ceiling  by  a  green  cord 
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was  a  system  or  constellation  of  glass 
prisms  and  sockets,  capable  of  holding 
some  eight  or  ten  candles.    It  was  dig- 
nified by  the  name  of  a  chandelier,  and 
held  in  such  veneration  by  the  Narrow- 
smiths,  that  it    was   only   illuminated 
upon  gala  occasions  like  the  present; 
at  all  other  times  kept  as  religions ly 
saored  as  the  relics  of  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
or  the  Holv  Coat  of  Treves.     When 
Mrs.  Spread  entered  the  drawing-room, 
the  superb  affair  had  only  two  candles 
lighted.    Mrs.  Narrowsmith,  however, 
ordered  the  pao^e  to  illuminate  the  rest 
forthwith,  explaining  to    the  matrons 
around  her  that  the  candles  were  pa- 
tent   amandines,    the    advantages    of 
which  over  wax  were  incredible,  and 
looking  when  the  operation  of  lightbg 
was  complete,  as  vain  as  the  wi&  of  a 
mandarin  presiding  at  a  feast  of  lan- 
terns.   This  splendid  room  communi- 
cated by  a  folding  door  with  another 
still  more  spacious,    embellished  with 
the  same  severe  taste,  and  in  an  alarm- 
ing state  of  preparation  for  music  and 
dancing.     Here  stood  Miss  Maria  The- 
resa's second-hand  Broadwood  (a  very 
grand  piano),  bought  at  an  auction  for 
twenty  guineas,  with  a  pile  of  music- 
books  near  it,  containing  all  the  odious 
overtures,  rascally  rondos,   and  snob- 
bish sonatas,  composed  for  coarse  hands 
and  red  fingers,  to  enchant  the  low  coun- 
tries of  the  musical  world.  However,  she 
did  not  rely  on  her  mother  for  her  solos 
or  her  melodious  powers,  for  a  table  in  a 
comer  of  the  same  room  was  covered 
with  unequivocal  proofs  that  she  could 
astonish  the  eye  with  colours  as  well  as 
the  ear  with  sounds.     In  fact  Miss  Nar- 
rowsmith  was  decidedly  a  magnet  with 
two  poles,  the  only  misfortune  being 
that  they  were  both  repelling  ones  ;  at 
least  they  had  no  other  effect  that  even- 
Sn^  upon  the  young  man  whom  she  had 
laid  so  extensive  a  scheme  of  conquest, 
for  the  conduct  of  Philip  annoyed  all 
the  Narrowsmiths  evening.    He  never 
vouchsafed  a  glance  at  Maria's  paint- 
ings, never  once  peeped  into  her  album, 
and,  while  she  was  performing  the  over- 
ture of  Der  Freischutz,  his  back  was 
turned  upon  the  executioner,  and  he  was 
engaged  in  conversation  with  his  mo- 
ther, and  at  one  time  (of  all  people  in 
the  world)  with  little  Grace  Medlicot ; 
so  piqued  was  the  miser^s  daughter  at 
his  negligent  behaviour,  that  she  posi- 
tively refused  to  sins;,  although  in  the 
opinion  of  her  own  circle  she  was  little 
short  of  a  prima  donna.*' 

Not  one  of  the  least  amosing  cha- 
racters in  this  book,  is  Mrs.  Martin, 
the  goTerneis  of  the  Spreads,  whom 
thd  master  of  the  house  leads  into 


dinner  with  as  much  respect  as  if  she 

was  the   Duchess  of  Sutherland a 

lofty  lady  of  great  dignity,  who  was 
the  authoress  of  a  work  on  **  the  God- 
mothers of  England" — was  eminent 
for  her  skill  in  mastering  young  mis- 
tresses and  governing  young  inasterf. 
Taking  a  hint  from  the  clever  sugges- 
tion   of   the  sprightly    Miss    Laura 
Smyly,  she  feels  disposed  to  correct 
her  pupils  with  "  Montgomery's  Satao," 
which  will  have  the  effect  of  making 
them  hate  both  Montgomery  aod  Lu- 
cifer for  the  rest  of  their  lives,  and  to 
give  them  "  Pollock's  Course  of  Time" 
smartly  instead  of  the  birch.     This 
exemplary  lady  lectures  Miss  Elizabeth 
Spread,  the  betrothed  of  the    Rev. 
Bat.  Owlet,  after  the  fashion  of  the 
famous  Miss  GriflBn,  upon  domestic  go- 
vernment, and  the  management  of  hus- 
bands.    Her  first  principle  is  design, 
"  Let  there  be,  my  dear,"  she  sajs  to 
her  pupil,  "  design  in  everything  vou 
say  and  do."    The  pupil  wonders  and 
looks  as  if  she  thinks  this  a  singular 
precept  for  so  great  a  moralist  as  h» 
governess ;  and  then  the  lady  draws  a 
distinction  between  haying  a   design 
and    being  designmg ;   the  design,  to 
which  she  more  f  particularly    refers 
being  the  moral  culture  and  improye- 
ment  of  the  husband.    The  art  of  con- 
versation, for  the  purpose  of  carrying 
out  this  object,  being  reduced  to  three 
simple  rules — the  first  of  which  is  adapt- 
ation, or  the  study  of  his  character  and 
tastes,  and  the  conformation  thereto  of 
the  lady's  conyersation  j  the  second,  a 
perpetual  air  of  sprightliness  and  ani* 
mation ;  the  third,  acontinual  aim  either 
for  the  establishment  of  a  fact  or  tie 
deduction  of  a  moral.     And  by  these 
simple  rules  are  all  the  husbands  in 
the  world  to  be  governed.     We  wish, 
for  the  sake  of  a  practical  illustration 
of  her  favourite  theory,  the  worthy 
governess  had  taken  in  hand  to  break 
in   the  refractory  "  Bachelor  of  the 
Albany."     To  be  sure,  it  would  have 
been  rather  stiff  work,  but  he  talh, 
perhaps,  into  better  hands,  for  such 
management  is  generally  more  effec- 
tive  when  it  comes  assisted  by  the 
rhetoric  of  a  pair  of  bright  ejes,  and 
when  "the  moral  is  deduced"  by  a 
handsome,  sprightly  girl  like  Laura 
Smyly,  instead  of  by  an  antique  gover- 
ness in  a  wig  and  bhkck  silk  gown. 
This  picture  of  Mrs.  Martin  is  yerj 
cleyerly  drawn,  possibly  with  notqoito 
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80  much  ekboration  as  some  of  the 
other  characters ;  but  it  is  notfiing  the 
worse  for  that,  as,  with  the  artist's 
pencil,  a  single  touch  effectively  given 
often  does  more  than  the  most  minute 
and  careful  finishing  of  a  less  prac- 
tised hand. 

Mrs.  Harry  Farquhar  is  also  a  pi- 
quant portrait,  the  original  of  which 
is  not  quite  strange  to  us.  A  small, 
tJght»  pretty — a  wickedly  pretty  wo- 
man I^-with  an  insolent  eye  and  a  pas- 
sionate complexion — she  broke  herself 
in  gloves  at  exciting  conjunctures — al- 
ways tearing  off  a  button  when  she  was 
^raised"  in  a  conjugal  fracas.  In  her 
toilette  she  was  a  termagant,  wearing 
the  most  piquant  of  bonnets,  but  wear- 
ing it  awry;  she  was  too  hasty  for 
buttons,  and  too  violent  for  hooks  and 
ej9!^.  She  drove,  moreover,  the  pret- 
tiest pair  of  prancing  ponys,  in  the 
nicest  little  carriage  which  ever  was 
seen  at  Norwood.  She  pays  a  visit  to 
our  friend,  the  Bachelor,  at  his  cham- 
bers in  the  Albany,  in  high  wrath  at 
some  supposed  interference  on  his 
part  with  the  Spreads,  in  the  choice 
of  a  country  residence.  The  scene 
between  the  pur  contains  some  hu- 
morous touches : — 

**  Leaving  her  ponies  in  charge  of  the 
servant,  standing  at  the  entrance  to  the 
Albany,  she  strutted,  whip  in  band,  in 
her  brazen,  fearless  way,  towards  the 
Bachelor's  chambers,  the  number  of 
which  she  had  first  learned  from  the 
porter. 

"  Reynolds  answered  her  loud  knock 
and  her  sharp  application  to  the  bell. 

<*  Is  Mr.  Barker  at  home  ?" 

''Reynolds  hesitated,  and  was  lost. 
In  a  moment,  the  Bachelor  was  startled 
from  a  chapter  of  Rabelais,  which  he 
was  reading,  by  the  apparition  of  a 
lady  in  Ms  sanctum  sanctornm,  and  the 
last  lady  he  would  have  coveted  a  visit 
from.  She  bustled  in,  affectedly  smil  • 
ing  and  simpering,  but  with  half  an  eye 
you  could  see  the  snake  among  the 
nowers. 

*'  *  Tou  are  surprised  at  a  visit  from 
me,  Mr.  Barker.  No,  thank  you,  I 
shan't  sit  down.  You  never  come  to  see 
me,  Mr.  Barker.* 

"  Barker  had  never  been  so  com- 
pletely thrown  off  his  centre  before.  He 
muttered  something  about  his  being  glad 
to  see  Mrs.  Farquhar,  and  an  humble 
inquiry  as  to  the  fortunate  circumstances 
to  which  he  was  to  ascribe  the  honour 
she  had  done  him. 

<*  <  Perhaps  Vm  come  to  give  you  a 


little  bit  of  a  sooldmg,  Mr.  Barker,'  still 
smiling,  but  the  snake  more  visible  every 
moment. 

**  Barker  bit  his  lip,  grew  a  little 
white,  and  said,  ignorant  as  he  was  of 
having  given  any  offence,  he  hoped  she 
would  see  the  propriety  of  reservingher 
favour  of  that  description  for  Mr.  Far- 
quhar. 

"This  stung  her  little  ladyship,  but 
she  passed  it  over  in  her  eagerness  to 
coine  to  the  main  point,  which  was  her 
desire  to  know  what  he  meant  by  inter- 
fering in  the  affairs  of  her  sister's  family. 

**  •  Madam  I'  said  Barker,  not  perceiv- 
ing her  drift. 

"•The  Spreads  must  live  at  Rich- 
mond, to  plague  you,  Mr.  Barker;  they 
can't  take  a  house  at  Norwood,  near  met 
because  you  presume  to  intrude.' 

** '  The  intrusion,  madam,  is  not  on 
my  part,'  said  Barker,  lowering,  and 
almost  glancing  at  the  door. 

**  *  To  meddle  in  what's  no  affair  of 
your's,'  continued  the  pretty  vixen,  slap* 
ping  her  dress  with  her  whip. 

"  *  Really,  Mrs.  Farquhar,'  said  Bar- 
ker, with  the  severest  ffravitv,  and 
anxious  to  disembarrass  himself  of  his 
visitor,  *  I  can  discover  no  adequate 
motive  for  this  stranee  proceeding  upon 
your  part,  unless  inaeed  you  are  oome 
to  horsewhip  me.* 

«*  *  Now,  don't  you  deserve  it,  sir  ?' 
said  the  pretty  httle  Amazon,  again 
slapping  her  dress,  but  now  she  did  it 
rather  playfully,  and  with  a  simpering 
laugh;  beginnmg  to  be  sensible  that 
she  had  placed  herself  in  a  false  position, 
and  that  her  best  course  was  to  laugh 
herself  out  of  it.  Barker  ought  to  have 
built  a  bridge  of  gold  for  the  flying 
enemy,  but  he  could  not  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  replying,  and  he  made  the  re- 
ply in  his  most  acrimonious  manner — 

"  *  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being 
your  husband,  Mrs.  Harrv ;  if  I  had' — 
glancing  at  the  horsewhip,  with  the 
plainest  intimation  that  in  that  case  it 
would  inevitably  change  hands. 

"  *  If  ^ou  had,  you  would  know  better 
than  to  interfere  in  what  is  none  of  your 
business,  Mr.  Peter — Peter  the  Hermit. 
We  all  know  what  kind  of  hermits  you 
bachelors  of  the  Albany  are.  Your 
character .* 

"  *  Take  care  of-  your  own  character, 
madam — you  will  have  no  sinecure 
oflfice,'  rejoined  Barker,  vehemently. 

"  *  My  character  is  in  no  great  danger 
here,  at  all  events,'  retorted  Mrs.  Harry, 
with  a  look  so  point  blank  at  Mr.  Bar- 
ker's grizzled  hair,  that  never  did  arrow 
f^o  truer  to  the  mark.  She  was  so  con- 
tent, indeed,  with  the  blow,  that  she  ac- 
companied it  with  a  contumelious  court- 
sey,  and  thought  it  a  good  opportunity 
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for  retreating,  which  Reynolds,  who  had 
witnessed  the  scene  (not  without  appre- 
hensions for  his  master's  safety)  gave 
her  every  facility  for  doing.  However, 
she  did  not  return  to  her  ponies  without 
several  brandishes  of  her  whip,  and  a 
muttered  volley  of  'mischief-making 
bachelors,  and  reter  the  Hermit,*  three 
times  over." 

The  bachelor  of  the  Albany  becomes 
at  length  the  freak  of  fortune.  Great- 
ness was  thrust  upon  him ;  aod^  like 
Mr.  O'Calla^han,  who  opened  his  eye- 
lids onemormng^  and  found  he  wasmar- 
ried>  or  Byron^  who  awoke  to  find  he 
was  famous,  Mr.  Barker  discovers  in  the 
Times,  that  he  is  duly  elected  a  burgess 
to  serve  in  parliament  for  the  town  of 
Boroughcross.  The  bachelor  is  frantic; 
he  writes  a  virulent  and  abusive  letter 
to  his  old  friend^  Mr.  Spread,  accusing 
him  of  being  the  author  of  his  mis- 
fortune. There  is  no  use,  however^ 
in  rebelling  against  his  destiny — a 
member  of  the  legislature  he  is ;  "  set 
up  as  a  kind  of  tar^et«  by  the  const!- 
tntion,  for  the  political  bores  of  all 
EngUmd  to  shoot  at>  besides  beinc^y  in 
a  special  manner^  the  property  of  the 
bores  of  Boroughcross."  His  per- 
plexity is  told  in  a  most  comical  and 
graphic  manner,  when,  after  a  short 
space,  his  table  began  to  be  covered 
with  all  sorts  of  petitions  and  appli- 
cations'; requests  from  electors,  ''who 
bad  done  the  state  some  service,"  for 
places,  cometcies  for  younger  sons,  &c. ; 
two  petitions,  in  tin  cases,  against  a 
standing  army ;  three  for  the  instant 
removal  of  bishops  from  the  Lords  ; 
two  for  the  erection  of  May-poles  in 
rural  districts ;  one  from  the  fair  con- 
stituents of  Boroughcross,  praying  a 
prohibition  duty  might  be  imposed 
upon  cigars,  and  free  trade  extended 
to  Brussels  lace  and  bulbous  roots  ; 
and  then,  to  add  to  bis  chagrin,  the 
Boroughcross  Independent  is  duly  for- 
warded to  him,  containing  a  spicy  ar- 
ticle from  the  pen  of  the  redoubted 
Mrs.  Farqubar,  cutting  bim  up  into 
mincemeat.  In  the'  direst  embarras- 
ment  be  thinks  seriouslv  of  taking  the 
Chiltern  Hundreds,  which  no  sooner 
occurs  to  bim  than  it  is  announced  in 
large  letters  by  the  Daily  News,  and 
then  comes  an  epistle  to  the  following 
effect  :— 

"  •  March  16-23J,  Sarer-itroet. 
*<  *  HoNooRJiBLE  Sir, — I  trust  your 
goodness  will  excuse  the  liberty  I  take 


of  intruding  upon  your  valuable  time- 
now  the  property  of  your  country ;  bat 
your  kindness  to  me  on  a  former  occa- 
sion emboldens  me  to  apply  to  yoa 
again,  now  that  Providence  has  placed 
you  in  the  high  position  to  which  your 
talents  justly  entitle  you,  and  to  which, 
knowing  your  honourable  emulation,  I 
always  predicted  that,  sooner  or  later, 
you  would  arrive.  Finding,  from  the 
organs  of  public  intelligence,  that 
you  are  about  to  accept  tl^  lucrative 
and  influential  situation  of  the  Chil- 
dren Hundreds  (which,  I  presume,  is 
an  ofBce  connected  with  the  all-impor- 
tant subject  of  national  education),  I  am 
induced  humbly  to  beg  you  will  cast  a 
favourable  eye  upon  my  poor  nephew, 
Alexander,  who  now  writes  an  excellent 
official  hand  (having  been  instructed  by 
myself),  and  is  otherwise  competent  to 
fill  the  office  of  private  secretary  or  con- 
fidential clerk,  beside  being  particularly 
fond  of  childf  en,  which  would  of  course 
be  expected  in  your  department.  I  beg 
to  enclose  specimens  of  my  boy's  chiro- 
gra^hy,  with  twenty-three  teatimonials 
of  his  moral  character. 

"  And  trusting  again  that  you  will 
pardon  this  intrusion,  *Cum  totstutiMeas,* 
as  Horace  says, 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  remam, 

"  Your  grateful  and  obedient  servaat, 
'*  Mathew  Qunxy 
"  Tour  old  writing-master. 

«•  To  the  BI|^  Hon.  Feter  Bwker,  IdLP. 
tbe  Albany.** 

But  it  is  time  for  us  to  retom  to 
the  story,  the  main  incidents  of  which 
are  slight,  and  the  plot  just  sufficient 
for  the  development  of  the  cbaracters 
of  its  dramatis  persons.  The  residence 
of  the  pretty  Grace  Medlicot  beneatii 
the  roof  of  the  Narrowsmiths,  became 
so  intolerable,  from  the  series  of  <<  mi- 
nor snnbbings**  and  pethr  annoyances 
to  which  she  was  exposed  on  the  part 
of  the  beads  of  the  bouse,  and  the  fair 
Maria  Theresa,  that  at  length  she  de- 
termines upon  immediate  flight,  which, 
by  means  of  the  pecuniary  assistance  of 
Mrs.  Potts,  whom  we  have  already  in- 
troduced to  the  notice  of  our  reaaers, 
she  succeeds  in  effecting.  Her  place 
of  refuge  is  unknown,  idthougb  she  is 
anxiously  sought  after  through  the 
greater  part  of  Europe  by  Philip 
Spread,  who  becomes  the  victim  of  her 
attractions.  The  Bachelor,  in  the  pro- 
gress of  one  of  bis  visits  to  the  Rosary, 
where  the  Spreads  had  taken  up  their 
country  residence,  gets  overset  in  the 
river,  and  not  being  mucb  of  a  i 
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meti  very  narrowly  escapes  with  his 
life  ;  the  result  of  his  sudden  immer- 
sion in  the  water>  is  a  severe  illness^ 
by  which  he  is  overtaken  at  a  lit- 
tle cottage*  the  rustic  abode  of  the 
wicked  and  pretty  Mrs.  Harry  Farqu^ 
bar,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  which 
the  accident  had  occurred*  and  hither 
be  was  carried*  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
storing suspended  animation.  His  ill- 
ness becomes  alarming*  and*  in  its 
potracted  course*  **  He  summons 
bis  thoughts  to  council*  upon  his  tem- 
poral affairs,  and  holds  a  session  of 
the  court  of  conscience.*'  The  result 
of  bis  investigations  is  the  recur- 
rence to  his  mind  of  an  earnest  notice* 
which  bad  some  time  previously  at- 
tracted bis  attention*  in  what  Mr.  Quill 
ctfdled  the  **  organs  of  public  intelli* 
gence" — ^to  the  purport*  that  if  he  would 
apply  to  a  certain  office  in  Chancery- 
lane*  be  would  be  made  acquainted 
with  something  which  deeply  concern- 
ed him*  in  connexion  with  his  brother* 
who  had  died  in  the  West  Indies. 
By  this  notice  the  selfish  bachelor* 
in  the  days  of  bis  health*  bad  been 
greatly  tormented.  He  thought*  with 
some  reason*  that  it  was  a  nephew 
in  search  of  an  uncle;  and  having* 
upon  two  occasions*  got  into  dis- 
agreeable contact  with  a  very  unpre- 
possessing young  gentleman*  with  a 
rough  voice  and  a  shaggy  great-coat, 
to  whom  be  bad  conceived  an  instinc- 
tive aversion*  the  bachelor  bad  taken  it 
into  his  wise  noddle  that  this  must  be 
the  very  nephew  in  question  ;  and  so 
repugnant  did  he  become  to  any  fur- 
ther acquaintance  with  his  interesting 
relative*  that  he  obstinately  abstained 
from  t^ing  any  steps  towards  answer- 
ing the  advertisement.  Conscience* 
however*  now  began  to  twitch  him ; 
be  reproached  himself  for  bis  selfish 
conduct ;  to  whom  should  be  leave  bis 
property*  in  the  event  of  this  illness 
proving  fatal  ?  ought  he  not  make  the 
only  reparation  in  bis  power  for  his 
cruel  and  unfeeling  neglect*  by  taking 
instant  measures  for  the  discovery  of 
bis  unfortunate  relative.  Tortured  by 
these  reflections*  he  at  length  consults 
Mr.  Spread*  whom  be  dispatches  to  the 
bouse  in  Chancery-lane*  mentioned  in 
the  newspapers  as  the  place  to  which 
be  was  to  apply.  Spread  is  unsuccess- 
ful in  bis  inquiries*  the  gentleman  who 
bad  inserted  the  notice  being  out  of 
town  ;  none  of  the  clerks  in  the  office 


knew  anything  about  the  matter*  save 
that  the  person  interested  in  the  inquiry 
was  *'  young*  a  female,  and  an  orphan." 
He  obtains*  however*  the  name  and  ad- 
dress of  a  clergyman*  who  proves*  upon 
inquiry*  to  be  the  same  who  had  afford- 
ed shelter  to  Grace  Medlicot*  after  her 
shipwreck  on  the  coast  of  Cornwall. 
The  clue*  however  slight*  is  sufficient* 
and  an  envoy  having  been  instantly 
despatched  to  the  Cornish  parson*  it 
turns  out  that  the  person  described  in 
the  advertisement*  and  Miss  Grace 
Medlicot*  are  identical.  But  bow  to 
discover  the  fair  fugitive  is  now  the 
puzzle;  when  all  the  anxious  re- 
searches of  the  enamoured  lover  had 
proved  ineffectual*  what  chance  was 
there  of  ascertaining  her  retreat  ?  Now 
there  was  residing  at  Mrs.  Harry  Far- 
qubar*s  cottage*  when  the  half-drown- 
ed bachelor  was  carried  thither*  a  cer- 
tain pretty  little  governess*  who  went 
by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Grace  ;  she  be- 
comes* of  course*  exceedingly  attentive 
to  the  bachelor*  and  grows  much  in- 
terested in  bis  fate*  as  his  progress 
towards  convalescence  becomes  more 
confirmed*  the  reason  whereof  is  soon 
explained.  She  requests  the  nurse  to 
lay,  as  if  by  accident*  upon  a  table  with- 
in the  sick  man*s  apartment*  a  certain 
picture*  which  he  soon  discovers — and 
then,  upon  the  sight*  a  host  of  incidents 
connected  with  his  earlier  life*  of 
scenes  and  places  long  forgotten*  crowd 
upon  his  mind  \-^ 

**  Raymond — Raymond  ?  Barker  had 
long,  for  many  years  almost  forgotten 
the  name,  but  now  that  accident  recall- 
ed it,  a  hundred  recollections  of  scenes 
and  places,  of  pleasures  and  pureoits 
connected  with  that  name  come  tumbling 
in  quick  succession  fiom  the  long  un- 
visited  nook  in  the  case  of  memory,  as 
mouldy  papers  or  old  coins  roll  out  of 
the  recesses  of  some  cabinet  unlocked 
for  three  generations.  He  had  met 
Raymond  in  his  fresh  youth,  before  his 
cynical  character  had  been  formed,  and 
they  had  contracted  an  ardent  friend- 
ship upon  the  basis  of  a  oommonpassion 
for  the  pursuits  of  literature.  Hand  in 
hand  they  had  roamed  the  flowery  tracts 
of  Greeic  and  Roman  learning^,  more 
thoughtful  of  wit  and  philosophy  than 
of  prosody  and  syntax ;  not  in  the  steps 
of  the  Bentleys  and  the  Blomfields,  to 
discuss  the  digamma  or  wrangle  about 
accents,  but  to  gather  the  sweet  fancies, 
the  deep  maxims,  and  the  j^lorious  sen- 
timents of  the  bard,  the  historian,^  and 
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the  orator ;  together  they  had  liogered 
over  LiTj's  piotnre  page ;  liBten^  en« 
chanted  to  the  notes  of  *  sweet  Eleotra's 
poet  I  laughed  (especially  Barker)  with 
Aristophanes  and  Luclan,  at  the  peren- 
nial foUies  and  impostures  of  the  world, 
and  then  repaired  to  the  famous  ora- 
tors— 

**  Hum  ancient!,  whoM  ntiftlMf  eloqaenet 
Wielded  at  will  the  fierce  democracy/* 

to  learn  how  the  thunderbolts  of  speech 
were  forged  by  the^CycIopian  bards  of 
old.  Descending  the  stream  of  tine, 
the  young  feUow-travellers,  through  the 
commonwealth  of  letters,  rapidly  visited 
all  that  is  most  worthy  of  note  or  culti- 
ration  in  the  literature  of  Italy  and 
France,  but  lingered  over  that  of  their 
own  country — ^traced  and  retraced  its 
highways  and  Its  by-ways,  in  prose 
and  rhyme,  until,  like  the  old  swain^ 
they 

**  Knew  each  lane  and  erexy  alley  green, 
Dingle  and  bnshy  dell  in  that  wild  wood, 
And  every  boeky  borne  tnm  lide  to  ilde.** 

It  is  in  haunts  like  these  that  the  fastest 
friendships  are  formed.  In  the  common 
adoration  of  Milton  or  the  common  joy 
in  Shakespeare,  Barker  recalled  the  very 
places  wnere  he  and  his  friend  made 
their  first  acquaintance  with  the  master- 
pieces of  the  English  language.  Ray- 
mood's  tastes  had  been  softer  than  Bar- 
ker's :  his  temperament  was  melancholy 
without  being  morose ;  there  was  some- 
thing mysterious  about  his  family  and 
position  in  life,  which  Barker,  with  all 
his  intimacy,  recollected  he  had  never 
been  able  to  fathom.  He  was  limited 
in  his  circumstances,  and  careless  about 
making  them  better.  Though  his  man- 
ners were  gentle  and  his  tastes  refined, 
the  bachelor  was  inclined  to  think  his 
origin  had  been  humble.  After  the  first 
year  of  their  acquaintance,  Raymond's 
smidl  income  must  have  been  consider- 
ably reduced,  for  he  sought  to  turn  his 
literary  talents  to  account,  and  became 
a  reporter  to  a  weekly  newspaper  and 
a  contributor  to  several  reviews  and 
magazines.  He  would  have  risen  in 
that  path,  thorny  and  tedious  as  it  is, 
had  he  persevered,  but  he  had  little 
ambition  and  less  avarice.  He  was 
thoughtless  and  reckless  of  himself;  as 
improvident  as  if  he  expected  to  be  fed 
by  the  ravens  or  by  manna  dropping 
from  the  skies.  He  made  friends,  but 
made  no  use  of  them  when  made ;  he 
lost  friends,  and  took  no  pains  to  re- 
cover them.  Now  and  then  some  high- 
minded  man,  with  social  or  political  in- 
fluence, aware  of  his  worth,  or  charmed 
by  some  production  of  his  pen,  would 
make  an  eflTort  to  raise  him  to  liis  pro- 


per place  in  society ;  but  he  Mmmouly 
repelled  such  services,  and  sawied  per- 
versely to  prefer  a  preoariooa  to  a  cer- 
tain revenue.  At  length  he  wrote  a 
tragedy :  it  was  printed,  and  pronounced 
not  only  a  fine  piece  of  dramatic  writing, 
but  eminently  adapted  to  the  stage. 
The  managers  of  two  theatres  offered 
large  terms  to  secure  it,*  but  Ray- 
mond had  not  written  it  for  repre- 
sentation, and  obstinately  refnaed  both 
proposals.  This  was  the  ooeaston  of 
the  only  disagreement  (save  on  poioti 
of  criticism)  that  had  ever  oooori^  be- 
tween him  and  Barker,  who  oould  not 
see,  without  extreme  impatience,  the 
road  to  reputation  and  independence 
opened  to  his  friend  in  vain.  He  urged  him 
vehemently  to  take  the  prudent  course, 
and  censured  him  harshly  when  he 
proved  inacoessible  to  reason.  The 
sensitive  author  was  offended,  aad  tks 
intercourse  of  friendship  was  suspendid 
for  some  weeks.  But  Barker  was  seised 
with  a  malignant  fever,  and  instantly 
Raymond  was  at  his  side.  When  the 
bachelor  rose  from  his  couch,  a  stranger 
would  have  been  at  a  loss  to  decide 
whether  he  or  his  friend  had  been  the 
victim  of  disease.  Their  first  separa- 
tion was  then  near  at  hand.  Raymond 
had  at  last  been  induced  to  aoeopt  a 
small  colonial  appointment.  Ban^r 
was  grieved  to  lose  him,  but  glad  to  see 
uncertainties  at  length  exchanged  for 
certainties.  When  tne  heavy  hour  ar- 
rived, the  young  men — neither  had 
reached  his  three-and-twentieth  year^ 
embraced  with  more  than  brotherly 
affection,  and  with  a  sentiment  becom- 
ing their  age,  exchanged  their  rings. 
Raymond's  was  a  carbuncle,  with  a 
head  of  Shakespeare ;  Barker's  a  topas, 
with  his  heraldic  emblem — a  mastiE 
The  Atlantic  soon  divided  them ;  a  few 
letters  were  interchanged,  and  then 
poor  Raymond  was  no  more  heard  of." 

The  pen  which  has  produced  this 
beautiful  episode,  is  capable  of  a  higher 
flight  than  the  satirical  delineation  of 
character — the  exhibition  of  the  lodi- 
orous>  or  the  light  texture  of  the  vi- 
vacious and  sparkling  didogne.  It 
must  be  one  of  power,  to  stir  the 
deeper  feelings  of  the  human  h«iir^ 
and,  in  scenes  of  pathos  and  of  tender- 
ness, to  captivate  the  heart  and  charm 
tiie  fancy.  We  have  nnfortnnately  as 
vet  had  bnt  slight  opportunity  of  test- 
ing the  accuracy  of  onr  opinion^  bat 
there  can  be  no  question  that  the  writer 
who  has  produced  that  exquisite  mor- 
ceau  which  we  have  just  extracted,  is 
capable  of  the  very  bluest  exoelleooe 
which  can  be  achieved. 
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The  progress  of  the  story  soon  de- 
velops the  faety  that  Grace  Medlicot 
is  the  orphan  daughter  of  the  long- 
forgotten    Raymonds    who  had  been 
consigned  by  her  father  upon  his  death- 
bed to  the  care  of  his  old  friend,  the 
**  Bachelor  ;*'  and  explains^  too>  what 
is  more  astonishing  stilly  how  the  Mrs. 
Grace,  the  governess  of  Mrs.  Harry 
Farqiihar*s  cottage  ome^,  and  Miss 
Grace  Medlicot,  are  one  and  the  same. 
Obliged  to  make  a  retreat  from  the 
abode  of  the  miser,  and  compelled  to 
hare  recourse  to  her  own  talents  for 
subsistence,  the  charming  Grace  had 
selected  the  garb  of  a  widow,  as  the 
most  demure  she  could  assume,  and 
the  one  b^t  calculated  to  do  away  with 
the  unfarourable  impression  her  ex- 
treme youth  would  create  in  the  capa- 
city of  instructress  of  youth  ;  she  had 
succeeded  in  obtaining  the  situation  of 
ffovemess  in  the  family  of  Mrs.  Farqu- 
har,  ignorant  of  the   relationship  in 
which  she  stood  to  the  Spreads.     Mr. 
Isaac  Narrowsmith  had  unjustly  pos- 
sessed himself  of  a  property,  under  the 
decree  of  a  colonial  court,  to  which  his 
orphan  ward  was  entitled.  This  decree 
is  reversed,  upon  appeal  to  the  privy 
oooncil,  Grace  enjoys  her  own  again, 
and  becomes  the  happy  wife  of  Philip 
Spread.     But  how  can  we  bring  our- 
selves to  narrate  the  catastrophe  which 
befals  the  luckless   Bachelor?     The 
stream  of  human  events  had  set  aeainst 
him-— his  systems  were  demolished— his 
chambers  in  the  Albany  had  no  longer 
eharms  for  hira.     At  a  certain  archery 
meeting  at  the  Rosary,  the  fair  Laura 
Smvly  sends  her  shaft  to  the  mark  with 
such  unerring  precision,  that  she  not 
only  transfixes  the  "bull's-eye,"  but, 
through  the  adamantine  circle  which 
surrounds  it,  pierces  the  Bachelor's 
heart.     The  game  is  up,  the  Bachelor 
is  floored  ;  and  one  lovely  morning  in 
t|)e  merry  month  of  May — when  fields 
and  gardens  were  rife  with  beauty — 
when  the  air  was  laden  with  the  fra- 
orance  of  new-mown  hay,  and  the  per- 
nime  of  roses— three  couples  stood  be- 
fore the  altar  of  the  parish  church — the 
Bachelor  and   his  bride,  Philip  and 
Grace,  and  Elizabeth  with  her  Owlet, 
to  which  gentleman,  we  are  bound  to 
mention,  a  point  occurred  as  to  the  ca- 


nonical propriety  of  the  appointed  hour, 
which  was  at  last  adjusted  to  his  satis- 
faction. 

Upon  the  whole,  the  perusal  of  this 
work  has  afforded  us  the  highest  gra- 
tification— our  interest  has  never  been 
allowed  for  a  moment  to  flag — full  of 
the  quaintest  conceits,  and  abounding 
with  a  species  of  dry  humour  which  is 
irresistible,  we  have  no  doubt  that  it 
will  add  largely  to  the  reputation  of 
the  author  of  «  The  Falcon  Family." 
We  have  entered,  perhaps,  rather  more 
at  large  into  the  details  of  the  story, 
and  the  description  of  the  characters, 
than  we  should  have  done,  had  the 
public  been  already  familiar  with  them, 
or  had  the  work  not  been  from  the  pen 
of  one  in  whose  success,  as  a  country- 
man of  our  own,  we  feel  the  stroneest 
interest.  We  have,  possibly,  no  right 
to  assume  that  the  author  is  a  coun- 
tryman, for  the  **  venue  is  laid"  in  Eng- 
land, in  which  country  also  the  work 
has  been  published  ;  but  we  are  inter- 
ested in  connecting  with  the  literature 
of  Ireland,  one  of  whose  fame  she  has 
reason  to  be  proud — the  more  especially 
as  we  have  now  an  additional  proof  of 
what  we  took  occasion,  in  a  notice  of  a 
recent  work,  to  assert,  that  we  have  in 
Ireland  men  capable  of  earning  for  her 
in  the  world  of  literature  a  name  which 
will  be  imperishable.  We  have  had  a 
double  pleasure,  too,  in  making  this 
book  known  to  the  public,  ere  vulgar 
critics  have  "  tried  their  *prentice 
hand"  upon  its  virgin  pages;  and  in 
being  the  first  to  offer  a  prediction, 
which  we  feel  certain  will  be  abun- 
dantly verified — unless  our  critical 
acumen  be  strangely  at  fault,  that  the 
success  of**  The  Bachelor"  will  be  com- 
plete and  rapid.  Our  judgment  in 
such  matters  is  seldom  astray  $  and  al- 
though our  draft  upon  public  favor  has 
been  a  large  one,  we  venture  boldly  to 
assert  that  it  will  be  accepted  at  sight 
by  the  opinion  of  our  readers ;  which 
acceptance,  to  say  nothing  of  our  «n- 
dorsement,  will,  we  feel  assured,  have 
the  effect  of  adding  to  the  proceeds  of 
the  autjior  in  the  bank  of  Fame,  as 
well  as  the  not  less  agreeable  conse- 
quence, of  increasing  the  balance  to 
his  credit  in  the  hands  of  his  publisher. 
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POOE  AKD  PAUPEB. 
TO  THV  BDITOm  OF  THB  VHITSAflXTT  MAaAZin. 


Iir  8trictn608  of  dictionary  language,  these  words  may  bave  the  same  meaninf , 
but  ia  the  0ense  conYentionafiy  used,  while  j)auper8  must  always  be  poor,  ^ 
poor  are  not  paupers :  the  latter  teim  implying  a  dependance  upon  relief  for 
subfiistence,  and  a  support,  which  is  the  fruit  of  the  labour  of  others,  and,  there- 
fore, a  tax  on  their  industry,  and,  perhaps,  on  their  benevolence. 

Any  person  in  the  position  of  a  pauper ^  unless  from  absolute  inability  to  earn 
a  subsistence,  is  in  a  state  of  degradation ;  and  a  nation  containing  many  such 
paupers  is  in  a  state  of  national  degradation ;  and  laws  which  tend  to  the  sup- 
port  of  paupers,  rather  than  to  the  removal  of  pauperism,  tend  to  perpetuate,  and 
necessarily,  also  to  increase  this  national  degradation. 

Ireland  is  undeniably  in  a  fearfully  pauperized  state.  That  we  are  poor^  is 
neither  a  shameful  fact,  nor  a  cause  to  dread  our  inability  to  rise ;  but  pauper^ 
Urn  is  a  disease  naturally  self-increasing,  and  urgently  calling  for  a  cure — not 
merely  by  the  application  of  alleviating  medicines,  but,  much  more,  of  alteratioes. 

It  seems  to  be  an  opinion,  happily  saininff  ground,  that  the  money  laid  out 
under  the  restrictions  of  government,  and  called  a  loan  to  the  landed  interests,  which 
supported  in  idleness  or  on  useless  works,  our  poor  population  during  the  last 
season,  and  pauperized  thcm^-that  this  money  was  not  judiciously  expended, 
even  if  the  relief  of  the  poor  were  the  only  object  in  view  (whereas  the  repay- 
ment to  the  imperial  treasury  of  a  considerable  part  of  the  same,  by  persons 
who  were  not  permitted  to  expend  any  portion  of  it  so  as  to  produce  any  return, 
or  in  any  way  to  render  such  repayment  feasible,  seems  to  be  a  very  material 
object  in  the  view  of  the  party  advancing  the  money.) 

The  admission  of  the  radical  error  seems,  however,  to  be  gaining  ground,  and 
to  the  credit  of  those  who  erred,  at  a  time  of  great  pressure,  and  under  circum- 
stances quite  sufficient  to  account  for  the  error  of  agents  not  ^ifled  with  more 
than  human  wisdom,  their  object  now  seems  to  be  to  act  for  die  real  benefit  <^ 
this  country. 

Let  it  be  remembered,  however,  that  ha,ying pauperized  our  poor  country,  while 
feeding  our  poor  people,  this  error  cannot  be  remedied  by  merely  cutting  off  the 
supply  of  gratuitous  support.  We  are  not  on  the  groimd  on  which  last  jear's 
affliction  lound  us,  but,  morally,  far  beneath  it ;  and  in  a  national  pomt  of 
view,  in  a  position  requiring  greater,  though  far  less  costly,  exertion  on  the  part 
of  the  government.  Last  year,  the  question  was,  how  to  feed  the  hungry,  and 
in  the  benevolent  endeavour  to  solve  and  meet  this  question  all  else  was  over- 
looked. 

This  year,  the  question  is,  how  to  unpauperize  the  paupers;  and  if  it  were 
physically  impossible  for  the  poor,  hungry  people  to  feed  themselves,  it  is  fuUy 
as  impossible,  morally,  for  a  pauperized  people  to  unpauperize  themselves.  The 
pauperism  we  speak  of  is  poverty  of  circumstances,  aggravated  by  poverty  of 
spirit — ^want  of  mental  and  moral  energy — and  one  of  its  most  certain  symptoms 
is  the  loss  of  even  the  will  to  improve. 

For  a  people  in  such  a  state,  the  only  hope  is  to  place  them  in  circumstances 
to  support  themselves  by  honest  industry,  and  to  act  towards  them  with  such 
benencent  severity,  such  steady,  lons-sighted  benevolence  that  they  mu^ 
avail  themselves  o^  the  means  afforded  tnem,  both  to  enable  them  to  live,  and 
to  repay  the  public  purse  ail  advances  which  may  be  required  to  enable  them 
to  begin. 

And  these  remarks  apply  equally  to  all  classes,  especially  to  landlords  and 
tenants  of  land. 

The  purpose  of  this  communication  is,  to  show,  by  a  statement  of  facts,  that 
an  advance  of  public  money,  upon  full  security,  for  the  purpose  of  land  improve- 
ment  (such  as  that  under  the  late  Land  Improvement  Act),  followed  hy  such  a 
line  as  shall  cause  those  for  whose  immediate  benefit  it  is  metmt,to  avail  them^ 
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selves  of  it,  will  be  a  most  efficient  measure  in  unpauperizing  our  land,  pro- 
Tided  the  working  of  the  act  be  divested  of  the  difficulties  and  delays  which  are 
now  disheartening  many  proprietors  who  sought  to  avail  themselves  of  it. 

It  is  intended  to  show  that  there  is  ample  room  for  the  profitable  occupation, 
in  general,  of  the  whole  available  population ;  and  that  this  occupation  must  be 
continued  for  several  years  before  the  soil  of  Ireland  is  in  a  state  fit  to  be  culti- 
vated with  that  advantage  which  our  land  and  climate  admit  of;  and  that  being 
so  improved,  the  land  would  produce  so  much  more  food  and  other  productions, 
as  to  afibrd  sustenance  in  comfort  to  a  much  larger  population ;  and  it  follows 
that  both  time  and  occasion  would  thus  be  given  for  the  introduction  of  manu- 
factures, not  forced  on  the  country  for  the  mere  employment  of  the  poor,  but 
naturally  introduced  to  meet  the  demands  arising  out  of  an  improved  state  of 
industry,  productiveness,  and  wealth. 

The  facts  which  I  would  state  are  simply  these : 

Possessing  a  landed  property  on  the  west  coast  of  Ireland,  it  was  apparent 
to  me,  this  time  last  year,  that  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 

I  looked  well  into  the  condition  of  my  property,  which  is  a  fair  sample  of 
landed  properties  here.  The  population  is  dense,  about  one-half  of  my  tenants 
holding  so  little  land  as  not  to  be  subject  to  pay  any  poor-rates. 

I  perceived  at  once  the  destruction  that  threatened  us,  if  we  did  not  bring 
the  resources  of  our  bodily  strength  and  improvable  soil  into  play. 

I  tried  to  convince  my  tenants  of  this,  out  in  vain.  Though  I  laid  out  work 
for  them,  and  offered  double  the  usual  wages,  they  declined  to  work  (seeing  the 
preparations  making  for  pauperizing  by  gratuitous  relief),  and  knowing  my  anx- 
iety for  their  welfare,  and  infected  with  the  prevalent  moral  epidemic,  they 
lazily  remained  at  home  as  long  as  they  had  a  morsel  to  eat.  Some  brilliant 
exceptions  there  were,  but  this  was  the  general  character. 

I  availed  myself  of  the  existing  acts  of  parliament  for  advancing  money  for 
drainage,  and  raised  the  means  (rents  being  merely  historical  facts)  of  enabling 
such  of  my  poorer  tenants  who  wished  it,  to  emigrate  ;  not  in  order  to  get  rid 
of  them,  but  to  obtain  possession  of  land  to  work  upon ;  for  I  found  it  m  rain 
to  try  to  operate  upon  tne  scraps  of  their  little  holdmgs  which  I  could  persuade 
them,  as  a  favour,  to  allow  me  to  drain  and  improve. 

In  the  early  part  of  the  year  I  was  obliged  to  work,  almost  entirely,  with  the 
tenants  of  other  landlords,  mine  all  holding  aloof,  though  they  saw  daily  hun- 
dreds of  their  neighbours,  who  passed  their  doors,  coming  to  my  work ;  and  the 
very  men  who,  on  ordinary  years,  always  worked  for  three  or  four  months 
with  me,  this  year  refused  to  come. 

However,  I  kept  them  fix)m  receiving 'public  relief  as  much  as  I  possibly 
could,  though  I  was  often  taunted  for  my  cruelty,  even  in  my  place  as  a  member 
of  the  boai^  of  guardians  of  the  poor ;  and  the  long-desired  result  at  length 
rewarded  my  perseverance.  Hunger  at  last  drove  them  to  work,  after  they 
had  sowed  their  land,  and  eaten  their  last  pound  of  provision.  And  now  for 
eight  months  I  have  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  industry  as  decidedly  the  rule 
among  my  tenants  as  indolence  was ;  and  they  are  now  as  proud  of  not  having 
had  a  pauper  from  among  them  in  the  poor-house,  as  I  can  possibly  be.  Thetr 
moral  condition  is  altered;  they  feel  and  acknowledge  their  error,  and  are  grate- 
ful for  what  I  have  done — ^much,  very  much,  more  grateful  than  the  most  thank- 
ful of  those  who  received  the  pauper's  relief,  and  are  pauperized. 

I  have  done  all  my  work  (as  far  as  possible  from  its  nature)  by  contract.  The 
feeling  of  the  people  was  quite  against  me,  and  they  turned  out'  many  times  on 
account  of  it ;  but  by  never  yielding,  and  patiently  waiting,  and  kindly  speakii^ 
and  advising,  this  was  quite  got  over,  ana  my  labourers  nave  learned  to  work 
like  men. 

The  difficulties  and  delays  which  I  met  with  in  my  arrangements  under  the 
drainage  acts  were  so  great,  that  had  I  not  embarked  so  largely  in  the  improve- 
ment of  my  land,  I  would  never  have  gone  through  the  vexation  occasioned 
thereby.  I  mention  this  merely  to  show  that  mine  was  not  a  pet  case,  in  which 
less  than  ordinary  difficulty  was  to  be  encountered. 

I  trust  that  the  arrangements  for  carrying  out  the  new  **  Land  Improvement 
Act,'*  will  be  found  such  that  all  landlords  will  as  speedily  as  easily  avail  them- 
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selves  of  its  advantages,  and  that  mj  difficulties  will  leave  a  smoother  path  be- 
hind me. 

The  result  of  my  endeavours  is  now-« 

1.  That  every  man,  woman,  and  child  on  my  property,  who  chooses  to  woric, 
is  fully  employed. 

2.  That  almost  all  do  choose  it. 

3.  That  some  hundred  acres,  drained  and  subsoilcd  since  Christnms,  have 
yielded  crops,  which  five  the  greatest  encouragement  to  go  on,  and  have  been 
so  reported  by  several  inspectors  sent  by  the  Board  of  Works. 

4.  That  hardly  one  off  my  property  has  had  occasion  to  seek  relief  In  the 
poor-house. 

5.  That  as  my  tenants  have  had,  and  have  still  means  of  supporting  them- 
selves by  their  earnings,  and  are  in  a  better  moral  condition  tnan  those  sup- 
ported by  paupers*  pauperizing  rations,  I  have  a  much  better  prospect  of 
receiving  rent  from  them  than  if  I  had  acted  otherwise.  (I  should  add,  that 
this  prospect  is  by  no  means  merely  in  the  distance,  but  is  realizing  itself  satas- 
fSwtorily.) 

I  would  remark,  in  conclusion,  that  I  have  had  every  difficulty  to  cope  with, 
except  personal  ijitimidationt  which  can  be  mentioned.  I  had  no  fimds  to  b^in 
upon  ;  no  encouragement  from  a  disposition  in  my  tenants  to  meet  my  views, 
and  little  from  any  example  or  co-operation  around  me. 

I  was  surrounded  by  a  population  casting  themselves  upon  public  charity, 
almost  totally  unchecked  and  unaided,  and  this  greatly  enhanced  my  difficulties, 

I  was  necessarily  occupied,  to  the  exhaustion  of  body  and  mind,  in  attending 
to  the  wants  of  the  surrounding  paupers,  being  chairman  of  the  finance,  and  S. 
two  relief  committees,  besides  my  ordinary  poor-house  business. 

One  of  my  districts  is  in  the  too  notorious  Union  of  OUnlies,  which  is  enough 
to  brand  it  as  hopeless  in  the  opinion  of  most  persons ;  but  by  the  constant 
attention  of  my  son,  who  has  banished  himself  into  that  wilderness,  there  is 
neither  labour-rate  upon  our  electorate  there,  nor  any  ordinary  poor-rate,  ex- 
cept fcNT  the  keeping  up  of  our  share  of  the  poor-house  staff. 

The  conclusion  i  draw  is  this,  that  what  has  been  done  on  my  property,  and 
with  my  tenants,  may  generally,  if  not  always,  be  done ;  and  if  it  be  done  gene- 
rally, Ireland  will  be  unpauperixed.  Therefore,  the  question  with  a  govern^ 
ment  should  be,  *'  How  shall  we  with  certainiy  cause  an  energetic  wqMvperizkig 
line  of  conduct  to  be  followed  f" 

It  IS  clear  that  an  attempt  to  keep  up  the  poorer  class  by  pauperizing  the 
richer,  must  end  in  the  dissolution  of  aU  social  and  political  welfare  and  pros- 
perity. 

If  this  communication  causes  one  or  two  men  of  niind  and  heart  to  think  and 
speak  out  on  these  matters,  I  have  not  written  it  in  vain. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

John  Haxilton. 

St.  Enuai*f,  Donegal. 

N.B. — ^To  work  effectually,  estate  improvements  should,  I  think,  be  con- 
ducted on  so  large  a  scale  as  to  interest,  occupy,  and  retnunerate  a  master  mind. 
A  regular  system  must  be  laid  down  and  worked  out. 

And  it  should  never  be  forgotten  that  the  works  should  be  remunerating  to 
the  undertaker,  and  should  be  carried  on  with  a  view  to  this.  Else,  however 
benevolent  may  be  the  intention,  the  effect  is  artificial  and  deceptive ;  and  the 
very  endeavour  must  cease  with  the  exhaustion  of  the  energy,  or  the  pursej  or 
the  life  of  the  person  carryinff  on  works  for  mere  charity. 

It  will  be  seen  that  some  aid  for  emig^ration  would  be  necessary  to  enable  all 
proprietors  to  work  out  my  plan.  Tms  aid  might  be  given  as  an  adjunct  to  the 
improvement  of  the  land,  and  similarly  charged  as  the  mvance^^r^^  ' 
bemg  confinea  to  cases  where  the  land  was  the  subject  of  9f^^Sf^vf^ 
for  improvement  under  the  act.  *'  \^  t>V 
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UNITEESITT  REFORM— TRINITY   COLLBOS/ 


A  BOOK  beariug  the  ambitious  title  of 
a  **  Constitutional  History  of  the  Uni- 
▼ersity  of  Dublin,"  has  been  published 
by  a  ;f  oung  Roman  Catholic  alumnus  of 
Trinity  (>>llege>  already  known  to  the 
public  by  his  litigation  with  that  body 
in  order  to  enforce  his  admission  to  a 
aoholarship.  From  what  is  known  of 
the  author  we  were  predisposed  much 
in  his  favour*  and  took  up  his  book 
with  an  anxious  wish  to  speak  well  of  it. 
We  were  grievously  disappointed.  It 
has  no  pretensions  to  be  called  a  *'  his- 
tory,"  in  any  sense  of  the  word.  The 
historical  portion  of  it  consists  of  a 
meagre  outline  of  the  progress  of  the 
University — far  less  satisfactory  than 
the  introductions  prefixed  to  the  old 
volumes  of  the  "  University  Calen- 
dar " — distorted  by  sketchy  misrepre- 
sentations of  a  few  of  those  leading 
topics  in  Irish  history  which  partisan 
historians  delight  to  discolour.  It  has 
no  pretence  to  research*  baring  no- 
thing of  detail  beyond  the  ordinary 
points  with  which  most  young  Roman 
Catholic  politicians  are  crammed  for 
declamation.  Its  statistical  informa- 
tion is  mainly  supplied  by  Thom's 
Almanack*  and  the  "  University  Ca- 
lendar*** interspersed  with  the  exagge- 
rations of  Barrington*s  **  Sketches*" 
and  Duigenan*s  **  Lachrymse  Acade- 
mics.** 

Regarded*  however*  as  a  pamphlet  on 
the  opening  of  the  college  to  Roman 
Catholics*  the  book  has  claims  to  atten- 
tion. It  has  been  taken  up  and  approv- 
ingly commented  on  by  the  advocates  of 
Roman  Catholicism*  who  cite  its  many 
falsehoods  as  facts,  and  avail  them- 
selves of  the  moderation  which  it  some- 
times evinces  to  advance  on  its  de- 
mands. It  is  announced  in  the  preface* 
that  it  '^  is  published  at  the  expense  of 


Mr.  He^wood*  to  whose  exertions  the 
cause  of  university  reform  is  so  much 
indebted."  The  use  which  it  is  thus 
plainly  intended  should  be  made  of  the 
work*  gives  it  an  importance  which 
neither  its  own  merits  nor  the  personal 
opinion  of  the  author  could  command. 
The  latter*  indeed*  is  entitled  to  but 
littliB  weight.  Mr.  Heron  writes  as  a 
judge  in  his  own  cause :  he  has  done 
what  many  a  defeated  ligitant  has  done 
before  him — after  losine  his  lawsuit  he 
has  written  a  book  on  the  hardships  of 
his  case. 

The  book  purports  to  give  an  histo- 
rical account  of  the  university*  statis- 
tical  details  of  its  present  state*  and 
arguments  for  its  reform.  The  histo- 
rical part  is  merely  subservient  to  the 
main  object  of  the  work.  It  is  de- 
graded from  the  rank  of  history  when 
it  is  made  subservient  to  pamphleteer- 
ing. The  spirit  in  which  the  author 
writes*appears  in  every  page.  O'Neill's 
rebellion  is  thus  noticed : — 

**  Trinity  College  received  from  the 
crown  certain  lands,  situate  in  remote 
districts  of  Ireland,  at  that  time  pro- 
ducing absolutely  nothing,  because  the 
right  owners  considered  themselves  as 
having  the  best  ri^ht  to  them,  and  did  not 
acknowledge  foreign  confiscation.  Hugh 
O'Neill  was  in  the  North,  beatin?  Ge- 
neral Norreys  at  Clontibret,  and  Mar- 
shal Bagenai  at  Beal-an-atha-buidh. 
Hugh  Roe  O'Donnell  was  driving  the 
Binghams  out  of  Connanght/' — p.  24. 

This  paragraph  is  a  fair  random 
specimen  of  the  writer's  tone.  It  is 
easy  to  recognize  the  school  to 
which  it  belongs  —  the  spirit  that 
fosters  and  exults  in  the  forgotten 
feuds  of  three  hundred  years  ago*  that 
can  feel  a  triumph  in  the  memory  of 


*  •*  The  Constitutional  History  of  the  University  of  Dublin.  With  some  Ac- 
conmt  of  its  present  Condition,  and  Suggestions  for  Improvement."  By  D.  C. 
Beron,  A.B„  T.C.D.    Dublin  :  James  M^Glashan.     1847. 

"  Report  of  the  case  of  D.  C.  Heron,  before  the  Visitors  of  Trinitv  College, 
Dublin."  By  McDonnell  and  Hancock.  Dublin  :  Hodges  and  Smith.  1847.  The 
fame  case  reported  by  J.  F.  Waller.     Dublin :  Grant  and  Bolton.     1847. 

"  Reform  in  Dublin  University — The  Scholarship  Question." — Dublin  Review 
for  October,  1847. 
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rebellion  and  bloodshed^  and  writes 
with  an  unrestrainable  eagerness  to 
display  and  encourage  it.  Of  that, 
however,  we  would  not  wish  to  speak 
harshly,  though  we  estimate  Red  Hugh 
and  Tyrone,  no  doubt,  very  differently 
from  Mr.  Heron,  and  look  with  differ- 
ent eyes  on  the  efforts  of  those  wh» 
still  delight  to  hound  the  Celt  against 
the  Saxon.  The  colouring  given  to 
Irish  history  is  what  we  condemn, 
especially  to  the  more  recent  periods^ 
when  religion  became  emphatically  the 
distingpiishing  test  of  Irish  parties. 
After  a  statement  that : — 

**  The  Lords  Justices  at  this  time 
(1630)  bad  determined  to  extirpate  all 
Catholics,  not  only  the  mere  Irish,  but 
also  all  the  old  English  families.  By 
this  inhuman  policy  they  precipitated 
the  Northern  rising  in  1641." — p.  42. 

Mr.  Heron  gives  the  following  sketch 
of  the  death  of  the  venerable  and  bene- 
volent Bishop  Bedell,  the  celebrated 
provost  of  college : — 

••  The  insurgent  forces  afterwards  re- 
moved him  to  the  castle  of  Cloch-Uach- 
tar,  a  short  distance  from  his  own  bouse. 
It  was  a  lonely  tower,  in  the  centre  of  a 
lake,  where  in  1649,  Ireland's  last  chief- 
tain, Owen  Roe  O'Neill,  died  a  victim 
to  poison,  •  upon  St.  Leonard's  day.* 
Bedell  was  permitted  by  the  rebels  to 
preach  and  administer  the  sacraments 
to  his  flock.  In  a  skirmish  at  this  time, 
some  prisoners  had  been  taken  from  the 
insurgents,  and  Sir  James  Craig  and 
Sir  Arthur  Forbes  exchan&ed  them  for 
Bedell  and  (^his  son,  who  then  took  up 
their  abode  with  the  Rev.  Denis  Sheri- 
dan, a  converted  priest.  The  insurgents 
still  would  not  permit  him  to  .leave  Ca- 
van.  In  this  house  he  died,  full  of  years, 
piety,  and  sorrow.  He  was  buried  in 
the  churchyard  of  the  Catholic  Cathe- 
dral of  Kilmore.  O'Reyly's  forces  as- 
sembled to  honour  his  interment,  and 
they  fi;ave  permission  that  the  service 
should  be  read  over  his  grave  in  the 
manner  prescribed  by  the  Church  of 
England.  They  marched  in  great  so- 
lemnity at  his  luneral,  and  burled  him 
with  all  military  honours.  They  fired 
the  usual  volleys  over  his  grave,  and 
cried  out — *  Requiescat  in  pace  ultimus 
Anglorum.*  Amidst  the  horrors  of  per- 
secution, and  the  rage  of  despairing  re- 
bellion, it  is  refreshing  to  find  this  in- 
stance or  virtue  on  the  one  side,  and  af- 
fectionate gratitude  on  the  other." 

It  would  be  difficult  to  frame  another 


description  so  ingeniously  coloured 
as  this.  There  is  scarcely  one  sentence 
of  it  which  might  not  mislead  the 
reader.  Bedell  was  kept  a  close  pri- 
soner in  Cloch  Oughter,  in  a  miserable 
damp  prison.  No  one  came  to  him  bat 
his  guards  (who,  of  course,  were  Ro- 
manists), and  the  yictims  who  were 
imprisoned  along  with  him.  The  Ut- 
ter were  even  for  some  time  in  irons ; 
from  which  cruelty  the  bishop — being 
seventy  years  old,  and  unable  to  run- 
was  excused.  By  the  kindness  of  the 
soldiers  Bedell  was  not  hindered  from 
administering  the  comforts  of  religion 
to  his  fellow  prisoners ;  and  this  is  what 
is  alluded  to  when  it  b  said  he  was, 
*'  permitted  to  preach  and  administer 
the  sacrament  to  his  flock."  When 
Sir  J.  Craig  and  his  party  consented 
to  the  exchange  of  prisoners  by  which 
the  aged  prelate  was  released  from  this 
dungeon,  the  rebels  agreed  to  allow 
him  and  his  son  and  chaplain  to  pro- 
ceed to  Dublin ;  but  no  sooner  had  the 
prisoners  for  whom  they  were  to  be 
exchanged  been  liberated,  than  the  re- 
bels broke  their  promise,  and,  in  the 
hopes  of  getting  some  farther  advan- 
tage by  keeping  the  bishop  in  their 
power,  prohibited  him  from  leaving 
Cavan.  This  breach  of  faith  obliged 
him  to  remove  to  the  house  of  Mr. 
O'Sberidan.  There  death  overtook 
him,  hastened,  if  not  altogether  caused, 
by  his  wanton  imprisonment  in  Cloch 
Oughter.  His  wife  had  been  buried 
in  his  own  Cathedral  of  Kilmore ;  and 
his  dying  request  was,  that  he  might 
be  buried  beside  her.  The  titular  bi- 
shop, whose  name  was  Swiney,  and 
some  of  whose  family  had  experienced 
the  friendship  of  Bedell,  had,  however, 
usurped  the  possession  of  the  see  and 
cathedral.  When  applied  to,  his  re- 
sponse was  that  it  would  be  improper 
any  more  to  defile  that  ancient  holy 
ground  with  the  bodies  of  heretics. 
This  brutality, however,  for  the  honour 
of  human  nature,  was  not  persisted 
in,  whether  from  a  better  motive,  or, 
as  seems  not  unlikely,  from  fear  of  the 
soldiers,  by  whom  Bedell  was  much 
beloved.  They  accompanied  the  corpse 
to  the  grave,  and  the  leader  would 
have  allowed  Mr.  Clogy,  the  bishop's 
chaplain,  to  read  the  service  prescribed 
by  his  own  church  ;  but  this  urns  not 
done,  from  a  well-founded  fear  that  the 
reading  of  a  ''  heretic**  service  would 
probably  give  occasion  for  raisiog  the 
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Bleeping  fanaticism  of  the  by-standers. 
The  8o1diers>  in  token  of  respect,  fired 
a  volley  over  his  grave.  Thus  tins 
aged  roan — after  a  long  life  of  love  and 
charity,  after  labouring  for  years 
among  the  people,  the  friend  of  all, 
eminent  for  every  virtue  that  can  adorn 
a  true  Christian  and  gain  respect  for 
a  benevolent  and  upright  man,  to 
whose  door  no  roan  laid  any  charge, 
who  lived  without  reproach,  and  died 
without  an  accusation — was  murdered 
by  a  cruel  imprisonment  in  the  very 
field  of  his  own  good  labours ;  by  a 
vile  breach  of  faith  was  debarred  from 
seeing  his  friends  around  his  death- 
bed ;  and  was  indebted  to  the  casual 
good  feeling  of  a  few  soldiers  for  the 
privilege  of  being  buried.  This  is  a 
refreshing  picture ! 

These  specimens  maysuffioe,  to  judge 
of  Mr.  Heron's  claims  in  history.  His 
statistics  are  still  worse.  As  he  advo- 
cates a  revolution  in  college,  it  was 
necessary  first  to  find  fault  freely  with 
its  present  state ;  and  the  little  impe- 
diments presented  by  adherence  to 
facts  are  got  over  with  wondrous  fa- 
cility. 

He  makes  a  statement  (pp.  70  to  73) 
as  to  the  Erasmus  Smith  professor- 
ships. He  says  that  the  three  new  pro- 
fessorships, fx>unded  in  1762  (mathe- 
matics, history,  and  Hebrew)  were 
placed  under  the  same  arrangements  as 
the  previous  foundations  of  1723,  and 
the  Board  is,  therefore,  bound  to  hold 
a  public  examination  for  them.  This 
is  not  true:  the  Board  may  give  them  to 
any  of  the  fellows  whom  they  please. 
This  error  Mr.  Heron  may,  however, 
have  been  led  into  by  a  loose  statement 
in  the  "  University  Calendar,"  which  he 
cites ;  but  it  is  immediately  followed 
by  a  most  unpardonable  misrepresen- 
tation. It  is  stated  that  the  board 
systematically  disregard  the  conditions 
of  all  these  foundations,  and  most  cor- 
ruptly and  improperly  appoint  fellows 
to  the  chairs  in  silence  and  secrecy. 
This  charge  is  utterly  groundless.  The 
only  two  for  which  an  examination  is 
prescribed  by  the  founders  are,  natural 
philosophy  and  oratory.  For  them 
the  election  is  not  annual,  as  Mr. 
Heron  most  strangely  (for  a  college 
man)  imagines,  but  on  the  retirement 
of  each  professor  a  successor  is  elect- 
ed. Of  the  election,  there  is  inva- 
riably given  three  weeks*  public  notice 
— it  is  posted  on  the  college  gate ;  and 


an  examination  is  invariably  held.  This 
statement  is  a^fgravated  by  the  specious 
detail  with  which  it  is  accompanied, 
**of  two  attempts  to  break  through 
the  monopoly."  In  fact,  the  board  of 
Trinity  College  do  not  appoint  at  all. 
T|iey  can  only  select  ana  recommend 
tne  professor  to  the  board  of  Erasmus 
Smith,  with  whom  alone  the  appoint- 
ment rests.  The  selection  of  fellows 
is  directed  by  the  College  Stat,  of  Car. 
I.,  c.  15,  and  an  order  of  the  board  of 
Erasmus  Smith,  dated  January,  1743. 

But  still  grosser  mis-statements  are 
made  with  reference  to  the  revenues 
of  college.  There  is  a  list  given 
(pp.  95,  &c.)  of  several  endowments 
of  the  college,  that  includes  various 
sums  for  small  annual  salaries,  which 
are  called  Exhibitions.  These,  Mr. 
Heron  estimates  (p.  109)  at  £556,  an- 
nually. He  directly  charges  the  board 
with  embezzling  the  greater  part  of 
this  sum.  He  gives  them  credit 
(p.  129)  for  paying  £250  of  it,  in 
Erasmus  Smith  exhibitions ;  but  be 
says  (p.  102),  'though  the  author  has 
been  a  long  time  in  college,  and  pro- 
bably knew  as  much  about  its  affairs 
as  most  students,  he  never  heard  of 
any  of  these  exhibitions  being  given 
away,  except  the  Worrall  and  the 
Erasmus  Smith."  This  is  bold.  Mr. 
Heron  himself  holds  one  of  these  very  ex- 
hibitions, caUed  a  Briggs*  Exhibition, 
and  is  regularly  paid  it  I 

The  extent  of  Mr.  Heron's  mis- 
representations on  the  subject  of  these 
exhibitions  is  as  great  as  his  courage. 
The  amount  as  paid  by  the  board  is 
not  £250,  as  he  states,  but  £701  12s., 
yearly.  For  several  of  them  they 
pay  much  more  than  they  are  required 
by  the  founders — e.  g.,  a  gift  is  men- 
tioned by  Mr.  Heron  (p.  97),  from 
Mr.  Span,  of  £12  yearly;  for  this  the 
board  pay  £46  :  it  is  held  by  a  very 
remarkable  man  in  college — Mr.  Ha- 
milton, "  the  blind  scholar." 

But  the  mis-statement  which  per- 
haps exhibits  Mr.  Heron's  utter  igno- 
rance of  college  matters,  and  flippancy 
in  commenting  on  them,  in  the  strong- 
est light,  is  the  following : — 

**  After  paying  the  salaries  of  the 
fellows  and  professors,  the  annual  prizes, 
and  other  college  expenses,  whatever 
remains  is  the  property  of  the  board,  to 
divide  among  themselves.  This  ar- 
rangement is  decidedly  a  bad  one  ;  it 
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placet  their  doty  and  their  interest  in 
exact  oppcsition,"  &o. 

— followed  by  pages  of  rirtuoas  com- 
iniseratioD  over  the  **  trying  position'*  of 
the  board. 

It  will  gratify  Mr.  Heron  to  learn» 
what  almost  every  other  man  in  college 
knows*  that  his  pity  is  unnecessary.  The 
flactaatinff  income  of  the  senior  fellows* 
who  constitute  the  board,  is  paid  exclu- 
swely  oat  of  the  renewal  fines  on  college 
leases*  which  are  devoted  to  that  pur- 
pose* and  none  other.  The  only  other 
member  of  the  board*  the  provost*  is 
paid  also  out  of  a  separate  estate.  All 
the  other  college  revenues  go  into  a 
fund,  called  the  cista  communis  of  the 
university*  not  one  shilling  of  which  can 
be  touched  by  either  fellows  or  pro- 
vost* except  for  payment  of  fixed  sa- 
laries* and  every  shilling  of  which  is 
devoted  to  public  objects— tf.  g.,  be- 
side the  ordinary  expenses*  to  build- 
ing, or  improving  the  college  institu- 
tions* as  the  museum*  the  botanic  gar- 
den* library*  &c. 

In  almost  every  other  occasion  in 
which  Mr.  Heron  ventures  beyond  the 
information  given  m  a  *'  college  card*" 
he  exhibits  similar  specimens  of  igno- 
rance and  reckless  audacity  of  asser- 
tion. The  income  of  the  provost's 
estate  is  exaggerated  nearly  three- 
fold. Nothing  is  omitted  which  can 
give  colour  to  the  assertion  with  which 
one  of  his  chapters  commences,  that 
Trinity  College  is  the  richest  Univer- 
sity in  the  three  kingdoms.  We 
heartily  wish  it  was.*  It  is  amaz- 
ing* in  a  book  so  meagre  of  detail 
how  he  contrives  to  introduce  so 
many  blunders.  We  do  not  pretend 
to  point  out  all  of  them.  We  shall 
observe  on  but  one  more*  and  that 
because  it  has  been  taken  up  and  dwelt 
on  by  a  writer  in  the  Dublin  Review — 
being  indeed  the  solitary  instance  he 
could  ^  on*  to  censure  anything  ex- 
cept the  religious  tendency  of  the  pre- 
sent system  in  Trinity  College. 

Mr.  Heron  asserts  (pp.  144-5)  that 
all  the  instruction  to  be  derived  from 
college  is  given  by  private  tutors ; 
that  the  lectures  of  the  fellows  are  a 
most  flagrant  waste  of  their  own  time* 
adding*  '*  it  is  the  interest  of  the  fel- 
low, having  his  fixed  salary*  to  do  as 


little  as  possible."  Many  of  oar  readr 
ers  are  aware  that  fellows  were  for- 
merly paid  each  by  his  own  pupils* 
and  each  gave  private  instructioD  to 
his  own  pupils  only.  The  result  of  this 
was,  that  some  had  recourse  to  other 
means  than  teaching  to  increaae  their 
chambers — dinners  to  schoolmasters* 
favouring  pupils  at  examinatioDa,  and 
similar  devices*  began  to  be  loudly 
complained  of.  The  ^stem  of  In- 
struction was  also  inefficient ;  for  each 
fellow  lectured  in  every  thinff,  and 
naturally  neglected  such  brancnea  of 
instruction  as  were  distasteful  to  him- 
self. Their  lectures  were*  therefore* 
falling  into  disrepute*  when  the  pre- 
sent system  was  introduced*  by  which 
all  the  payments  are  divided  rateably 
among  all  the  tutors*  and  they  divide 
the  task  of  lecturing — each  selecting 
those  branches  which  he  considers 
most  adapted  to  his  own  attainments. 
This  has  been  found  to  work  admira- 
bly :  there  is  an  honourable  rivalry 
among  the  fellows  to  make  their  lec- 
tures as  useful  as  possible ;  they  are 
well  attended  bv  students  anxious  to 
improve  themselves ;  such  complaints 
as  Mr.  Heron's  are  seldom  heard*  ex- 
cept from  those  who  will  always  make 
them — the  idle  and  discontented*  who 
want  an  excuae  for  mitckiRg, 

To  come  now  to  the  main  object  of 
Mr.  Heron's  book.  At  present  Ro- 
man Catholics*  in  Trinity  College*  are 
excluded  only  from  a  few  professor- 
ships* from  offices  on  the  foundation* 
the  enjoyment  of  which  would  make 
them  members  of  the  body  corporate, 
and  from  the  rewards  for  a  course  of 
divinity  which  they  will  not  study. 
Every  other  advantage  of  every  kind 
is  as  open  to  them  as  to  Protestants. 
It  is  candidly  admitted  by  Mr.  Heron* 
and  the  fact  is  notorious*  that  the 
slightest  partialitv  on  the  ground  of 
religion  is  never  shown. 

With  respect  to  professorships  in 
sciences*  unconnected  with  religion*  it 
is  not  intended  to  discuss  the  policy  of 
the  exclusion.  It  depends  entirely  on 
the  will  of  the  founder.  The  college 
had  no  power  to  accept  a  gift  of  the 
endowment,  and  reject  the  terms  on 
which  it  was  given.  They  should  take 
it  as  it  was  offered*  or  fiot  at  aU. 
There  are  very  few  of  the  col^ge 


*  Or  even  the  richest  coUeee.    Christ-charch  and  Magdalen,  perhaps,  also,  AU- 
Souls,  at  Oxford,  are  richer  colleges ;  and  there  are  22  colleges  in  Oxford  Unlrewtty. 
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professorships  or  lectureships  subject 
to  the  exclusion.  The  only  instance^ 
unconnected  with  the  divinity  school^ 
occurs  in  the  unirersity  school  of  me- 
dioine^  which  is  regulated  by  an  act  of 
parliament.  But  the  admission  of  Ro- 
man Catholics  to  the  corporation  of  Uie 
college — which  consists  of  the  provost^ 
fellowsy  and  scholars — involves  very 
different  considerations. 

With  respect  to  scholarships^  apart 
from  the  intention  of  their  foundation* 
it  is  only  as  far  as  they  are  constituent 
parts  of  the  bod^  corporate  of  college* 
that  the  exclusion  of  Roman  Catho* 
lies  from  them  is  advocated.  A  scho- 
larship is  held  only  for  five  years,  if 
obtained  at  the  usual  time,  viz.,  the 
third  year  of  the  student's  course. 
Its  emoluments  are  £20,  Irish,  per 
anrnoR,  and  commons,  with  a  reduction 
of  one  half  of  chamber  rents  and  tutor's 
fees.  It  affords  encouragement  to  stu- 
dents with  limited  means,  to  seek  a 
university  education,  by  aiding  them  in 
defraying  the  expense  of  it  themselves. 
Hoarding  only  this  effect  of  scholar- 
ships, it  would  be  desirable  that  Ro- 
man Catholics  should  share  them.  If 
it  could  be  made  out  that  it  would  not 
be  a  violation  of  the  intention  with 
which  they  were  founded,  and  if  they 
were  wholly  dissociated  from  the  body 
corporate  of  the  university,  from  the 
Keneral  feeling  of  persons  interested 
in  the  college,  the  admission  of  Ro- 
man Catholics  to  them  would  not  be 
objected  to. 

Mixed  education  is  now  very  gene- 
rally approved  of.  It  lessens  acerbity 
ofU^lmg,  removes  prejudices,  unites 
men  in  after-life  in  pursuit  of  useful 
objects  in  which  they  agree,  and  leads 
them  mutually  to  forbear  on  subjects 
on  which  they  differ.  In  Trinity  Col- 
lege it  has  been  found  eminently  suc- 
cessful. Roman  Catholics  and  Pro- 
testants now  live  there  on  the  best  and 
most  cordial  terms  of  friendship,* 
and  are  treated  with  perfect  impar- 
tiality by  the  heads  and  senior  mem- 
bers of  the  college.  Therefore,  be- 
side the  increase  of  the  number  who 


can  enjoy  the  benefit  of  a  university 
education,  and  are,  so  far,  better  fitted 
for  a  more  refined  tone  of  society,  the 

Presence  of  Roman  Catholic  students 
as  the  great  additional  advantage  of 
promoting  kindly  feelings  and  liberal 
sentiments  between  them  and  Pro- 
testants. The  institution  of  rewards 
which  would  promote  this,  is  very  much 
to  be  approved  of,  and  Protestants  de- 
sire and  court  it ;  but  while,  with 
a  liberality  unequalled  in  any  Roman 
Catholic  educational  institution  in  the 
kingdom,  they  offer  freely  to  share 
with  their  Roman  Catholic  fellow- 
countrymen  the  benefits  of  their  col- 
lege, they  reasonably  require  that  it 
may  still  remain  theiri» 

In  short,  the  system  we  advocate  in 
Trinitv  College,  is,  to  admit  Roman 
Catholics  freely  to  all  rewards  for 
learning,  and  all  places  for  teaching, 
which  are  not  parts  of  the  body  cor- 
porate or  governing  bodv  of  the  unl- 
versitv,  and  not  directly  for  the  teach- 
ing of  religion.  Let  the  centre  of  the 
body  preserve  its  Protestant  integrity, 
according  to  its  foundation;  let  the 
direction  of  the  institution  remain  in 
the  hands  of  the  professors  of  that 
religion  which  its  founders  believed, 
and  which  we  believe,  will  tend  most 
to  its  usefulness;  but  let  it  borrow 
the  aid  of  teaching  from  the  followers 
of  every  other  religion,  subject  to  that 
control,  and  let  the  followers  of  all 
relip^ions  participate  equally  and  freely, 
subject  to  the  like  control,  in  all  the 
benefits  of  its  teaching,  equally  en- 
couraged to  do  so  by  aU  rewards  and 
inducements  to  study.  When  the 
rules  prescribed  by  the  founder  of  any 
particular  office  or  reward  forbid  the 
adoption  of  this  general  principle,  that 
should  be  an  exception ;  and  the  trust 
undertaken  in  adopting  his  bounty 
must,  according  to  every  dictate  of 
justice,  be  strictly  performed. 

But  such  a  rule  as  this  falls  far 
short  of  what  Roman  Catholics  de- 
mand. The  moderate  laymen  amonff 
whom  Mr.  Heron  should  be  classed, 
demand  the  throwing  open  to  them  of 


*  A  statement  was  made  some  time  since,  on  a  discussion  in  reference  to  the 
English  uidversities,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  that  mixed  education  had  been 
found  to  work  badly,  and  was  very  mischievous  in  fostering  religious  animosities, 
in  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  This  statement  was  suffered  to  pass,  to  the  very  great 
surprise  and  unteigned  regret  of  every  one  interested  in  the  college.  There  may 
hate  been  some  truth  in  it  forty  years  ago,  but  it  certainly  is  not  so  now. 
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every  thing  in  ^the  university.  The 
ecclesiastical  party  speak  more  boldly. 
The  writer  in  the  Dublin  Review  de- 
mands that  provision  be  made  for 
teaching  Roman  Catholicism^and  keep- 
ing students  under  the  guidance  ex- 
clusively of  their  own  church.  The 
candid  avowal  is  made  by  the  Irish 
ultra  Romanist,  who  has  less  discre- 
tion>  that  his  plan  is  but  a  temporary 
arrangement,  till  Protestants  can  be 
wholly  excluded,  and  the  college  de- 
voted to  *'  exclusively  Catholic'*  pur- 
poses. The  arguments  urged  by  all 
for  the  revolution  they  advocate  are  in 
the  main  the  same. 

It  is  the  general  tone  of  Irish  Ro- 
man Catholic  periodicals — especially 
some  notoriously  conducted  by  pro- 
fessing Protestants — to  aifect  a  scru- 
pulous piety  and  veneration  for  the 
ordinances  of  the  Romish  Church. 
It  is  a  favorite  argument  with  such 
politicians,  that  the  present  system  in 
Trinity  College  tends  to  induce  Ro- 
manists to  conform  to  Protestantism 
from  pecuniary  motives — "to  aposta- 
tize for  base  lucre."  This  affords  a 
fine  scope  for  declamation,  and  is  the 
staple  commodity  of  Mr.  Heron's  book. 
He  dwells  upon  it  till  his  earnestness 
becomes  perfectly  ludicrous.  It  is 
introduced  in  the  preface,  and  never 
once  lost  sight  of  till  the  appendix. 
It  would  have  saved  expense  in  print- 
ing to  have  stereotyped  the  sen- 
tence, *'  corruption  of  Catholic  souls." 
It  is  impossible  for  the  reader  to  forget 
that  Denis  Caulfield  Heron,  with  a  con- 
stancy unequalled  since  the  days  of  the 
primitive  Cfhristians  (for  the  holocausts 
of  Madrid,  or  the  roastings  of  Smith- 
field,  being,  of  course,  the  j  ust  penalty  of 
invincible  ignorance,  cannot  be  compar- 
ed to  orthodox  martyrdoms),  has  actu- 
ally withstood  the  awful  temptation  of 
a  scholarship — £18  6b,  8d.  per  annum 
for  five  whole  years,  and  firmly  re- 
fused to  barter  his  soul,  even  at  that 
enormous  price  I  We  are  told  (p.  2  of 
the  preface)  of  '*that  system  which 
takes  advantage  of  a  man's  poverty  to 
corrupt  his  soul;"  (p.  194)  of  those 
<'  missionaries  who  take  advantage  of 
the  starvation  of  the  body  to  corrupt 
the  soul ;"  (p.  189)  <'of  the  pollution 
of  that  proselytism  which  says  to  the 
friendless  scholar,  '  sell  your  soul  for 
gain,' "  &c.,  &c. ;  and  he  sums  up  thus : 

**  The  agents  of  the  sultaun  yearly 


kidnapped  the  strongest  and  most 
healthful  of  the  male  infants  of  the 
Greeks,  and  educated  them  to  be  ja- 
nissaries of  the  Ottoman  power,  to 
fight  the  battles  of  despotism,  omdMrue 
their  swords  in  the  life-blood  of  their  Am- 
dred.  In  like  manner.  Trinity  College 
has  existed  as  a  gigantic  trap  to  catch 
young  Catholics  of  rising  talent,  and 
array  them  against  their  ancestral  re- 
ligion. .  .  .  It  is  a  grievous  thing 
to  have  this  degrading  relic  of  former 
persecution  still  remaimng." — ^p.  189. 

What  an  awful  picture  does  this 
present!  Conceive  Sultan  Sadl^ 
presiding  at  the  board  of  Turks  I 
See  Mameluke  Moore  and  Janissary 
Singer  setting  "  that  gigantic  trap"  to 
catch  **  the  strongest  and  most  health- 
ful of  the  male  infants"  of  Eblana  (in 
which  description  the  reader  can 
perhaps  recognize  Mr.  Heron),  and 
corrupt  his  soul,  that  '<he  may  imbrue 
his  sword  in  the  life-blood  of  his 
kindred !"  But  the  painful  picture  is 
relieved  by  contemplating  the  "young 
Catholic  of  rising  talent"  saved.  The 
mild  influence  of  such  men  as  Mac  Hale 
and  O'Higgins  has,  no  doubt,  counter- 
acted the  diabolical  exertions  of  the 
university  Mussulmen.  Still  they  are 
blinded  by  their  Turkish  prejudices— 
they  never  dreamed  that  it  is  perse- 
cution not  to  reward  a  man  for  being 
in  error;  but  learn  and  whisper  it 
to  all  your  political  friends,  that  the 
man  who  has  a  chance  of  place  or  pen- 
sion by  changing  his  opinions,  is  the 
victim  of  persecution  I 

It  is  not  easy  to  speak  seriously  of 
this  absurd  grievance,  which  occupies 
so  large  a  part  of  Mr.  Heron's  book ; 
but  the  truth  is,  that  **  conversion  for 
scholarship"  is  a  matter  of  exceedingly 
rare  occurrence — so  far  from  being  a 
regular  system,  as  he  represents  it 
The  odium  which  is  always  cast  on  a 
converted  Roman  Catholic,  if  the  slight- 
est handle  is  afforded  for  imputing  in- 
terested motives  to  him,  has  deterred 
many  converts  to  the  reformed  religion 
from  seeking  scholarship,  which  ttiey 
otherwise  would  have  probably  ob- 
tained. 

This  topic  is,  throughout  the  book, 
treated  in  a  similar  style  of  exaggera- 
tion. The  young  auUior  has  a  great 
and  a  just  admiration  for  that  very 
excellent  institution,  the  College  His- 
torical Society,  and  if  truth  must  be 
told,  his  argument  is  often  more  suited 
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to  such  an  audience  than  the  more  fas- 
tidious criticism  of  an  adult  <'  public." 
Speaking  of"  the  corruption  of  souls/* 
in  page  187  he  writes  thus  :•— 

"  The  successful  man  will  generally 
be  poor:  he  will  be  most  exposed  to 
temptation :  and  should  be  most  pro- 
tected from  such  contaminating  influ* 
ence.  This  worker  in  troubled  ways — 
this  toiler  who  toils  not  for  himself  alone 
—whose  labour,  if  most  successful,  be- 
nefits not  himself  most,  but  others 
more — should,  more  than  any  other, 
reeeiye  the  protection  of  the  law.  If 
he  give  up  health  and  strength  for  the 
sake  of  knowledge,  and  spins  from  his 
life's'hlood  thoughts  which  raise  a  nation 
to  prosperity  and  glory,  let  him  at  least 
be  left  nis  honour." 

What*  in  the  name  of  common 
sense,  does  this  mean  ? 

But  the  public  are  not  aware  of 
one-half  of  the  evils  arising  from  the 
exclusion  of  Roman  Catholics  from 
the  College  Corporation.  The  re- 
proach of  **  Silent  Sister"  arises  from 
this  cause  solely ;  not  as  the  reader 
might  suppose  by  excluding  from  col- 
lege intelligent  Roman  Catholics  likely 
to  write,  but  by  the  operation  of  the 
"corruption  of  soul"  theory,  which  is 
demonstrated  In  the  following  ^inge- 
nious manner  (p.  193)  : — 

"  The  man  who  forswears  his  faith  for 
scholarship  feels  through  life  that  odious 
weight  of  guilt  for  ever  weighing  down 
the  abilities  of  his  soul.  Many  who,  with 
minds  unsullied  by  this  conscious  stain, 
would  have  exerted  their  intellects  for 
the  good  of  mankind,  have  never  been 
able  to  free  themselves  from  this  re- 
flection constantly  clinging  to  them  like 
black  care.  This,  there  is  no  doubt,  al- 
though the  scarcity  of  records  prevents 
statistical  detail  (I  I),  is  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal reasons  for  that  inactivity  amongst 
theformer  fellows,  which  gained  for  Tri- 
nity College  the  epithet  of  the  *'  Silent 
Sister" — ^this  is  one  of  the  reasons  for  the 
fewness  of  the  distinguished  names 
which  shine  forth  as  stars  from  out  that 
long  list  of  lettered  obscurity." 

We  will  quote  one  more  deduction 
from  the  "  corruption  of  soul"  theory, 
before  we  dismiss  it.  Bishop  MacHale 
accounted  for  the  potato  failure  as  a 
special  providence  for  the  "Infidel 


Colleges"  scheme.*  Mr.  Heron  traces 
it  to  Trinity  College.  It  is  singular 
how  both  causes  escaped  the  penetra- 
tion of  Sir  Robert  Kane.  He  says 
(p.  183)- 

"  A  famine  of  the  thirteenth  century 
occurs  in  the  nineteenth ; — a  famine  that 
ought  to  have  occurred  only  amongst 
the  bondmen  of  the  middle  ages,  rages 
among  the  freemen  of  the  nineteenth 
century.  But,  little  more  than  fifty 
years  ago,  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  were 
scarce  better  than  such  bondmen.  They 
were  denied  education;  and  education 
alone  leads  to  prosperity  and  freedom. 
A  partial  measure  of  emancipation  was 
then  granted,"  &c. 

—and  so  he  proceeds  to  show  that 
our  university  is  still  the  last  strong- 
hold of  intolerance,  where  education 
is  still  denied  to  the  Catholic. 

The  argument  of  this  passage,  it 
must  be  admitted,  is  obscure.  How- 
ever, it  appears  to  imply  that  Sultan 
Sadleir  and  his  janissaries  are  the  true 
authors  of  the  aphis  vastator.  Not 
satisfied  with  corrupting  souls,  they 
attack  the  body,  and  assail  the  potato 
— the  food  of  the  enslaved  and  im* 
poverished  Catholic  I  Taken  in  con- 
nexion with  Mr.  Heron's  own  exer- 
tions, this  falls  in  wonderfully  with 
the  popular  explanation  of  this  great 
botanical  puzzle,  and  is  a  striking  in- 
stance of  poetic  justice.  The  college 
is  the  last  stronghold  of  Protestant 
intolerance,  and  it  is  about  to  yield  to 
the  Catholic  claims.  It  has  long  been 
the  popular  notion  that  the  "  praties 
and  rrotestants  came  in  with  Queen 
Elizabeth,  and  are  to  go  out  with 
Queen  Victoria."  See  how  it  is  being 
proved  true  I 

The  most  ordinary  argument  put 
forward  for  removing  all  restrictions 
excluding  Roman  Catholics  from  col- 
lege, is  founded  on  its  being  a  national 
institution.  It  is  said  it  should  be 
open  to  all  the  nation,  and  that  it  is  a 
national  and  patriotic  concession  to 
make  it  so  ;  that  the  majority  of  the 
Irish  people  are  Roman  Catholics; 
that  the  opening  of  college  would  be 
acceptable  to  them,  and  their  wishes 
should  be  consulted. 

It  is  a  favourite  sophism  of  Roman 
Catholics  in  Ireland  to  represent  sec- 
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tarian  concessions  to  themselves  as 
national  gifts.  With  them  Maynooth 
is  a  "national**  institution,  though 
2,000,000  of  the  nation  are  utterly 
excluded  from  all  participation  in  it 
(beyond  contributing  to  its  ample  en- 
dowment), though  not  one  in  five 
hundred  of  the  remainder  can  be 
taught  there>  as  no  layman  is  admit* 
ted,  and  though  it  is  governed  with 
the  most  rigorous  sectarianism  and 
contains  only  members  of  the  one 
creed,  from  the  president  to  the  per* 
ter,  within  its  walls.  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  is  yet  to  be  made  a  national 
institution,  though  it  is  already  open 
to  every  subject  of  the  realm,  with- 
out distinction,  to  receive  their  edu- 
cation there,  and  though  it  is  ad- 
mittedly conducted  with  the  most 
liberal  impartiality  to  all  sects.  If, 
because  from  its  government  and  a 
few  of  its  offices  Roman  Catholics  are 
excluded,  it  is  therefore  not  a  national 
institution,  we  have  no  national  go- 
vernment, for  the  head  of  it  must  he  a 
Protestant ;  we  have  no  national  j  udi- 
cature,  for  the  highest  office  of  it  must 
be  held  by  a  Protestant.  It  is  absurd 
to  call  a  measure  nationd  which  is 
only  to  give  to  one  sect  of  the  nation 
what  it  takes  from  another.  Some  limit 
to  the  eligibility  of  college  governors 
must  be  adopted.  A  fellowship  is  at 
present  open  only  to  the  industrious 
and  learned.  It  would  he  extended 
to  a  much  larger  class,  if  it  was  open  to 
the  ignorant  and  idle.  The  university 
is  not  the  less  a  national  institution 
because  Protestantism  is  among  the 
qualifications  required  from  its  rulers. 
Mr.  O'Connell's  followers  have  at 
length  got  into  a  habit  of  dealing  with 
Popery  and  nationality  as  convertible 
terms.  In  discussing  the  new  colleges 
scheme  in  1845,  that  measure  was  ac- 
tually condemned  as  unacceptable  to 
the  nation,  because  a  large  proportion 
of  its  officers  and  teachers  were  not 
made  exclusively  Popish ;  it  was  not 
national  because  there  was  no  part  of 
it  sectarian.  It  is  amusing  to  see  the 
topic  treated  in  the  Dvblin  Review,  a 
periodical  affecting  nationality,  though 
it  is  printed  and  published  in  England, 
and  has  no  connexion  with  Ireland  be- 
yond that  afforded  by  the  accident  of 
this  being  the  most  Popish  part  of  the 
British  dominions,  and  its  oapital  sup- 
plying thus  a  good  trade  name  for  an 
£ngluh  ultra-montane  periodical. 


The  assertion  that  the  majority  of 
the  Irish  people  professing  the  Roman 
Catholic  religion  would  either  be  be- 
nefited by  or  take  the  slightest  inter- 
est  in  the  admission  of  Roman  Catho- 
lics to  fellowships,  is  wholly  untrue. 
When  this  argument  is  put  (as  it  often 
is,  and  among  others,  by  Mr.  Heron) 
thus,  that  at  present  7*000,000  of  oar 
countrymen  are  exeluded  frooi  fellow- 
ships, it  becomes  absolutely  ludkroos. 
Think  of  the  Connaught  hayroaken 
reading  for  fellowships!  Imagine 
the  beauty  of  Tipperary  frite  under  a 
gown,  and  the  charming  simplicity  of  a 
Kerr^  glibb  under  a  cap  and  tassel  I 
Imagine  a  young  fellow  slipping  incog* 
from  his  college  chambersy  and  slyqr 
ruqning  down  by  the  Great  Southern 
and  Western  Railway  to  the  barony 
of  Ormond  for  a  midnight  readeavous 
—a  doctor  of  divinity  posting  a  tbrtat- 
ening  notice,  and  a  professor  of  ma* 
thematice  drawing  the  diagram  of  the 
coffin  I 

The  lower  order  of  the  people  are 
not  those  for  whom  a  university  eda- 
cation  is  either  adapted  or  intended. 
The  vast  migority  of  the  upper  and 
middle  classes,  who#  as  society  at  pre*> 
sent  exists,  are  the  persons  Uktlj  to 
use  a  university,  are  of  the  ProtesUnt 
religion.  The  disproportion  in  faToor 
of  Protestantism  in  these  classes  of 
society  in  Ireland  is  greater  than  it 
is  in  favour  of  the  Roman  Catbolies 
on  the  whole  popnlatloiu  It  is,  tfaeo^ 
absurd  to  impute  the  small  proportion 
of  Roman  Catholic  students  in  college 
to  any  internal  regulation  solely.  No 
doubt  the  fact  that  the  education 
which  they  will  receive  there  is  not 
sectarian,  prevents  some  who  are  ua« 
der  the  influence  of  intolerant  or  su- 
perstitious ecclesiastics,  from  sending 
their  children  there ;  as  it  would 
from  sending  them  to  any  other 
place,  where  their  teaching  is  not  to 
be  whollv  under  the  guidance  of  •*  the 
church.'  But,  under  anv  circum- 
stances, the  great  preponoeranee  of 
the  college  students  would  be  Pro- 
testants. If,  therefore,  there  be  any 
force  in  the  argument  derived  firon 
the  wishes  of  the  migority,  it  outs  the 
other  way.  The  majority  to  be  cod- 
suited  must  be  those  who  use  and  are 
intended  for  the  university,  and  not 
those  who  can  derive  no  possible  bene- 
fit from  and  take  not  the  leaat  interest 
in  it. 
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The  change  which  is  demanded,  has, 
then>  nothing  whatever  national  in  it. 
It  would  he  a  new  concession  to  the 
Romish  party,  at  the  expense  of  Irish 
Protestants,  and  nothing  more.  Mr. 
Heron  justly  terms  it,  in  the  conclud- 
ing page  of  his  book,  "  a  most  welcome 
boon  to  Irish  Catholics."  Let  the  pro- 
position be  mystified  and  declaimed 
upon  never  so  much,  such  is  plainly  its 
real  character.  To  the  latitndinarian, 
to  whom  all  religions  are  equal,  this 
may  be  of  little  weight,  if  the  measure 
be  not  shewn  to  be  otherwise  unjust  or 
mischievous.  But  to  the  majority  of 
our  readers  it  will  be  far  otherwise — 
they  will  appreciate  at  once  the  evils  of 
affording  a  triumph  to  the  Romish 
party,  and  a  proportional  discourage- 
ment to  Protestantism — the  danger  of 
the  impetus  which  it  may  afford  to  an 
erroneous  and  mischievous  creed,  while 
it  may  clog  the  advance  of  truth. 

Even  to  those  who  are  not  awake  to 
this  consideration,  it  is  useful  to  expose 
the  real  aspect  of  the  demand.  The 
source  of  Irish  discontent  is  beginning 
to  be  better  understood.  The  agitators 
who  represented  ''  Catholic  claims'*  as 
the  true  salve  for  Irish  suffering — who 
would  quiet  the  starving  peasant,  not 
by  filling  his  stomach,  but  by  soothing 
his  religious  feelings — are  beginning 
to  be  justly  appreciated.  At  the  re- 
cent general  election  this  political  trade 
has  taken  another  turn.  Y^e  have  seen 
the  tools  of  the  Romish  clergy,  men 
who  have  but  the  one  cause  at  heart, 
sectarian  triumph — without  one  spark 
of  genuine  patriotism — coming  to  the 
hustings  with  a  lie  upon  their  lips — un- 
qualifiedly pledging  themselves  to  re- 
peal, for  the  purpose  of  getting  into  par- 
liament to  support  a  ministry  pledged 
to  oppose  it — treating  it  as  an  election 
hnmbuff,  with  an  audacity  hardly  credi- 
ble— with  their  hands  on  their  hearts, 
vowinfir  eternal  enthusiasm  for  na- 
tional Independence,  and  their  tongues 
in  their  cheeks,  in  ridicule  of  national 
simplicity — swearing  to  the  vulgar  their 
fidelity  to  the  cause,  and  laughing  with 
the  intelligent  at  the  notion  of  their 
being  believed.  To  such  politicians 
the  ^*  opening  of  College"  must  be  a 
welcome  topic.  It  is  called  a  national 
oonoession-^it  is  a  purely  sectarian  one ; 
it  is  asked  for^  and  pretended  to  be 
given  to,  the  people,  who  can  by  no 
possibility  derive  tiie  remotest  advan- 
tage from  it»  and  will  consequently  not 


lose  by  it  a  single  mite  from  the  trea- 
sury of  political  grievances  on  which 
such  agitators  live. 

Another  class  of  arguments  usually 
takes  this  form.  The  college  is  a  pub- 
lic institution,  supported  by  public 
grants.  The  principle  is  already  ad- 
mitted by  the  legpslature,  that  in  pub- 
lic and  corporate  bodies  there  should 
be  no  exclusions  on  religious  ^rounds. 
The  same  rule  should  l^  applied  to  it 
that  has  been  already  affirmed  as  the 
just  one  in  respect  of  other  public  insti- 
tutions. Keeping  any  part  of  the  uni- 
versity still  exclusive,  is  inconsistent 
with  the  lil>eral  and  progressive  spirit 
of  the  age. 

To  many  of  our  readers  it  would 
probably  be  a  sufficient  answer  to  this 
class  of  arguments,  to  point  to  the 
intolerance  and  violence  exhibited  by 
our  modern  municipal  corporations — 
and  which  characterize  them  just  in 
proportion  to  the  preponderance  which 
the  Roman  Catholic  party  acquire  in 
them .  But  the  case  of  the  college  rests 
on  widely  different  grounds.  Bodies,  like 
municipal  corporations,  are,  strictly, 
public  bodies.  They  have  the  control 
of  towns  in  which  Roman  Catholics 
must  live — ^the  direction  of  affairs  in 
which  Roman  Catholics  miut  partici- 
pate. Their  estates  were  for  the  most 
part  acquired  from  public  funds,  many 
of  them  being  grants  in  popish  times, 
others  collections  from  the  citizens. 
Neither  of  these  propositions  apply  to 
Trinity  College. 

No  Roman  Catholic  is  obliged,  for 
any  reason,  to  be  educated  there.  He 
must  live  in  a  town,  and  drink  pipe- 
water,  but  he  need  not  go  to  Trinity 
College,  or  learn  hvdrostaticsfrom  Pro- 
fessor MacCullagh.  He  will  do  the 
latter,  only  because  he  will  get  a  better 
education  there  than  elsewhere.  Tri- 
nity College  has  earned  for  itself  a  cha« 
racter  so  high ;  Its  system  of  education 
is  so  good  ;  the  reputation  of  its  learn- 
ed men  is  so  great — that  its  degree  is 
stamped  with  a  high  value,  and  passes 
current  in  society.  Participation  in 
that  is  as  open  to  a  Roman  Catholic  as 
to  a  Protestant — but  that  is  a  boon  to 
htm ;  he  may  be  educated  elsewhere  if 
he  pleases*  It  would  be  impossible  to 
establish  a  second  municipal  corpora- 
tion in  a  city,  but  there  is  nothing  to 
prevent  the  existence  of  a  second  col- 
lege. So,  the  admission  of  Roman  Ca- 
tholics to  corporate  and  parliamentary 
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rights,  was  properly  a  removal  of  disa- 
bilities— it  was  but  restoring  what  they 
formerly  possessed ;  but  in  college  they 
claim  what  they  never  enjoyed  before. 
Mr.  Heron's  own  case  shews  the  ex- 
clusion to  be  inherent  in  the  constitu* 
tion  of  the  university.* 

The  right  of  the  legislature  to  deal 
with  corporate  property  rests  either  on 
the  ground  that  the  estates  and  privi- 
leges of  such  bodies  being  grants  of 
public  money  and  public  rights  from 
the  state,  the  state  has  a  right  to  with- 
draw them,  or  direct  their  application ; 
or  on  the  ground  that  the  holders  of 
such  property  and  privileges  are  trus- 
tees, and  that  the  interference  of  the 
legislature  is  in  furtherance  of  the  ob- 
jects for  which  they  were  granted. 
The  wealth  of  Trinity  College  is  de- 
rived from  two  sources :  the  college 
estates,  and  the  payments  made  by  stu- 
dents and  for  degrees.  The  college 
estates  can  in  no  proper  sense  be  called 
a  gift  of  the  state,  which  it  has  a  right 
to  revoke.  The  grant  to  Maynooth  is 
such  a  gift.  But  the  estates  of  Trinity 
College  are  either  private  gifts,  or 
gifts  of  the  crown  out  of  what,  accord- 
ing to  the  policy  of  the  age  when  they 
were  granted,  was  as  much  in  the  con- 
trol of  the  crown  as  any  other  part  of 
the  king's  private  revenues,  and  might 
equally  have  been  given  to  a  Butler  or 
Fitzgerald,  or  any  other  private  per- 
son ;  the  gift  thus  flowing  from  royal 
bounty  is  no  more  a  grant  of  public 
funds  than  the  estates  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster ;  and  it  would  be  as  reason- 
able for  the  legislature  to  meddle  with 
the  application  of  money  given  by  the 
queen  at  a  fancy  fair  or  charity  ser- 
mon. If  this  is  public  money,  which 
the  legislature  has  a  right  to  control, 
where  is  its  interference  to  stop  short 
of  taking  into  its  management  the  pro- 
perty of  every  landed  proprietor  in  the 
kingdom  ?  It  is  commonly  said,  that 
every  acre  in  Ireland  has  been  forfeited 
three  times  over,  and  more  than  half 
the  titles  in  the  kingdom  originate  in  a 


patent  flowing  from  the  voluntary  boun- 
ty of  a  king,  just  similar  to  the  origin 
of  the  college  titles.  The  payments  for 
education,  or  degrees  in  college,  which 
constitute  its  principal  revenue,  it  can- 
not be  pretended  are  public  money ;  It 
would  be  as  reasonable  to  call  the  fees 
of  a  lawyer,  the  profits  of  a  merchaot, 
or  the  dividends  of  a  joint-stock  com- 
pany, the  money  of  the  state.  There- 
fore no  argument  can  be  rested  on  the 
all^ation  that  the  college  is  supported 
out  of  the  public  purse. 

Is  the  right  of  state  interference  with 
the  revenues  of  college,  then,  strength- 
ened by  applying  the  doctrine  of  public 
trusteeship?  On  the  contrary,  when 
applied  to  the  question  in  dispute  here* 
the  argument  cuts  entirely  against  the 
change.  There  could  not  be  a  more 
flagrant  violation  of  the  purposes  for 
which  evmf  shilling  of  the  prop^ty 
vested  in  Trinity  Collie,  in  its  cor- 
porate capacity,  was  given — there 
could  not  be  any  more  outrageous  de* 
parture  from  the  wishes  and  intentions 
of  its  founders  and  benefactors — ^than 
the  admission  of  Roman  Catholics  to 
the  governing  body  of  the  university. 
The  gifts  of  James  and  Charles  were  ac- 
companied by  rigid  restrictions,  wholly 
excluding  Roman  Catholics  from  any 
participation  in  them.  They  consti- 
tute the  greater  part  of  the  college  es- 
tates. The  remainder,  given  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  including 
the  ground  on  which  the  college  is 
built,  were  granted  for  the  same  pur- 
pose for  which  the  college  was  estab- 
lished, one  great  object  of  which  was 
the  encouragement  of  the  Protestant 
faith,  and  the  suitable  education  of  a 
clergy  to  preach  it.  Ever  since  the 
foundation  of  the  cojlege,  this  property 
has  been  applied,  as  intended,  by  Pro- 
testant governors  only.  After  centu- 
ries, it  is  proposed  to  entrust  it  to  the 
very  persons  whom  the  donors  were 
most  careful  to  exclude  from  its  ma- 
nagement. The  recent  statute  cur- 
tailing the  power  of  Chancery  over 


•  The  exclusion  fromfellowikip  is  confirmed  by  Statute  21,  22  Geo.  III.  c  48,  s. 
3,  adopting  here  the  English  statute  3  &  4  \Vm.  III.  c.  2,  which  provides  that 
every  person  being  master,  governor,  head,  or  fellow  of  the  University  of  Dublin, 
shall  take  the  oath  of  supremacy,  and  sign  the  declaration  against  transubstaotia- 
tion.  This  statute  renders  it  impossible  to  admit  Roman  Catholics  to  fellowship, 
except  by  an  act  of  parliament ;  while  it  is  doubtful  if  scholarships  might  not  be 
opened  by  a  Queen's  letter.  It  does  not,  however,  affect  the  proposition  above 
stated,  as  it  was  plainly  passed  merely  to  supply  a  new  test. 
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religious  institutions  was  thought  hy 
many  a  very  strong  measure,  thougn 
it  was  contended  for  on  reasons  of 
convenience,  like  other  statutes  of  limi- 
tation ;  but  the  Romanizing  of  Trinity 
College  would  be  going  far  beyond 
anything  ever  before  attempted — it 
would  be  commanding  the  misappli- 
cation of  trust-property  never  before 
misapplied — perverting  it  for  the  first 
time  to  objects  in  fraud  of  the  donors' 
intentions. 

But  it  is  sometimes  urged,  that  it 
was  not  a  part  of  the  scheme  of  Eliza- 
beth, in  founding  the  college,  to  make 
it  an  exclusively  Protestant  institution. 
This  is  among  the  modern  discoveries 
in  history,  which  derive  their  piquancy 
from  being  opposed  to  the  received 
opinion  of  centuries.  Supposing  it 
was  made  out,  it  is  not  very  material. 
It  is  admitted  on  all  hands  that  the 
endowments  and  privileges  granted  by 
James  and  Charles,  and  all  the  private 
endowments  which  are  now  kept  exclu- 
sive, were  made  from  the  first  rigidly 
exclusive  of  Roman  Catholics.  The 
endowments  of  Elizabeth  are  compara- 
tively of  small  amount,  proportioned  to 
the  original  scanty  institution  of  three 
fellowships,  each  to  last  for  seven  years, 
and  three  scholarships,  each  to  last  for 
five.  It  is  admitted  also,  that  the  uni- 
form course  of  practice  agrees  with  the 
received  notion  of  its  exclusive  Pro- 
testantism ;  and  that,  except  during 
the  brief  and  clearly  illegal  appoint- 
ments made  by  James  II.,  while  the 
college  was  a  horse-barrack,  no  Ro- 
man Catholic  has  ever  pretended  to 
claim  a  place  in  its  corporation.  If 
the  principle  of  the  Dissenting  Congre- 
gations' Act  is  defensible,  it  would  es- 
tablish that  the  application  of  the  in- 
stitution for  centuries  should  be  taken 
as  a  conclusive  reason  for  its  continuing 
to  be  so  applied,  without  reference  to 
the  founders'  intention.  These,  how- 
ever, are  comparatively  weak  grounds, 
when  the  fact  is,  that  the  admission  of 
Roman  Catholics  would  be  a  gross 
violation  of  the  intention  and  object  of 
aU  its  founders,  and  all  its  benefactors. 

The  assertion  that  Queen  Elizabeth 
or  her  ministers  intended  college  as 
much  for  Roman  Catholics  as  for 
Protestants,  is  so  directly  opposed  to 
all  their  policy  and  known  political 
opinions,  that  it  would  require  very 
strong  proof.  She  was  an  excommu- 
nicated   heretic,  whom    any  of   her 


Roman  Catholic  subjects  might  law- 
fnilly  depose  or  kill.  The  enlighten- 
ment of  modern  times  has  changed 
the  opinion  of  the  unchanging  church, 
and  modem  Roman  jurists  disown 
such  a  doctrine ;  but  there  can  be  no 
question  it  was  popularly  received  and 
encouraged  among  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholics at  the  time  the  college  was 
founded,  and  even  for  a  century  after- 
wards. Sixty  years  after,  in  1642,  it 
was  still  the  open  teaching  of  the 
Roman  court.  The  letters  of  Car- 
dinal Pamphilio  to  the  Nuncio  Rinuc- 
cini,  in  reference  to  his  direction  of 
the  great  Irish  rebellion,  repeatedly 
affirm  the  proposition,  that  it  was  the 
invariable  course  of  the  policy  of  Rome 
not  to  approve  of  the  civil  allegiance 
which  Catholic  subjects  paid  to  an 
heretical  prince.  There  was  no  part 
of  the  world  where  the  opinion  was 
more  practically  received,  in  Eliza- 
beth's time,  than  in  Ireland.  Religion 
was  notoriously  the  mainstay  of  Ty- 
rone's rebellion.  Bulls  were  brought 
from  Rome,  granting  to  her  subjects 
who  should  join  in  the  war  against  her, 
plenary  indulgences,  as  were  granted  to 
the  soldiers  of  the  cross  against  the  infi- 
dels. If,  therefore,  she  did  intend  the 
college  as  a  boon  for  Irish  Roman  Ca- 
tholics, it  is  not  only  an  extraordinary 
exception  in  her  political  conduct,  but 
proves  her  to  have  been,  instead  of  a  vi- 
gorous and  energetic  princess,  a  most 
weak  and  silly  governor  indeed — to 
encourage  a  religion  whose  followers 
were  authorized,  nay  incited,  to  depose 
and  kill  her.  It  is  to  no  purpose, 
even  if  it  were  possible,  to  shew  that 
the  utmost  stretch  of  this  doctrine  had 
not  the  legitimate  authority  of  the 
Romish  Church.  Elizabeth  and  the 
Protestants  of  her  age  indubitably 
believed  that  Romanists  held  it,  and 
that  is  all  that  is  material  for  this 
question.  En  passant,  it  is  odd  enough 
tnat  this  instance  of  Elizabeth's  latitu- 
dinarianisro,  in  founding  the  college, 
should  be  discovered  and  insisted  on 
by  the  very  party  who  are  always 
assailing  her  and  her  ministers  for 
illiberality  and  intolerance,  and  who, 
in  the  same  breath,  will  accuse  Loftus 
and  Ussher  of  bigotry. 

But  further.  If  the  charter  of 
Elizabeth  admitted  Roman  Catholics 
to  fellowships  and  scholarships  in 
Trinity  College,  it  was  made  in  direct 
violation  of  an  act  of  parliament  passed 
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thirty  years  before.  The  statute  2  Eliz. 
c.  1.8.  10,  required  every  person  tak- 
ing orders,  or  who  should  be  pre- 
ferred to  any  degree  of  learning,  in  any 
universitT  that  should  thereafter  be 
within  the  realm,  to  take  the  oath 
prescribed  by  the  seventh  section, 
which  declared  a  belief  in  the  queen*8 
supremacy  in  all  spiritual  and  eccle- 
siastical things  and  causes  as  well  as 
temporal  in  the  realm  ;  and  contained 
the  most  stringent  penalties  against 
teaching  the  spiritual  supremacy  of 
any  foreign  power.  Bv  the  same  par- 
liament, the  Act  of  Uniformity  was 
passed.* 

But  the  case  does  not  rest  even 
here,  for  Elizabeth's  own  charter  is 
conclusive  on  the  subject.  After  re- 
citing the  petition  of  Henry  Ussher  (a 
Protestant  divine),  in  the  name  of  the 
city  of  Dublin,  for  the  foundation  of 
a  college,  "  ad  meliorem  educationem, 
instUutionem  et  instructionem,  scho- 
larium  et  studentium,**  it  proceeds 
thus :— •"  Sciatis  quod  nos,  pro  ea  cura 
quam  de  juventute  regni  nostri  Hiber- 
nisB  pie  et  liberaliter  hutituenda  sin- 
gularem  habemus,  ac  pro  benevolentia 
qua  studia  studiososque  prosequiraur 
ut  eo  melius  ad  bonas  artes  perci- 
piendas  colendamque  virtutem  et  reli- 
gionem  adjuventur,  huic  pise  petitioni 
gratiose  annuentes,**  &c.  It  then  or- 
dains that  there  shall  be  a  college  for 
the  instruction  of  youth,  shewing  thus, 
in  the  very  commencement,  the  object 
of  the  foundation  to  be  the  religious 
training  of  youth,  "  Pro  cura  de  ju- 
ventute pie  instituenda;*'  and  that  they 
might  be  the  better  !euabled  to  study 
and  cultivate  religion — '*  ad  colendam 
religionem."  When  the  same  charter 
goes  on  to  empower  the  provost  and 
fellows  to  make  college  regulations,  it 
is  expressly  for  the  religious  govern- 
ment of  the  college,  **  ut  leges,  &c.,  pro 
suo  collegio  pie  et  fideliter  g^bernando 
de  tempore  in  tempus  in  perpetuum 
faciant;"  and  proceeds  to  authorize 


them  to  borrow  such  rules  as  thej 
think  fit  from  Oxford  and  Cambridge, 
both  of  which  were  then  exclusively  Pro- 
testant.  It  is  a  hardy  undertaking,  in 
the  face  of  this  charter,  to  prove  tbtt 
religion  did  not  enter  into  the  views  of 
Elizabeth  and  her  ministers  in  found- 
ing the  college.  No  one  pretends  thst 
if  religion  was  in  view  of  the  foun^n, 
the  religion  intended  was  any  other 
than  the  Protestant  faith. 

What,  then,  are  the  grounds  relied 
on  to  show  that  the  teaching  and  en- 
couragement of  religion  was  no  part 
of  Elizabeth's  design,  and  that  die  in- 
tended the  collie  to  be  equally  open 
to  all  creeds,  or,  as  it  is  sneeriogly 
said,  that  "proselyting  to  Protes- 
tantism" was  no  part  of  Elizabeth's 
design  ?  They  are  merely  these,  that 
a  circular  was  sent,  stating  that  the 
college  was  for  the  eood  of  the 
"whole"  kingdom,  and  that  some 
Roman  Catholics  were  induced  to 
subscribe  to  it. 

The  circular  relied  on,  after  reciting 
that  the  queen's  majesty  had  appobted 
and  authorised  the  depu^  and  council 
to  found  a  college,  and  that  a  site  for 
it  had  been  granted  by  the  citizens  of 
Dublin,  proceeds  as  follows : — 

"  These  are  therefore  earnestly  to 
request  you  (having  for  your  assistant 
such  a  person  as  the  sheriff  of  that 
county  shall  appoint  for  his  substitute), 
carefull^r  to  labour  with  such  persons 
within  his  barony  (having  made  a  book 
of  all  theirnames)  whom  you  think  can 
or  will  afford  any  contribution,  whether 
in  money,  some  portion  of  lands,  or  anj 
other  chattels  whereby  their  benevolence 
may  be  shewed  to  the  putting  forward 
of  so  notable  and  ezceflent  a  purnose, 
as  this  will  prove  to  the  benefytt  ot  the 
whole  country,  whereby  knowledge, 
learning  and  civility  may  be  enereased, 
to  the  banishment  of  barbariim,  ta* 
mults  and  disordered  liying  from  among 
them,  and  whereby  their  children,  and 
children's  children,  especially  those  that 
be  poore  (as  it  were  in  an  orphant's 


*  Mr.  O'Hagan,  in  his  argument  before  the  visitors,  in  Mr.  Heron's  case,  and 
Mr.  Heron  (pp.  26, 27),  make  a  most  extraordinary  answer  to  the  argument  founded 
on  this  statute,  viz.,  that  it  was  passed  by  a  contrivance  of  the  minister,  and  a 
promise  was  made  that  it  would  not  be  enforced.  This  statement,  if  well  founded 
(which  it  is  not),  would  not  affect  the  argument.  The  act  equally  shows  the  animus 
of  the  government,  and  was  equally  the  law  of  the  land,  however  it  was  passed. 
Indeed  the  act  being  fraudulently  passed  by  the  ministry  against  the  wishes  of 
parliament  would  rather  strengthen  it.  If  Eliiabeth's  mmisters  went  such  dan- 
gerous lengths  to  exclude  Roman  Catholics,  it  is  the  less  likely  that  tbey  would 
voluntarily  confer  a  benefit  on  them. 
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hospitall  freely)  may  have  their  learning 
and  education  given  them  with  much 
more  oare  and  lesser  charges  than  in 
other  universities  they  can  attain  it. 
The  which  business,  seeing  God  hath 
prospei^  so  far,  that  there  is  already 
procured  from  her  Majesty  the  grant  of 
a  corporation,  with  the  freedom  of  mort- 
main, and  all  liberties,  favour,  and 
immunities  belonging  to  such  a  body,  as 
by  their  charters  and  letters  patent  may 
appear;  and  that  the  scite  and  place 
wherein  the  buylding  mav  be  raised  is 
already  granted,  it  shall  be  a  comfort 
and  rejoiceing  to  the  whole  countrv  that 
there  is  such  a  beginning  of  so  blessed 
a  work  offered  unto  them,  to  further 
and  assist  with  their  good  devotion, 
seeing  the  benefit  redoundeth  to  their 
OMTU  posteritie,  and  will  in  time  appear 
to  be  a  matter  of  no  small  commoditie 
to  the  whole  countrie." 

This  circular  is  headed  «'  W.  Fitz- 
williaroi  by  the  said  Deputy  and  Coun- 
sell ;"  but  it  is  signed  by  the  Protes- 
tant Bishops  of  Armagh  and  Meath. 
It  was  sent  round  to  some  principal 
persons  in  various  counties,  to  collect 
funds  for  building.  It  is  argued  that 
this  letter  does  not  show  that  the  in- 
stitution was  to  be  exclusively  Protes- 
tant, and,  on  the  contrary,  represents 
it  to  be  for  "the  whole  country." 
But  it  is  quite  plain  that  the  writers 
never  dreamed  of  any  one's  supposing 
that  the  queen,  whose  whole  life  was 
devoted  to  the  encouragement  of  the 
Protestant  faith — who  had  already 
reigned  for  thirty-four  years,  during 
which  she  proved  herself  the  deter- 
mined and  uniform  enemy  of  the 
Romish  religion— who  thirty  years 
previously  had  passed  an  act,  making 
the  admission  of  Roman  Catholics  into 
such  institutions  illegal — should  found 
a  college  for  the  education  of  Ro- 
man Catholics!  As  to  the  passage 
stating  the  institution  is  to  be  for  tne 
good  of  the  whole  kingdom,  there  can 
be  little  doubt  that  the  Protestant 
prelates  who  wrote  it  justly  conceived 
that  it  would  be  for  the  good  of  the 
whole  kingdom,  most  eminently  for 
its  good,  to  make  every  man,  woman, 
and  child  in  it  Protestants.  "Pro- 
selyting**  them,  as  it  is  called,  would 


have  been,  in  their  eyes,  the  greatest 
benefit  the  university  could  confer. 

There  is  no  proof  that  any  Roman 
Catholic  contributed  a  sixpence  in  con- 
sequence of  this  letter.  There  are  a 
couple  of  the  returns  to  it  extant; 
one  from  Louth,  where  the  gentlemen 
answered,  "  They  were  poore,  and  not 
able  to  contribute  anything  towards 
the  building  of  the  college  ;  and  ano- 
ther  from  Meath,  which  contains  some 
promises,  but  it  does  not  appear  what 
were  the  payments.  There  is  proof  that 
the  collection  made  was  inconsiderable. 
The  only  other  contribution  pretended 
to  be  made  by  Roman  Catholics  is  the 
swamp  which  the  Dublin  corporation 
had  shortly  before  got  from  the  for- 
feitures of  the  Priory  of  All-Hallowes, 
and  which  they  gave  as  a  site  for  the 
college.  There  were  some  Roman 
Catholics  in  the  corporation,  but  it 
does  not  appear  that  they  assented  to 
this  grant.  But  even  conceding  that  it 
was  proved  that  Roman  Catholics  did 
contribute,  and  conceding  the  second 
premiss  assumed  in  the  argument,  viz., 
that  it  is  absurd  to  suppose  Roman 
Catholics  would  be  liberal  enough  to 
subscribe  to  a  Protestant  institution 
(as  Protestants  do  to  building  Romish 
chapels  every  day),  still  the  utmost  it 
would  prove  is,  that  they  were  not  fully 
acquainted  with  the  character  of  the 
institution  when  they  subscribed.* 

No  one  will  accuse  0*Conuell  of  be- 
ing over  scrupulous  in  politics,  yet  he 
has  stated  in  public,  that  to  alter  the 
Protestant  constitution  of  our  univer- 
sity would  be  an  act  of  spoliation.  He 
has  done  more — he  has  sworn  it.  He 
was  examined  on  the  subject  of  open- 
ing scholarships  to  Roman  Catholics, 
on  the  inquiry  into  the  state  of  Ireland 
in  1825.    He  was  asked — 

*•  Would  not  one  measure  very  much 
tend  to  conciliate  the  Roman  Catholics, 
namely,  that  of  leaving  the  election  of 
scholarships  open  to  both  religions, 
which  they  are  not  now  ?*• 

Answer — 

**  I  doubt  that,  and  I  will  state  why. 
As  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  is  consti- 


•  Mr.  Wyse,  in  1844,  propounded  another  historical  discovery,  viz.  that  Trinity 
College  was  founded  in  atonement  for  "  the  old  university  of  Ireland,"  whose  en- 
dowments were  confiscated  at  the  Reformation.  The  absurdity  of  this  was  so  ably 
exposed  by  Dr.  Todd  that  it  will  hardly  be  repeated.  See  *<  Remarks  on  some 
statements  attributed  to  Thomas  Wyse,  Esq."    Dublin :  Hodges  and  Smith.    1844. 
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tuted,  it  is  intended  for  the  education  of 
the  Protestant  clergy.  I  do  not  think  it 
wonid  be  a  wise  thing  to  give  the  scho- 
larships to  Catholic  young  men.  I  think 
that  yonng  men  of  talent,  who  are  in- 
tended for  the  Protestant  Church,  ought 
to  have  those  scholarships.  It  is  in- 
tended for  the  education  of  Protestants, 
but  then  the  scholarships  are  helps  to 
poor  young  men.  The  Protestant  gen- 
try can  support  themselves  exclusively, 
and  thus  they  seldom  look  for  them,  ex- 
cept from  political  motives,  and  the  na- 
tural desire  of  young  men  to  distinguish 
themselves  ;  but  no  fellow-commoner 
can  get  a  scholarship.  The  scholarship 
is,  therefore,  excluded  from  the  Protes- 
tant gentry.  My  notion  is,  that  the  in- 
tention was  to  leave  those  scholarships 
for  young  men  intended  for  the  Protes- 
tant Church,  who  would  exhibit  their 
talent,  and  would  have  the  means,  by 
these  scholarships,  of  supporting  them- 
selves till  the  time  of  their  ordination  in 
the  Church.  Considering  that  to  be  the 
case,  I  conceive  that  no  other  person 
ought  to  interfere  with  their  possession 
of  them."— -p.  158. 

Such  was  the  solemn  statement  of 
O'Connell,  in  reference  to  the  most 
minute  part  of  the  proposed  changes. 
But  the  strong-minded  Catholic  of  the 
present  day  sees  little  or  no  impedi- 
ment in  the  violation  of  the  founder's 
intentions.  It  is  only  for  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  scrupulous  he  condescends 
even  to  the  shallow  argument  which 
we  have  been  above  considering.  The 
"progress  of  the  Catholic  mind"  on 
the  question  is  strongly  evidenced  by 
contrasting  the  tone  of  Mr.  O'Conneirs 
evidence  in  1825,  and  the  discussion  in 
some  Dublin  newspapers  in  1845,  which 
plainly  spoke  of  the  anticipated  changes 
as  an  instalment,  till  the  college  could 
be  devoted  to  **  exclusively  Catholic" 
purposes. 

It  is  further  argued,  that  the  reli^ 
gious  tests  by  which  Roman  Catholics 
are  excluded,  are,  per  se,  impolitic  and 
vicious.  It  is  said  that  they  exclude 
only  the  conscientious,  and  that  the 
unscrupulous  will  easily  take  them; 
that,  therefore,  they  encourage  laxity 
of  principle,  and  afford  no  protection. 
There  would  be  much  force  in  this 
objection  if  the  test  was  intended  to 
guage  a  roan*s  morals,  or  guarantee 
what  opinion  he  really  held.  But  its 
object  IS  quite  different:  it  is  to  test 
the  opinions  which  he  will  profess — it 
is  to  exclude  him,  if  he  will  openly 
avow  and  advocate  a  certiun  class  of 
opinions.     It  is  no  objection  to  a  reli- 


gious test  tbut  it  cannot  do  tbat  which 
no  human  means  can  effect — ^fathom 
the  purity  and  sincerity  of  the  human 
heart.  The  moral  depravity  does  not 
consist  in  taking  the  test  against  a 
roan's  conviction,  but  in  the  state  of 
mind  which  enables  him  to  do  it ;  and 
the  man  who  is  lax  enough  to  do  it 
will  not  be  excluded  from  fellowship 
by  removing  the  test. 

It  is  then  said  that  it  is  disadvan- 
tageous to  the  university  itself*  that  it 
should  be  deprived  of  the  ability  and 
industry  of  many  Roman  Catholics, 
who  would  become  fellows,  if  the  test 
were  removed.  This  can  be  no  argu- 
ment for  forcing  their  admission.  The 
founders  and  benefactors  of  the  college 
thought  that  the  evils  of  the  admission 
were  much  greater  than  the  benefits  to 
be  derived  from  it.  The  college  itself, 
and  an  overwhelming  minority  of  the 
Protestant  community  is  of  the  same 
opinion  at  the  present  day ;  and  no 
power  has  morally  the  right  to  force 
such  a  benefit  on  third  parties  against 
their  wishes. 

Hitherto  the  Roman  Catholic  party 
in  Ireland  has  not  produced  many  men 
eminent  for  science.  Its  men  of  ability 
have  usually  devoted  themselves  to  sec- 
tarian or  political  subjects,  which  unfit 
them  for  connexion  with  an  educational 
institution.  The  present  day  cert^ly 
presents,  at  least,  one  brilliant  excep- 
tion to  this  remark,  in  the  person  of 
Sir  Robert  Kane — a  man  whose  great 
abilities  and  deep  and  extensive  ac- 
quirements cannot  be  too  highly  spoken 
of,  and  whose  career  has  in  all  respects 
justly  won  for  him  universal  admira- 
tion and  esteem.  The  closer  the  con- 
nexion of  such  a  man  with  the  uni- 
versity the  better  ;  but,  unfortu- 
nately, the  rule  must  be  made  for  the 
class,  and  not  for  individuals.  Beside, 
the  power  of  electing  Roman  Catholics 
to  professorships  removes  much  of  the 
force  of  the  objection.  Some  of  these 
are  places  nearly  as  lucrative  and 
distinguished  as  a  fellowship.  We  do 
not  advocate  the  exclusion  of  Roman 
Catholics  from  them,  when  Irish  Ro- 
man Catholics  as  competent  as  Pro- 
testants to  fill  them  are  found ;  on  the 
contrary,  it  would  be  highly  desirable 
to  secure  to  the  university  their  as- 
sistance. At  present  there  are  too 
many  of  the  professorships  held  only 
by  fellows. 

It  is  urged,  in  a  similar  way»  that  it 
is  for  the  interest  of  the  public  that 
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Soman  Catholics  should  have  the  best 
education  the  country  can  afford^  and 
the  strongest  inducements  to  become 
educated.  The  college  does  afford 
them,  equally  with  Protestants,  the 
best — ^no  doubt,  the  best — education 
to  be  had  in  the  country,  and  holds 
out  to  them  the  same  inducements  to 
study  ;  but  it  is  quite  another  question 
whether  it  should  admit  them  to  fel- 
lowships. The  number  of  fellowships 
is  so  small,  and  the  difficulty  of  ascer- 
taining the  chance  of  success  so  great, 
until  a  man's  college  career  is  nearly 
ended,  that  they  have  an  inappreciably 
trifling  effect  as  an  inducement  to 
study ;  but,  even  if  they  had  such  an 
effect,  and  all  other  objections  to  the 
admission  of  Roman  Catholics  were 
overcome,  still  this  proposition  would 
only  nuse  the  question,  whether  the 
benefit  to  the  community,  by  giving 
such  an  additional  encouragement  to 
Roman  Catholics  to  become  learned, 
is  sufficient  to  warrant  the  state  in 
taking  precisely  the  same  quantity  of 
encouragement  from  their  Protestant 
fellow-countrymen,  in  violation  of  their 
present  title  to  it. 

The  encouragements  to  study  in 
college,  from  which  Roman  Catholics 
are  excluded,  have,  like  the  revenues 
of  the  Protestant  church,  been  made 
the  subject  of  much  misrepresentation. 
There  is  a  statement  on  this  subject 
in  Mr.  Heron's  book,  which  is  made 
with  an  obvious  desire  to  exaggerate 
the  benefits  it  offers  to  Protestants,  as 
contrasted  with  those  open  to  Roman 
Catholics.  His  statement  consists  of 
three  tables.  The  first  contains  "  Prizes 
confined  bylaw  to  members  of  the  Es- 
tablished Church,'*  which  he  estimates 


at  ^6,680  annually.  The  second  enu- 
merates the  **  Prizes  which  are  legally 
open  to  students  of  every  religious  de- 
nomination, but  which,  in  practice,  are 
confined  to  members  of  the  Established 
Church,"  which  he  rates  at  £1,495. 
The  third  table  contains  «  Prizes  which 
are  open  to  free  competition,"  estimat- 
ed at  £1,345. 

The  first  of  these  tables,  it  will  be 
observed,  with  the  exception  of  the 
catechetical  premiums  and  the  rewards 
for  fellowships  and  scholarships,  consist 
exclusively  of  rewards  for  the  study  of 
a  course  of  divinity,  and  from  which 
lay  Protestant  students  are  as  much 
excluded  as  Roman  Catholics.  They 
are  also  private  donations,  except  two, 
including  the  catechetical  premiums 
(£100) ;  and  as  to  these,  Roman  Ca- 
tholics, though  not  required  to  do  so, 
have  often  contested  and  obtained  them. 

Of  the  rewards  mentioned  in  the 
second  of  Mr.  Heron's  tables,  there  is 
no  reason  whatever  why  Roman  Ca- 
tholics should  not  have  them.  They 
consist  chiefly  of  exhibitions  attached 
to  the  royal  schools  which  are  confined 
only  to  students  educated  at  them  ; 
there  is  nothing  to  prevent  Roman  Ca- 
tholics going  there,  except  the  intole- 
rance of  their  own  clergy.  The  only 
item  in  the  table  which  there  is  a  plau- 
sible pretext  for  saying  Roman  Catho- 
lics are  excluded  from,  is  £20  for 
Irish,  and  the  only  reason  why  some 
will  not  compete  for  that  is,  because 
they  think  it  wrong  to  listen  to  an 
English  prayer  with  which  the  present 
professor,  with  the  concurrence  of  his 
class,  sometimes  opens  the  lectures. 

From  the  third  table  there  are  the 
following  omissions : — 


Exhibitions  founded  by  the  Academic  Association  (about) 

Berkeley  Medals  for  Greek    .... 

Prizes  for  Modem  Languages 

Premium  for  Botany  .... 

Professor  of  Law's  Premium 

Medical  Prizes  ..... 

Value  of  Sizarship*  should  be  £38  Ss. — t.  e.,  £13  8s.  more  than  Mr. 

Heron's  estimate— ^or  each  of  the  30 
Exhibitions  omittedf  (about) 
To  this  add  Mr.  Heron's  calculation 
And  add  the  second  of  Mr.  Heron's  tables 


*  The  emoluments  of  a  sizar  are  being  excused  from  fees,  £15  annually,  free 
commons,  or  £18  48.  annually,  at  his  own  option,  and  a  chance  of  various  small 
offices,  called  "rolls,*'  together  worth  £156. 

t  The  entire  amount,  as  before  stated,  is  £701 ;  but  about  £150,  paid  for  private 
foundations,  is  confined  to  students  attending  divinity  lectures. 
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Thus  it  apptara  that  under  the  pre- 
sent regulations  in  Trinity  College,  the 
annual  amount  of  rewards  (exclusive  of 
scholarships)  open  to  all  students  is 
£S,7&%  while  those  open  to  all  stu- 
dents  of  the  Established  Church,  ex- 
cluding Roman  Catholics,  amount  to 
about  £1001-^unless  they  choose  to 
enter  on  the  course  intended  for  the 
<}lergy,  and  study  divinity. 

It  is  then  said  that  religious  tests 
and  distinctions  are  illiberal — an  ex- 
ploded  relio  of  more  ignorant  and  in*, 
tolerant  times;  that  there  if  much 
doubt  whether  the  opinions  of  Roman 
Catholics  or  Protestants  are  more  near 
the  truth ;  that  the  points  at  issue  be- 
tween  the  religions  are  matters  on 
which  the  most  learned  have  differed, 
and  who  shall  venture  to  decide  them  ? 
The  rhetoric  and  oommon«>places  ex- 
hausted on  this  topic,  applied  to  pre- 
vious subjects,  is  served  up  anew  in 
applying  it  to  Trinity  College. 

This  argument  is  not  very  consist- 
ent with  itit  theme  for  declamation 
which  we  have  already  considered— 
the  objection  to  proselyting*  If  the 
grounds  of  difference  between  the  two 
creeds  be  shadowy,  and  the  points  at 
issue  trivial,  it  is  no  hardship  to  require 
conformity  to  either :  it  cannot  wound 
a  man's  consdenoe  to  abandon  an 
opinion  which  he  thinks  doubtful,  and 
follow  an  observance  to  which  he 
attaches  no  importance.  In  truth, 
the  concession  is  by  a  Roman  Ca- 
tholic himself  demanded,  on  the  very 
opposite  hypothesis.  He  cannot  be 
heard  to  say  that  indifference  is  a  sign 
of  liberality  or  enlightenment. 

lUiberality,  in  the  sense  in  which  it 
is  used  in  this  argument,  consists  in 
the  exclusion  of  a  man  from  some- 
thing, in  consequence  of  a  difference 
of  opinion  in  a  matter  which  ought 
not  to  affect  his  competency  for  that 
from  which  he  is  excluded.  To  the 
exercise  of  a  man's  political  or  civil 
rights,  it  signifies  nothing,  or  at  least 
little,  what  are  his  speculative  opinions 
on  most  religious  questions.  It  can- 
not afPect  his  vote  on  the  currency 
question  or  the  grand  jury  laws, 
whether  he  believes  in  transubstantia- 
tion,  or  prays  for  the  dead.  His  ca- 
pacity to  use  his  property,  his  interest 
as  a  citizen,  and  his  stake  in  the  proper 
ordering  of  society  are  equal,  whatever 
be  his  religious  sentiments.  His  poll- 
tioal  rights  are  conversant  with  the 


protection  of  life  and  property  |  in  ths 
exercise  of  them,  bit  duty  is  to  pro- 
mote the  safety  and  comfort  of  ths 
subjects  of  the  state ;  they  have  do* 
thing  to  do  with  the  advance  of  truth 
or  ndsehood.  But  the  trust  for  the 
direction  of  edueation  b  qmte  differ* 
ent  3  the  first  duty  of  a  man  in  dis- 
charging it,  is  to  disseminate  trtUh, 
and  the  exercise  of  his  power  is  directlv 
and  necessarily  conversant  with  truth 
and  falsehood. 

But  it  is  said»  exclude  religiooi 
teaching,  and  Roman  Catholics  are  as 
competent  as  Protestants  to  teach 
everything  else.  Before  consideriog 
the  truth  of  the  assertion,  that  Romsn 
Catholics  are  as  likely  to  promote 
education  in  general  as  effectively  as 
Protestants  (of  whioh  a  word  pre- 
sently), let  us  examine  the  other  pro- 
position involved  in  this  propoiaL 
First,  it  amounts  to  this— <<  wholly 
disr^ard  the  object  of  the  founden ; 
commit  daily  and  hourly  a  breach  of 
the  trust  impressed  on  the  origbal 
institution  of  the  eollege*'*  But  far- 
ther, without  g^ing  the  length  of  some, 
that  the  Bible  should  be  Uie  basu  of 
all  teaching,  no  one  oan  deny  that  re- 
ligious teaching  is  a  very  unportaot 
ingredient  in  the  education  of  the 
young  s  and  the  proposal  is,  to  admit 
into  the  governing  body  of  the  uni- 
versity some  men  who  will  be  wholly 
disqualified  for  bearing  any  part  in 
that  branch  of  education  j  to  make  it 
theoreticidly  possible  that  the  whole 
body  of  the  fellows  would  ultimately 
become  incompetent  to  teach  religions 
truth,  and  at  all  events  to  lessen  the 
capacity  of  the  body  for  such  teaobiagi 
in  the  precise  proportion  of  the  num- 
ber of  Roman  Catholics  becoming  fel- 
lows. It  is  asking  Protestants,  there- 
fore, to  render  their  college  less  effec- 
tive for  teaching  what  all  agree  Is  an 
important — what  many  think  is  the 
most  important — branch  of  education. 
It  is  no  abandonment  of  this  ol^'ection, 
that  religious  instruction  is  not  (as  it 
is  in  other  universities)  compulsory. 
Four-fifths  of  whatisUughtin  Trinity 
College  is  not  compulsory  on  the  stu- 
dents. Beside,  who  will  define  what 
extent  of  reading  is  to  be  excluded, 
under  the  vague  definition  of  religious 
teaching?  The  ultra  opponents  of 
the  national  system  among  Protes- 
tants, and  the  whole  Roman  nierarchy 
who  joined  in  the  remonstraao*  ^painst 
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the  protineial  college!)  oonsidir  that 
religious  opinions  are  affected  by  three* 
fourths  of  the  subjects  of  human  teach- 
ing.  Who  will  find  the  Just  mean  be* 
tween  these  extremes^  and  the  latito- 
dinarian  who  thinks  religion  indifferent 
In  everything  ? 

The  proposal  of  those  who  would 
make  college  subservient  to  the  actual 
teaching  of  Romanism,  is,  ofooursey 
exposed  to  ten- fold  stronger  objections. 
Every  argument  against  taking  from 
Protestants  their  present  possessions, 
applies  more  strongly  against  pervert- 
ing those  possessions  to  the  spreading 
of  error,  fundamentally  opposed  to 
their  faith. 

The  lessening  the  utility  of  college 
for  religious  instruction,  appears  a 
still  stronger  argument,  when  we  re- 
flect that  It  is  the  school  for  educating 
the  Protestant  clergy.  At  the  time 
of  its  foundation,  the  clergy  were  al- 
most the  only  educated  class,  and  the 
instruction  of  persons  who  should 
preach  the  reformed  creed  was  the 
great  object  of  its  founders.  Candi- 
dates for  orders  form  now  a  very 
large  proportion  of  the  students.  The 
class  studying  divinity  is  so  large  that 
the  divinity  professors  require  the  aid 
of  no  less  than  fourteen  assistants,  from 
among  the  other  fellows  who  are  in 
orders.  If  college  was  Romanised, 
there  might  be  great  difflcultv  in  detail 
in  providing  for  the  education  of  so 
large  a  proportion  of  the  students,  so 
as  not  to  leave  their  studies  under  the 
control  of  Roman  Catholics* 

The  importance  of  the  school  for 
educating  the  clergy  of  the  Irish 
Church  cannot  be  overrated.  In 
England,  an  ignorant  or  inefficient 
clergyman  does  comparatively  little 
mischief.  He  is  surrounded  by  fol- 
lowers of  the  same  creed,  who  will  not 
seize  on  his  failings,  to  turn  them  into 
weapons  against  the  faith.  He  is  not 
himself  in  danger  of  public  exposure, 
or  his  flock  of  secret  seduction  from 
truth.  In  Ireland  it  is  quite  the  re- 
verse. The  Irish  olergymsn  is  sur- 
rounded by  enemies  watching  to  seize 
upon  and  spread  abroad  every  failing, 
to  take  advantage  of  every  deficiency. 
The  flock  for  whose  guidance  he  is  re- 
sponsible are  constantly  exposed,  not 
merely  to  the  active  teaching  of  error, 
but,  among  the  lower  classes  especi- 
ally, to  what  is  still  more  dangerous — 
the  contagion  of  the  prevailing  opinions 


around.  To  him  is  entrusted,  in  a 
more  eminent  degree,  the  more  diffi- 
cult duty,  by  his  example  and  teaobin^, 
to  introduce  the  truths  of  which  he  is 
the  minister  among  a  people  unwilling 
to  receive  them.  Ireland  is  the  out* 
post  of  the  Protestant  Church  of  Eng- 
land ;  the  duty  of  her  clergy  bears  to 
that  of  their  English  brethren  the  re* 
lation  which  the  garrison  of  a  fortress 
in  an  enemy's  country  bears  to  a  regi- 
ment in  barracks  at  home. 

The  question  is  not  whether  there 
shall  be  any  institutions  in  which  Ro- 
man Catholics  are  to  direct  education 
in  common  with  Protestants.  There 
are  such  institutions  already  establish- 
ed. It  must  always  be  remembered 
that  the  question  is,  whether  there 
shall  be  left  any  one  institution  of  which 
Protestants  are  to  have  the  control. 
The  Roman  Catholics  have  an  institu- 
tion exclusively  Romish,  more  largely 
endowed  than  this  one-— this  solitary 
one— which  Irish  Protestants  have. 
Maynooth  is  endowed  by  the  state, 
which,  while  it  gives  jC30,000  per  an- 
num for  teaching  a  creed  it  professes 
to  believe  erroneous,  gives  not  one  far- 
thing towards  the  teaching  of  that  which 
it  professes  to  believe  true.  When  Ro- 
man Catholics  demand  a  participation 
in  the  funds  devoted  to  teaching  the 
Protestant  clergy,  they  should  at  least 
offer  to  share  the  funds  devoted  to 
teaching  their  own  ^^  to  throw  this 
X80,p00  per  annum  into  hotchpot  with 
the  funds  of  Trinity  College. 

But  the  argument  of  illiberidity  as- 
sumes further,  that  Roman  Catholicism 
has  no  tendency  to  stop  the  progress  of 
intellectual  improvement ;  it  is  said  to 
be  a  monstrous  and  bigoted  proposi- 
tion to  assert  it  has.  Whether  it  has 
or  not  is  not  precisely  the  question  at 
issue :  the  true  question  plainly  is  one 
of  comparison — whether  Romanism  or 
Protestantism  has  the  greater  tendency 
to  promote  intellectual  improvement, 
or  which  has  the  greater  tendency  to 
check  it ;  and  if  the  question  was 
whether  in  establishing  a  new  insti- 
tution the  direction  of  it  should  be 
entrusted  to  Protestants  exclusively, 
it  would  be  a  fair  issue  for  the  Roman 
Catholic  to  propose.  It  is  plainly  im- 
possible here  to  consider  it  at  any 
length ;  but  we  will  glance  at  a  few 
leading  points  bearing  on  the  college 
question. 

There  is  first  the  great  fact  that  in- 
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tellectaal  progress  has  been  far  greater 
in  Protestant  than  in  Roman  Catholic 
communities,  as  a  general  rule.  Wher- 
ever the  genius  of  the  Reformation  has 
set  his  footy  science  has  flourished,  so- 
cial prosperity  and  civil  liberty  have 
but  kept  pace  with  knowledge  in  at- 
tending his  steps;  while  where  the 
spirit  of  Romanism  rules,  learning  and 
science  have  not  thriven,  and  social 
misery  and  civil  thraldom  are  the  fit 
companions  of  intellectual  torpor.  Why 
are  England  and  Protestant  Germany 
first  among  the  nations  of  Europe,  and 
Spain  and  Italy  last?  Why  is  the 
northern  continent  of  America  fore- 
most among  the  civilized,  the  southern 
lowest  among  the  barbarous  ?  France 
is  no  exception — the  land  of  Sue  and 
Michelet.  Half  her  prime  ministers, 
for  fifty  years,  from  Neckar  to  Gui- 
zot,  have  been  Protestants.  Compare 
her  to  her  neighbour  Austria.  To 
come  to  our  own  land — why  does  the 
spread  of  knowledge  and  mercantile 
prosperity  mark  the  Protestant  North, 
and  Ignorance,  vice,  and  poverty  riot 
in  wild  confusion  in  the  Popish  South? 
Why  are  the  vast,  the  overwhelming 
majority  of  the  great  men  of  the 
world  of  science  produced  in  Protes- 
tant countries  ?  What  answer  is  to 
be  given  to  these  questions,  but  the 
same  which  will  explain  the  unequal 
progress  of  knowledge  before  and  since 
the  Reformation :  that  will  tell  why,  in 
three  centuries  since  that  great  ^man- 
cipation,  the  human  mind  has  advanced 
with  one-hundred  fold  more  rapidity 
than  in  any  part  of  thrice  as  many  cen< 
turies  of  papal  supremacy  which  pre- 
ceded it. 

Of  course  it  is  not  pretended  that 
all  Roman  Catholics  are  affected  by  the 
anti-progressive  spirit  of  their  Church. 
No  one  asserts  that  it  is  such  an  over- 
whelming and  universal  incubus  on 
the  human  mind  as  to  crush  the  intel- 
lect of  every  one  within  the  scope  of 
its  teaching.  No  doubt  there  are  great 
numbers  of  the  Roman  Catholic  laity, 
and  some  among  their  clergy,  not 
only  most  eminent  for  their  own  intel- 
lectual attainments,  but  (which  is  the 
important  point)  wholly  free  from  those 
Church  influences  which  check  mental 
freedom.  But  selection  is  plainly  im- 
possible, and  the  rule  must  be  made 
for  the  general  effects  of  the  system. 
It  is,  therefore,  futile  to  cite  individual 
examples  otherwise  than  for  the  pur- 


pose of  comparison,  so  as  to  judge  of 
the  tendency  of  creeds  by  their  effects. 
It  is  curious  to  observe  the  ranks  from 
which  the  advocates  of  Romanism  re- 
cruit the  strength  of  their  little  intel- 
lectual army.  The  flower  of  it  is  ga- 
thered from  Frenchmen  and  from  Ita- 
lians of  the  sixteenth  century,  both  no- 
torious for  their  infidelity.  Such  men « 
as  Comte  or  La  Place,  are  no  more 
sons  of  the  Church  than  Mahometans; 
and  in  the  court  of  Leo  X.  infidelity 
was  so  fashionable  that  a  belierer  in 
revelation  was  considered  a  simpleton. 

Others  will  refer  us  to  the  middle 
ages,  when,  it  is  said,  the  monks  were 
the  depositaries  of  learning,  and  pre- 
served for  us  the  remains  of  antiquity. 
Verily  they  were  careless  guardians. 
Most  ancient  authors  have  come  down 
to  us  incomplete.  How  many  clusters 
of  Livy,  or  odes  of  Sappho,  were  wash- 
ed from  the  reluctant  parchment,  to 
make  way  for  some  foolish  legend,  or 
more  foolish  litany  ?  It  is  also  a  very 
unfortunate  fact  for  this  argpunent^ 
that  the  drawing  of  the  learning  of 
antiquity  from  the  profound  secrecy  in 
which  its  monkish  preservers  had  kept 
it,  was  the  immediate  precursor  of  the 
Reformation;  The  tide  that  turned 
up  to  the  western  world  the  learned 
relics,  washed  away  for  ever  the  spiri- 
tual universality  or  the  popedom.  A 
still  more  unfortunate  argument  is  the 
reference  to  the  medisevid  poets,  paint- 
ers and  sculptors.  Superstition  has 
not  the  same  tendency  to  crush  the  ef- 
forts of  the  imagination,  which  it  has 
to  still  the  voice  of  science.  Ecclesi- 
astical power  often  finds  the  former 
useful ;  it  fears  the  latter.  It  is  na- 
tural that  the  arts  of  music  and  paint- 
ing particularly,  which  minister  to  the 
grandeur  of  a  church,  should  be  fos- 
tered by  it ;  but  knowledge  is  a  differ- 
ent thing.  Accordingly  we  find  the 
lack  of  general  education — the  absence 
of  knowledge — the  only  defect  that 
spots  the  glories  of  Italian  art.  The 
gross  anachronisms  and  obvious  want 
of  historical  accuracy  exhibited  by  the 
great  masters  of  Italian  panting  has 
been  often  remarked.  With  respect 
to  the  poets  usually  cited  as  examples, 
many  had  little  to  boast  of  in  the  way 
of  encouragement,  Dante  wrote  in 
exile  and  poverty;  Tasso  spent  half 
his  life  in  prison ;  Camoens  died  in 
beggary. 

But  beside  the  general  result  of  its 
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teaching,  there  is  no  lack  of  instances 
of  direct  hostility  to  the  coarse  of 
knowledge  on  the  part  of  the  Church 
of  Rome.  Let  us  take  a  science  which 
we  would>  a  priori,  suppose  the  least 
likelj  in  the  world  to  endanger  the 
church — astronomy.  The  dungeon 
that  held  Galileo  testifies  still.  Mr. 
O'Connell  made  a  great  vindication 
in  this  matter,  viz.,  that  Galileo  was 
punished  not  for  saying  the  earth  went 
round  the  sun,  hut  for  saying  it  ap- 
peared from  scripture  that  the  earth 
went  round  the  sun.  Beside  the 
little  ohjection  that  the  statement  is 
untrue,  as  a  perusal  of  the  sentence  of 
the  inquisition  against  Galileo  shews, 
it  is  di£Bcult  to  see  how  it  betters  the 
case.  According  to  the  distinction, 
it  would  he  wrong  to  imprison  the 
author  of  an  ordinary  treatise  on 
geology ;  but  the  writer  who  first  ex- 
plained the  theory  of  the  earth's  crea- 
tion in  accordance  with  the  first  chap- 
ter of  Genesis,  might  justifiably  have 
been  sent  to  the  Tower  for  life.  But 
this  is  not  the  solitary  battle  in  the 
astronomical  campaigns  of  the  church. 
Being  infallible,  and  having  once  com- 
mitted itself  to  preventing  the  earth 
from  going  round  the  sun,  the  church 
cannot  back  out  of  it.  Accordingly 
we  find  the  learned  Jesuits,  the  scien- 
tific luminaries  of  the  Popedom — the 
vaunted  grenadiers  of  her  army  of 
knowledge,  boldly  assert  their  adhe- 
rence to  the  church  theory,  that  the 
earth  stands  still,  a  century  after 
poor  Galileo  had  ceased  to  view  the 
stars  through  his  heretic  little  re- 
fractor. In  the  well-known  edition  of 
Newton's  "Principia,"  by  Le  Sueur  and 
Jacquier,  the  editors  prefix  thefollowiog 
declaration* : — "  Newtonus,  in  hoc  ter- 
tio  libro  telluris  motaa  hypothesin  as- 
sumit.  Auctoris  propositiones  aliter 
explicari  non  poterant  nisi  eadem 
quoque  facta  hypothesi.  Hinc  alienam 
coacti  sumus  gerere  personam ;  ccete' 
mm  latis  a  summis  poniificibus  contra 
telluris  motum  decretis  nos  obsequi 
profitemur  /" 

To  other  sciences,  less  innocent  than 
astronomy,  the  church's  hostility  has 
been  more  frequent.  The  same  time 
that  produced  the  foregoing  specimen 


of  ecclesiastical  astronomy  (1740),  the 
Pope  procured  the  banishment  of 
Giannone,  because  he  wrote  a  history 
of  Naples.  It  would  not  be  very  diN 
ficult  to  fill  a  small  volume  with  similar 
instances,  from  the  roastings  of  the 
metaphysicians  of  the  dark  ages,  who 
were  condemned  as  heretics,  down  to 
the  excommunication  of  Eugene  Sue, 
.  in  1845.  The  interference  of  the 
church  is,  it  is  quite  true,  becoming 
less  every  day.  But  we  need  not  go 
to  Rome  to  see  an  example  of  it  even 
now — we  need  not  refer  to  the  unex- 
plained scruples  of  his  holiness  the  late 
Pope  about  the  orthodoxy  of  railways ; 
but  we  will  take  what  occurred  at 
home  two  years  ago.  The  well-known 
memorial  of  the  ''Roman  Catholic 
Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  Ireland," 
respecting  the  provincial  colleges,  con- 
tained the  following,  among  other  de- 
mands. 

"  3.  That  ofiice-bearers  should  be  ap- 
pointed by  a  board  of  trustees,  of  which 
the  Roman  Catholic  Prelates  of  the  pro- 
vince in  which  any  of  those  colleges 
shall  be  erected^  shall  be  members. 

"4.  That  Roman  Catholic  pupils 
could  not  attend  the  lectures  on  his- 
tory, LOGIC,  METAPHT8IC8,  MORAL 
PHILOSOPHY,     OEOLOOT,    or    ANATOMY, 

without  exposing  their  faith  or  morals 
to  imminent  danger,  unless  a  Roman 
Catholic  professor  shall  be  appointed  to 
each  of  these  chairs." 

Here  we  have  the  Romish  Prelates 
of  Ireland  boldly  avowing  that  six 
important  sciences  are  not  to  be  stu- 
died, except  under  ecclesiastical  sur- 
veillance— under  the  same  protection 
heretofore  held  out  to  astronomy.  It 
would  be  dangerous  to  the  soul  of  a 
Romish  student  to  hear  Miller, 
Mitford,  Gibbon,  Robertson,  Hume, 
Sismondi,  Alison ;  he  should  satisfy 
his  cravings  for  knowledge  with  the 
orthodox  twaddle  of  Schlegel,  or  the 
genuine  quotations  of  O' Council  from 
Fynes  Morrison.  Whately  and  Mill 
are  forbidden  in  logic :  Bacon,  Locke, 
Berkeley,  Brown,  Kant,  Stewart, 
Reid,  must  not  be  heard  in  metaphy- 
sics. Every  English  and  German  wri- 
ter on  moral  philosophy  is  excluded. 


*  The  first  edition  was  published  at  Geneva.  The  declaration  is  prefixed  to  the 
third  volume.  The  preface  is  dated  '*  Romas  in  conventa  8.S.  Trinitatis. 
Ann.  1742," 
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In  geology,  he  dare  not  listen  to 
Bucklandy  Lyell,  Hutton»  &c.»  &a. 
And  in  anatomj— but  that  has  been 
Bufficiently  laughed  at  already. 

Among  the  signatures  to  this  memo- 
rial, is  that  of  the  titular  Archbishop 
of  Dublin,  Dr.  Murray.  If  there  be 
one  man  more  than  another  among  the 
Irish  Roman  Catholio  Bishops  emi- 
nent for  shrewdness  and  common 
sense,  it  is  he.  He  is,  and  most  de« 
servedly,  the  man  usually  put  forward 
to  Protestants  as  the  example  of  a 
liberal,  sensible,  and  enlightened  Ro- 
man Catholic  clergyman.  What  think 
you,  gentle  reader,  are  his  contribu- 
tions to  literature?  A  tract  on  a 
miraculous  cure  of  Mrs.  Mary  Stuart, 
worked,  in  1 823,  inRathmines  convent  1* 
The  argument  of  it  is,  that  as  the  mi- 
racles of  Christ  were  to  confirm  the 
laith  of  his  disciples,  so  the  cure  of  Mrs. 
Mary  Stuart,  which  was  worked  by 
administration  of  the  eucharist,  was  in- 
tended to  awaken  faith  in  the  reality 
of  it.  It  is  every  whit  as  absurd  as 
Shrewsbury  on  the  estatica.  0*Con- 
nell  would  not  commit  himself  to  it,f 
but  he  would  not  brand  a  bishop  as  a 
"pious  fool."  Since  Butler  and  Paley 
would  be  dangerous  to  the  faith  and 
morals  of  a  Roman  Catholic  student, 
what  a  valuable  substitute  is  afforded 
by  **  Murray  on  miracles  1" 

The  principles  of  this  memorial  are 
vigorously  re-asserted  by  Mr.  Heron's 
approving  commentator  in  the  Review 
we  have  so  often  before  referred  to. 
It  is  repeatedly  there  asserted,  that 
the  "  Protestant  atmosphere"  of  Tri- 
nity College  must  have  a  corrective  ; 
that  it  requires  the  guidance  of  the 
church  to  direct  the  ^'implicit  faith 
of  boyhood"  launching  into  the  danger 
of  learning ;  that  it  is  a  **  deadly  injus- 
tice" to  send  forth  an  educated  Ca- 
tholio, holding  his  religion  "  as  a  frag- 
mentary, unassimiiated  portion  of  the 
great  fabric  of  his  opinions."  We  re- 
commend a  perusal  of  the  article,  for 
the  terror  with  which  the  writer  speaks 
of  the  liberalizing  effect  of  a  mixed 
education  is  positively  entertaining. 
The  tolerance  of  different  opinions 
with  which  it  imbues  students,  is  <' cri- 


minal indifferentism*"  Scotob  meta- 
physicians, English  historiaosy  and 
French  mathematicians  are  ao  many 
beacons  which  the  young  Catholic  mutt 
shun.  The  **  Catholio  philosophers," 
whom  Protestants  disrespectftilly 
''lump  together  under  the  title  of 
schoohnen,"  the  ''refutation  of  the 
shallow  falsehoods  about  the  middle 
ages,"  and  "  Schlegel's  philoaophy  of 
history,"  are  the  objects  of  the  writer's 
admiration.  It  is  instructive  to  mark 
these  efforts  of  the  church  party  still 
to  keep  their  hold  on  the  hum*n  mind. 
The  days  are  passed  when  they  dare 
boldly  by  force  repress  all  inquiry. 
Their  efforts  now  are  rather  to  keep 
back  their  own  flock.  True  religion, 
like  all  other  truth,  must  profit,  not 
lose,  by  the  free  discussion  and  proftrem 
of  knowledge ;  but  they  dread  thest. 
The  unproductive  nonsense  of  the 
schoolmen  is  harmless  to  themi  or, 
perhaps,  useful,  in  guiding  the  mind 
from  truthful  realities  to  unsubstantial 
refinements.  { 

But  by  their  fVuits  teachers  and 
schools  may  be  judged,  as  well  as  other 
things ;  and  a  fair  opportunity  of  com- 
parison between  Protestant  and  Roman 
Catholio  education  is  afforded  in  Ire- 
land. Maynooth  is  under  the  ezdo- 
sive  management  of  Roman  Catholios; 
Trinity  College  of  Proteatants.  Do 
their  fruits  bear  comparison  for  one 
moment  ?  It  is  said  to  be  unfair  to 
taunt  Maynooth  with  a  want  of  emi- 
nent men  in  science,  because  it  is  mors 
a  theological  than  a  scientific  school 
That  is  one  of  the  very  evils  com- 
plained of— its  teaching  is  so  fettersd 
to  the  barren  and  useless  luonbratiofis 
of  narrow-minded  ohurohmeo^  that  it 
does  not  tend  to  produce  an  enlargsd 
or  elevated  mind.  However^  passing 
in  indulgence  the  want  of  eminent 
men  of  science— the  absence  of  a 
MacCuUagh,  a  Lloyd,  a  Kane,  a  Ha- 
milton, &o.,  &c. — look  to  its  finished 
alumni^- the  proper  and  legitimate  ob- 
jects for  whose  teaching  it  was  insti- 
tuted— compare  it  to  the  divinity 
school  of  Trinity  College.  Compare, 
as  a  class,  the  Protestant  clergy  edu- 
cated there,  and  the  Romish  priest- 


•  See  his  **  Pastoral  Address  to  the  Catholic  Clergy  and  Laity,"  on  this  subject, 
published  by  Coyne  in  1823.  % 

t  See  his  evidence  before  the  Committee  of  Inquiry,  p.  168. 

X  See  also  **  Thoughts  on  Academical  Education,  by  a  Catholic  Priest."  Ddiy. 
1845. 
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bood  «diioated  in  Maynootb.  What 
a  oontrast  I 

Thd  exhiUtion  inada  by  lome  oleri- 
cal  demagogies  at  the  late  election^ 
excited  much  obserration  in  England. 
The  speeches  of  Fathers  LafiTan  and 
Costelloe  were  spoken  of  bj  the  Eng- 
lish press  with  sarprise,  as  if  such 
eihisions  were  extraordinary  from  men 
baring  any  pretence  to  education. 
Here  they  excited  no  wonder ;  if  there 
was  anything  remarkable  about  them* 
it  was  their  comparative  refinement. 
These  orators  appear  Addisons  in  cor* 
rectnesSj  and  Chesterfields  in  elegance, 
when  compared  with  many  of  their 
brethren.*  There  is  scarcely  a  month 
that  does  not  produce  some  Christian 
philippic  from  a  chapel  altar,  or  poli- 
tical homily  in  a  Repeal  club,  which, 
for  low  personality,  coarse  buffoonery, 
and  rancorous  falsehood,  as  far  exceed 
the  productions  in  question,  as  the  lat- 
ter differ  from  A  sermon  of  Fenelon. 
Bat  take  e?en  the  mild  specimens  of 
Maynooth  refinement  exhibited  by  these 
two  reverend  gentlemen,  and  conceive 
for  one  moment  what  would  be  the  re- 
sult of  a  Protestant  clergyman  giving 
vent  to  such  an  effusion  I 

An  instance  came  under  the  notice 
of  the  writer  of  this  paper,  of  a  priest 
in  a  country  parish,  which  exhibited  a 
striking  specimen  of  Maynooth  educa- 
tion. He  was  a  sincere  little  man; 
pious  to  fanaticism ;  was  reported  to 
wear  a  hair  shirt,  and  sleep  in  a  cofiSn ; 
of  his  fastings  and  mortifications  there 
was  no  end ;  he  had  his  breviary  at  bis 
finger  ends,  repeated  litanies  by  the 
doxen,  and  had  pious  services  with 
unusual  frequency  in  his  chapel;  he 
was  regarded  as  a  saint  by  the  people. 
Yet  this  man  could  not  spell  English 
correctly.  His  letters  would  literally 
disgrace  a  pupil  in  a  charity  school. 
His  notions  of  Latin  were  ludicrous ; 
he  had  a  good  store  of  monkish  words, 
but  an  utter  contempt  for  Syntax. 
His  ascetic  and  overstrained  training 
operating  on  a  mind  naturally  super- 
stitious, the   suppression  of  the  so- 


cial passions  which  his  prolusion  re- 
quired, and  the  total  absence  of  any 
study  or  branch  of  knowledge  that 
could  enlarge  or  enlighten  his  mind, 
had  utterly  emasculated  an  intellect 
naturally  acute,  and  perverted  a  dis- 
position naturally  amiable.  The  obli- 
gation of  all  social  restraints  was  to 
him  nothing  compared  to  the  sacred 
duty  of  obedience  to  the  church ;  the 
calls  of  benevolence,  which  his  heart 
suggested,  were  chilled  into  subser- 
vience to  his  stern  creed  ;  to  feed  the 
hungry  and  clothe  the  naked,  to  preach 
peace  and  charity,  to  save  the  life  of 
a  dying  father,  to  lighten  the  load 
of  grief  that  bowed  down  the  widow 
and  orphan — these  were  minor  duties 
compared  to  the  ordinances  of  the 
church.  Better  the  father  should 
lose  the  chance  of  living,  than  risk 
slipping  into  eternity  unanointed; — 
better  the  widow  should  hazard  the 
poor-house,  or  a  cell  in  bedlam,  than 
a  litany  should  be  left  unsaid,  or  a 
confession  neglected.  Such  instances 
are  not  uncommon.  They  are  the 
natural  result  of  a  restrictive  system 
of  education.  When  the  subject  of  it 
has  energy  of  character,  he  becomes  a 
Hildebrand  or  a  Dominick ;  when  he 
has  not,  he  is  likely  to  prove  a  clerical 
Shrewsbury. 

In  remote  ages  the  Roman  Church 
boldly  announced  that  error  in  reli- 
gious opinions  was  a  civil  crime ;  that 
the  church  had  defined  true  religion, 
and  to  deviate  from  what  she  had  de- 
fined deserved  civil  punishment ;  and 
as  the  soul  is  more  important  than  the 
body,  so  the  crime  which  endangered 
the  former  deserved  a  punishment  pro* 
portionably  more  terrible  and  exem- 
plary. The  doctrine  that  inquiry  in 
matters  on  which  the  church  has  pro- 
nounced an  opinion  is  criminal,  is  still* 
though  more  mildly,  enforced.  In 
Piedmont,  to  this  hour,  among  the 
Protestant  population,  a  Popish  priest 
is  commissioned  by  government  to 
preach  on  controversial  topics,  and  it 
IS  a  crime,  civilly  punishable,  to  answer 


*  An  instance  has  just  occurred,  in  which  the  Poor  Law  Commissioners  ha?e 
censured  the  Rev.  B.  O'Neill,  for  abusing  persons  who  refused  to  give  evidence  for 
him  in  the  Newtown- Limavady  poor-house.  It  appears  from  their  letter,  that  the 
reverend  instructor,  in  addressing  his  congregation  called  one  indimdualy  who  re- 
fused to  swear  at  his  dictation,  "schemer  and  vagabond;"  another,  '*a  most 
damnable  vagabond  f  and  a  third,  "  a  damnable  rasc^."  See  the  Comndssloners' 
letter,  dated  25th  September,  1847. 
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him.  An  ion -keeper  at  Chamouni  dare 
not  allow  a  Protestant  service  to  be 
read  by  visitors  at  bis  inn,  among  tbem- 
selvesy  as  occorred  to  our  knowledge 
tbisTery  summer.  Twoyears  since  Por- 
tuguese subjects,  in  Madeira,  were  im- 
prisoned and  exiled  for  Ibteninff  to  a 
Protestant  teacber  in  an  Englisn  resi- 
dent's bouse.  Tbese  are  occasional 
instances  of  tbe  workings  of  the  same 
principle,  wbicb  bas  attempted  to  fetter 
tbe  spirit  of  scientific  inquiry  and  de- 
fine tbe  bounds  of  buman  knowledge. 
Wbile  one  sinew  of  tbat  Protean 
monster,  tbe  cburcb's  autbority,  re- 
tains its  power,  tbey  wbo  are  witbin 
its  grasp  will  be  less  fitted  tban  tbeir 
neighbours  to  promote  education  or  to 
encourage  learning.  It  b  not  specula^ 
tive  doctrines,  it  is  not  transubstantia- 
tion  or  purgatory,wbicbmaketbe  essen- 
tial difference  between  Protestantism 
and  Romanism:  many  Protestant  sects 
differ  on  points  nearly  as  important.  It 
is  tbe  Roman  Cburcb's  authority  tbat 
Protestants  fear— tbat  is  the  great  stum- 
bling-block. Thundered  forth  among 
tbe  tortured  yells  and  buman  fires  of 
Madrid,  or  launched  in  tbe  unreal  ter- 
rors of  a  bull  from  tbe  Vatican,  si- 
lently testified  in  the  lying  scruples  of 
a  Jesuit  astronomer,  or  whispered  in 
the  pious  caution  of  Irish  prelates, 
the  principle  asserted  is  still  tne  same 
— tnat  it  b  a  crime  to  inquire  where 
the  church  has  defined.  The  asser- 
tion of  infallibility  tbat  justified  an  (tuto 
dafe  or  massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew ; 
the  dispensing  power  tbat  absolved 
subjects  from  tbeir  alliance,  or  com- 
manded the  Imperial  perjury  by  wbicb 
Huss  was  burned ;  tbe  spiritual  as- 
sumption tbat  defines  what  is  moral, 
80  as  to  quiet  tbe  conscience  of  the 
obedient — are  but  tbe  more  violent 
operations  of  tbe  same  principlei  wbicb 


teaches  danger  in  scientific  freedom, 
wbicb  bas  attempted  to  stay  the  pro- 
gress of  tbe  buman  mind,  and  to  tbe 
present  hour  boldly  marks  tbe  limits 
witbin  which  knowledge  must  be  re- 
strained. This  mighty  jailer  b  now 
but  tbe  ghost  of  his  former  self-— be  b 
wasting  to  a  shadow;  with  bis  final 
and  total  disappearance  will  probably 
come  tbe  time  when  religious  dbtinc- 
tions  between  Chrbtian  creeds  will 
cease  to  be  important. 

Therefore,  in  the  face  of  all  cbarges 
of  bigotry*  we  do  boldly  assert,  that 
as  yet  Roman  Catholics  are  not  as  fit 
as  Protestants  to  be  entrusted  with 
the  guidance  of  education ;  and  we 
do  so  because  we  are  advocates  of 
educational  freedom,  because  we  would 
open  all  tbe  treasuries  of  knowledge 
to  all  men,  of  all  classes  and  id 
creeds. 

But  it  must  ever  be  borne  in  mind 
tbat  tbe  question,  Vhetber  Trinity 
College,  Dublin,  as  a  school  for  gene- 
ral education,  would  be  deteriorated 
by  tbe  proposed  change,  b  but  a  small 
part  of  the  argument.  Tbat  it  would 
be  less  fit  for  one  main  object — ^the 
education  of  the  clergy — b  beyond  oon- 
troversy.  We  condemn  tbe  change 
on  the  further  g^unds,  that  it  b  a 
gross  act  of  spoliation  depriving  the 
Protestants  of  Ireland  of  tbe  only 
educational  institution  in  tbeir  hands ; 
that  it  would  be  an  utter  violation  of 
the  intention  of  its  founders,  and  an 
unjustifiable  perversion  of  its  endow- 
ments ;  that  it  would  be  a  gratuitous 
interference,  for  which  there  b  no  suf- 
ficient reason — a  mere  party  triumph, 
at  the  expense  of  a  body  against  whom 
no  charge  bas  been  brought,  but  wbo, 
on  the  contrary,  are  on  all  bands  ad- 
mitted to  have  futbfiilly  and  honestly 
fulfilled  tbeir  duty. 


'<S^^^ 
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Thers^  are  two  things  in  particular 
for  which  we  feel  thankful^  when  we 
see  the  year  yerging  to  its  close,  and 
the  dusk  falling  earlier  and  earlier 
every  day.  The  first  is,  that  we 
never  saw  a  ghost  ourselves,  and 
the  second  is,  that  other  people  did. 
The  world  does  not  always  consider 
the  debt  of  gratitude  it  is  under,  to 
those  who  have  vision  for  the  invisible. 
Winter  would  not  limp  more  tediously 
away  without  the  long  evenings,  than 
the  long  evenings  without  ghost- 
stories.  We  do  not  envy  the  feelings 
of  the  man  who  can  get  through  his 
December  without  any  deeper  shud- 
derings  than  those  produced  by  phy- 
sical cold.  We  have  little  sympathy 
with  people  whose  talk,  when  they 
hitch  their  chairs  closer  together  about 
a  well-heaped  hearth,  does  not  in- 
stinctively turn  on  haunted  houses, 
nightmares,  and  warnings  before 
death.  To  us,  the  bars  of  a  ^ate  in- 
fallibly suggest  the  ribs  of  a  sKcleton ; 
and  as  we  watch  the  thin  smoke,  flit- 
ting silently  up  the  chimney,  our 
thoughts  are  of  things  in  winding, 
sheets,  that  glide  by  moonlight  along 
the  aisles  of  ancient  churches.  In 
what  manner  our  own  shadow,  danc- 
ing behind  us  on  the  wall  or  ceiling, 
mi^ht  aflect  our  im^^nation  at  suax 
a  time,  we  have  no  means  of  saying, 
as  we  have  always  felt  disinclined  to 
the  indulgence  of  any  rash  curiosity 
on  the  subject.  Who  knows  what 
other  shadow  we  might  see,  if  we 
turned  round  to  look  at  our  own  ? 
And  if  we  saw  none  but  our  own,  the 
spell  would  be  broken,  the  hearth 
would  be  disenchanted,  the  myste- 
rious "behind  us'*  would  be  spoiled 
of  its  mystery,  and  that  evening's  tale 
of  wonder  would  be  told  to  listless 
and  incredulous  ears.  We  pity  the 
Vol.  XXX.-^No.  180. 


man  who,  from  his  place  at  the  Christ- 
mas fireside,  has  looked  behind  him ; 
for  that  man,  life  has  lost  its  illusions ; 
he  has  lifted  the  veil  of  Isis,  and 
**  seen  the  Truth"  in  the  shape  of  his 
grandmother ;  he  has  leaped  into  the 
abyss,  and  found  it  just  knee-deep. 
The  law  of  the  winter  evening  is — 
look  straight  into  the  embers,  and 
think  of  your  favourite  horror.  When 
you  feel  horrorized  through  and 
through,  begin  to  talk,  still  looking 
straight  into  the  embers.  Horrors 
belong  as  naturally  to  the  fireside,  as 
the  fireside  belongs  to  Christmas. 
The  cold  of  the  season  does  not  more 
cravingly  demand  the  genial  blaze,  than 
the  heat  of  the  blaze  demands  that 
agreeable  chill  which  a  churchyard 
reminiscence  will  send  with  electric 
swiftness  through  the  blood.  The 
passing  shiver  that  runs  over  you  as 
you  listen  to  some  chimney-comer 
legend,  of  wan  women  with  their 
throats  cut,  that  sit  down  opposite  to 
solitary  students  at  midnight,  or  of 
hands  thrust  out  of  unhallowed  graves, 
to  point  to  the  murderer  as  he  goes 
by,  is  as  gratefully  refrigerant  and 
bracing  to  Sie  nerves  as  a  raspberry 
ice  in  the  dog  days.  Then,  there  is 
nothing  that  so  much  heightens  the 
enjoy ableness  of  a  ghostly  gossip  about 
the  Yule  fire,  in  an  old  rambling 
country-house,  as  the  thought  of  the 
wide  staircases  you  will  by-and-bye 
have  to  ascend,  the  long  corridors  you 
will  have  to  traverse,  the  dark  rooms# 
with  their  doors  standing  open,  you 
will  have  to  pass,  with  no  company 
but  your  candle  and  the  echo  of  your 
footsteps,  on  your  way  from  that  warm 
parlour,  that  lies  bathed  in  the  glow 
of  the  wood  fire,  as  in  the  '*  light  of 
setting  suns,"  to  the  woe-begone,  vast 
chamber,  with  a  bed  like  a  hearse, 
2  u 
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that  awaits  you  at  the  farthest  end  of 
the  scarce  half-inhabited  mansion. 
The  anticipation  of  this  pilgrimage 
makes  the  circle  round  the  henrth  a 
true  magic  circle,  out  of  the  bounds 
of  which  no  one  cares  to  tread.  The 
living  world  has  shrunk  to  the  dimen- 
sions of  that  charmed  ring,  and  all 
beyond  its  confines  is  a  dark  and 
speetre^peopled  void — a  world  of 
spbits  that  have  heard  you  talking 
about  them.  No  wonder  you  have 
little  mind  to  go  out  into  the  goblin 
domain,  with  no  better  amulet  against 
its  terrors  than  a  bed-room  candle- 
stick. And  why  should  you  do  so? 
Why  not  rather  pile  on  more  faggots, 
and  commend  yourself  to  the  safe 
keeping  of  Vesta,  till  the  *'  witching 
time  of  night"  be  past?  Why  not 
outwatch  the  ghosts,  and  betake  your- 
self to  your  own  bed  when  the'  first 
cock-crow  summons  them  to  theirs  ? 

If  an^  one  doubts  that  telling  ghost- 
stories  is  the  pfoper  employment  for  a 
winter's  night,  let  him  open  his  win- 
dow, and  look  out.  Can  anything 
be  more  spectral  ?  There  is  not  a  hill 
or  a  hollow  in  sight,  but  has  put  on  a 
shroud,  and  stares  at  him  with  a  still, 
white  face,  the  phantom  of  itself. 
The  trees  stand  like  giant  skeletons, 
lifting  their  bleachea  arms  towards 
the  trooping  clouds  that  hurry  across 
the  sky,  like  witches  flocking  to  their 
sabbath.  What  is  all  that  but  a  ghost- 
storv  in  dumb-show,  told  by  the  earth 
to  the  stars  ?  If  the  doubter  can  go 
on  doubting  in  the  face  of  an  example 
like  this,*  nothing  that  we  could  urge 
in  the  way  of  precept  would  be  likely 
to  decide  him :  we  give  him  up,  and 
can  only  hope  it  may  not  be  our  fate 
to  have  him  for  a  reader.  What  has 
he  to  do  with  our  fireside  horrors  ? 
He  is  a  horror  himself,  more  horrible 
than  any  that  we  can  conjure  up,  for 
whatever  fireside  he  sits  at. 

Thee,  actual  reader,  we  well  dis- 
cern to  be  of  a  different  spirit :  come, 
then,  and  shudder  with  us,  in  the  first 
place,  over  some  ghastlinesses  gleaned 
from  a  delightful  Rttle  book,  published 
this  year  by  Mr.  Burns,  and  bearing 
the  title,  most  germane  to  our  subject, 
of  '*  Communications  between  the 
Seen  and  the  Unseen  Worlds."* 


You  are  to  suppose,  then,  that  a 
party  of  friends  are  assembled,  per- 
haps  for  the  Christmas  holidays,  at  a 
house  which,  from  some  accidental  in- 
dications, we  judge  to  be  in  the  coon, 
try.  A  starry  sky*  the  sight  of  which 
it  is  pronounced  "abnost  a  pity  to 
shut  out,"  leads  the  conversation  of 
the  friends  to  the  comparative  beauty 
of  the  winter  and  the  summer  night ; 
and  the  gentler  season  most  naturally 
finds  an  advocate  in  a  gentle  ladv  <h 
the  company,  who  is  introduced  to 
you  by  the  name  of  Eusebia.  Elo- 
quently does  Eusebia  plead  for  die 
season  of  her  preference.  The  rare 
power  of  "painting  with  words'*  is 
ners  in  a  high  degree,  and  you  feel, 
as  you  listen,  that  the  influence  of  the 
hour  she  describes  is  upon  you — 

**  When  the  west  has  lost  its  son 
gaudy  hues,  and  the  only  trace  of  th« 
departed  sun  is  the  calm,  still  belt  of 
green,  that  reposes  above  the  distast 
hills,  as  if  they  were  the  barriers  of 
this  world,  and  that  quiet  ocean  of  light 
the  gulf  which  parts  us  fi*om  the  reaiia 
of  spirits." 

Then,  she  insists  further-^ 

"  There  is  the  soft  scent  of  the  sleep, 
ing  flowers,  the  dewiness  of  the  air,  the 
few  bright  stars  that  peep  throtfgh  the 
still  faintly-iliuminatGd  sky  ;  thejoyons 
song,  it  may  be,  of  the  nightingale;  the 
merry  chirp,  that  seems,  wherever  jo» 
go,  to  be  equally  close  to  you,  of  the 
grasshopper.  It  is  repose  in  its  triest 
sense, — hie  enough  to  banish  the  idea 
that  nature,  as  people  talk,  can  ever 
sleep, — rest  enough  to  lead  ou  the  miiKl  to 
a  more  perfect,  even  an  eternal  repose." 

Eusebia's  friends  will  not  deny  that 
the  summer  night  is  beautiful ;  but 
there  is  one  of  them,  at  least— his 
name  is  Pistus — who  holds  that  the 
winter  night  is  more  beautifid  still, 
or,  in  any  case,  that  its  beauty  is  of 
a  more  solemn  and  spiritual  charac- 
ter. Too  much  of  this  world,  Pistns 
thinks,  is  mixed  up  In  our  ideas  of 
the  night  of  summer.  With  its  flowcrt, 
its  birds,  its  dew,  and  that  grett 
brightness  over  the  western  hills,  it 
is  of  the  earth,  earthy ;  it  does  not 
carry  us  away  to  other  worlds,  bat 
throws  a  colouring  of  poetry  and  3h»- 


•  **  The  Unseen  World  ;  communications  with  it,  real  or  imaginary,  incIwfiN[ 
Apparitions,  Warnings,  Haunted  Places,  Prophecies,  Aerial  YUtons,  AsitologJ^ 
&c.    London :  James  Burns.     1847. 
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sion  over  our  entbralment  to  this.  It 
is  not  so,  he  exclaims,  with  the  winter 
night ! — 

"  The  sky,  and  the  sky  alone,  so 
glorious,  yet  so  awful,  so  spangled  with 
brightness,  so  mysterious  m  its  depth, 
that  is  all.  There  is  nothing  that  can 
remind  any  sense  of  earth ;  nay,  the 
very  cold  seems  to  enhance  the  solitude, 
to  tear  away  all  connexion  between 
yourself  and  external  nature,  to  make 
you  feel  more  utterly  lonely.  And  you 
stand  and  gaze  on  those  bright  worlds, 
till  yon  seem  as  if  yon  were  banished 
into  the  desolate  regions  of  space ;  and 
there,  without  any  orb  near  you,  looked 
forth  into  the  perfect  blackness  around, 
and  watched  the  motions  of  the  worlds 
that  above,  beneath,  and  on  every  side, 
were  rooying  along  in  their  mysterious 
path.  It  is  the  time  when  you  feel,  if 
ever,  that  there  must  be  a  world  of 
spirits;  when  the  mind  seems  almost 
brought  into  contact  with  that  invisiblt 
aniverse ;  and  when,  more  than  at  any 
other  period,  it  longs  to  know  some- 
thing of  its  future  home,  and  to  hear 
some  of  those  '  unspeakable  things 
which  it  is  not  lawful  for  a  man  to 
utter.' " 

The  conversation  now  turns  on  the 
strange  and  dangerous  charm  which 
we  find  in  every  glimpse,  real  or  ima- 
ginary,   into    things  connected  with 
flie  world  of  the  invisible.     How,  it 
b  asked,  can  we  but  be  interested  in 
knowing  somewhat    of   a    region  of 
being,  to  the  influences  of  which  we 
are,  perhaps,    hourly    exposed — and 
which,  hereafter,  is  to  receive  us  as 
its  denizens  for  ever  ?    And  yet,  what 
peril  there  must  be  in  attempting  to 
raise  a  curtain  which  God  has  drawn, 
and  which  may  conceal  what  it  would 
scare  the  soul  from  her  earthly  taber- 
nacle to  see  disclosed  I     Has  that  cur- 
tain ever  been  raised  ?     A  thousand 
traditionary  voices  say  it  has.    liaised 
in  prophetic  dreams  and  omens ;  raised 
in  apparitions  of  the  dead ;  raised  in 
pranks   and  gambolings  of  elves,  de- 
mons and  goblins ;  raised  in  pacts  of 
the  evil  one  with  human  kind.  Raised, 
also,  in  visits  of  angels ;  in  miracu- 
lous warnings  and    interferences    of 
heavenly  powers  in  the  affairs  of  men ; 
in  visions  and  glimpses  of  revelation, 
from  the   sphere    of  essential   light, 
vouchsafed    to    contemplative    souls. 
That  the  invisible  world  has  access  by 
many  avenues  to  the  visible,  the  ex- 
perience of  all  ages  attests,  and  the 
friends  beliere.    And  now  that  they 


have,  as  it  seems,  nine  December 
evenings  to  spend  together,  what  em- 
ployment more  congenial  to  the  time 
can  they  find,  than  ascertaining,  if 
they  can,  the  positions  of  these  ave- 
nues, and  marking  them  down,  as  it 
were,  in  a  kind  of  spiritual  chart? 
In  other  words,  what  task  can  engage 
them,  better  suited  to  those  long  win- 
ter nights,  than  that  suggested  by 
Pistus — to  inquire  into  all  me  methods 
by  which  the  intercommunion  of  the 
seen  with  the  unseen  is  carried  on? 
They  will  set  about  it  forthwith.  And, 
hear  the  wise  resolution  with  which 
they  enter  upon  the  inquiry  :^ 

"  In  listening  to  any  details  which 
the  wisdom  of  the  world  would  reject 
as  improbable  or  impossible,  we  shall, 
1  hope,  be  guided  by  a  wiser  feeling. 
We  will  weigh  them  on  their  evidence 
only :  if  that  is  sufficient  to  convince  a 
man  in  his  every-day  conduct,  it  shall 
be  sufficient  for  us ;  if  not,  while  we 
stigmatise  nothing  as  impossible,  be- 
cause it  is  unusual,  we  sliall  return  a 
verdict  of  *not  proven.*" 

The  plan  to  be  pursued  in  the  in- 
vestigation is  now  settled.  The  mystic 
symbolism  by  which  material  nature, 
in  such  a  variety  of  ways,  seems  to 
point  to  spiritual  truth,  is  first  to  come 
under  consideration ;  then  aerial  phe- 
nomena, fierv  crosses,  comets,  and 
meteors,  whirlwinds,  and  sudden  tem- 
pests— viewed  as  prognostics  of  mo- 
mentous events  on  earth  ;  then  the 
various  luminous  appearances  to 
which  popular  belief  has  ascribed  a 
supernatural  character,  **  stationary 
lights,  corpse-lights,  St.  Elmo's  lights, 
firedrakes,  and  Will  of  the  Wisp  ;" 
then  haunted  places,  and  the  tribes 
that  haunt  them,  whether  classic,  as 
"  Naiads,  Fauns,  Satyrs,  Dryads, 
Hamadryads,"  &c.,  or  romantic,  as 
**  The  Brown  Man  of  the  Moors,  Fai- 
ries, the  Good  People,  Trolls,  Tel- 
chens.  Pixies,  and  Pixycolts,"  not 
forgetting  the  more  peculiar  house- 
goblins,  **  the  old  Lar,  and  our  own 
Robin  Grood-fellow."  Then  the 
"  grand  question**  is  to  be  debated, 
**If  the  spirits  of  the  departed  have 
ever  been  permitted  to  visit  the  living 
in  a  visible  form ;"  this  will  give  occa- 
sion to  speak  of  the  motives  of  ghostly 
visitations,  of  death-warnings,  of  dis- 
closures of  secret  crimes,  of  appari- 
tions in  fulfilment  of  a  promise,  and 
so  on..  Ailer  this  will  come  dreams, 
and  the  second-tight  $  and,  to  wind  up 
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the  whole  inquiry,  a  glance  will  be 
thrown  at  the  pounds  of  the  once  so 
general  belief,  m  astrology  and  witch- 
craft. Truly,  as  one  of  the  friends 
remarks,  "  a  comprehensive  subject, 
and,  if  discussed  with  an  unprejudiced 
mind,  almost  fresh  ground." 

As  we  are  not  going,  however,  to 
review  the  book,  but  merely  to  cull 
from  it  anything  that  seems  to  us  par- 
ticularly available  for  our  present  pur- 
pose, of  tempering  with  a  light  breath 
of  fear  the  heat  of  the  Christmas 
fire,  we  will  not  follow  the  inquirers 
through  the  several  stages  of  their 
task.  This  it  will  be  wSl  worth  the 
reader's  while  to  do  for  himself;  and, 
although  the  friends  took  nine  nights 
to  get  over  the  ground,  he  will  find  it 
easdy  accomplished  in  one.  If  he  has 
a  pleasanter  night  than  that  one,  this 
December,  he  will  have  no  reason  to 
complain  of  his  winter.  In  the  mean- 
time, we  will  hear  Pistus,  who  is  the 
travelled  man  of  the  party,  tell  what 
once  befel  him  on  a  mountain  excur- 
sion in  the  island  of  Madeira. 

"  I  believe  that  people  with  the 
strongest  nerves  have  the  most  dreadful 
fits  of  panic  when  they  have  them  at  all. 
I  have  wandered  far  and  wide  in  the 
most  precipitous  places  of  mountains, 
and  never  felt  it  but  once.  I  had  a 
mind  to  try  if  the  Pico  do  Cidrao,  one 
of  the  loftiest,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
steepest  mountains  of  Madeira,  could 
not  be  scaled  from  the  Pico  dos  Arriei- 
ros.  It  was  a  fine  day  in  spring — we 
tethered  our  horses  on  the  Arrieiros, 
and  then,  with  our  mountain-poles,  and 
a  shepherd  for  guide,  we  committed  om*- 
selves  to  the  narrow  isthmus  that  joins 
the  two  mountains.  Narrow  it  is — for, 
on  either  side,  it  slopes  down  almost 
perpendicularly  into  an  abyss  of  some 
two  thousand  feet ;  while,  at  the  top,  it 
is  in  many  places  not  more  than  eight 
feet  broad,  and  its  material  of  crumb- 
ling scoria.  Indeed,  so  thin  is  it,  that 
it  vibrates,  or  seems  to  vibrate,  in  a 
heavy  c^ale.  When  we  had  accom- 
plished half  the  distance,  we  sat  down 
to  rest,  and  gaze  at  the  wonderful 
chasms  which  opened  below  us.  Seeing 
a  small  crack  in  the  earth,  I  looked 
down  into  that,  and  lo!  the  opposite 
chasm  was  distinctly  visible  through  it. 
At  last,  however,  up  ladders  of  rock, 
assisted  by  the  shepherd's  banisters  of 
roughly-spun  rope,  round  corners  where 
you  trusted  yourself  to  the  young  oak, 
or  the  sapling  ^tV,  and  hung  for  a  mo- 
ment over  a  depth  that  it  makes  my 
blood  run  cold  to  recollect — now  creep- 
ing along  this  side  of  the  isthmus,  now 


working  like  worms  along  that,  we 
stood  under  the  shadow  of  the  great 
Cidrao  itself.  Here,  on  a  little  plat- 
form of  turf,  my  friend  sat  down,  weary 
and  sick  at  heart,  while  I  resolved, 
with  a  good  courage,  still  to  follow  mj 
ffuide.  On  we  went :  the  path  was  a 
ledge  of  about  eighteen  inches,  a  steep 
precipice  above,  a  steep  precipice  below, 
all  bare  rock — ^no  twming  root,  or 
friendly  twis,  to  give  the  hand  a  firm, 
nor  even  an  imaginary  hold.  Just  then 
the  northern  gale  swept  a  mass  of 
clouds  into  the  abyss,  and  it  seemed  as 
if  we  were  walking  along  the  edge  of 
the  world.  I  began  to  feel  a  little  on* 
comfortable,  when  my  guide,  by  war 
of  consoling  me,  wrenched  a  large  roev 
from  its  place,  and  hurled  it  downwards 
into  the  clouds.  I  lost  it  in  that  soft 
bed,  but  half  a  minute  afterwards  its 
crash  came  up  from  beneath,  echoed 
from  crag  to  crag,  and  seeming  as  if  it 
came  from  another  world.  Oh,  I  shall 
never  forget  that  moment  1  My  bram 
seemed  to  turn  round,  my  limbs  to  hare 
no  power  of  support,  and  I  felt  that 
horrible  desire  of  leaping^  alter  the  rock, 
the  descent  of  which  I  had  just  wit- 
nessed. That  was  my  only  panic,  and 
I  thought  it  would  have  been  my  first 
and  last.'* 

There  is  nothing  obviously  preterna- 
tural in  the  above ;  but,  the  qucstioA 
being  raised,  to  what  immediate  caMB 
we  are  to  attribute  the  terrible,  and 
apparently  mali^  influences  whic^ 
in  cases  of  the  kmd,  nature  exwostf 
over  us,  a  solution  is  offered,  whidi 
gives  to  these  *'  toys  of  d^peration**  t 
ghastly  character  indeed.  The  speaker 
who  undertakes  to  answer  the  question 
is  named  Sophron,  and  here  is  what  he  . 
says : — 

**  If  you  ask  my  opinion,  Ihavelongbe-      l 
lie  ved  it  to  be  the  immediate  effect  of  temp-       | 
tation.  The  name,  panicj  proves  that  the       > 
spirits  who  were  supposea  to  haunt  wiW 
and  lonely  scenery,  were  also  supposed  t« 
be  gifted  with  an  extraordinary  influence 
over  the  mind ;  just  as,  in  Grothie  lore, 
fairies  were  gifted  with  the  same  power 
of  depriving  their  unwelcome  visitants     ^ 
of  reason.     Now,  that  the  ovil  spirits     | 
by  which  we  are  surrounded,  sooaid 
delight  in  making  God's  works,  wfaiek 
in  themselves  are  very  good,  occasioW 
of  the  misery  of  man,  is  extremely  Uli^ 
in  itself,  and  consistent  with  all  aaabgy* 
We  do  not  remember,  or  we  wfil  ifll 
believe,  that  the  presence  of  Chftitkl 
must  make  an  inroad  on  the  powvs  ft 
darkness ;  that  they  cannot  eKerdie  tfci 
same  influence  over  maokiiidi  itt  isA 
regions,  as  inwildAQdl<»iel]r 
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which  Holy  Church  can  scarcely  be 
said  to  have  ▼indicated, — almost  inac- 
cessible to  man, — intended,  to  the  end 
of  the  world,  to  be  none  of  his,  to 
whomever  else  they  may  be  given.  .  . 
....  True,  there  is  a  brighter 
side  to  the  picture.  Angels  may  de- 
light in  solitudes  unstained  by  sin :  and 
peaks,  like  those  of  Chimbora90  and 
Himalaya,  may  be,  could  we  only  hear 
it,  vocal  with  the  songs  of  the  just 
made  perfect.  But  still  it  is  a  solemn 
thought  that  the  doom  has  been  once 
spoken,  which,  till  the  regeneration  of 
the  heavens  and  earth  by  fire,  must  re- 
main in  some  sense  in  force,  *  Cursed 
is  the  ground  for  thy  sake.'  The  Church, 
we  know,  has  a  power  of  reversing  this 
curse ;  but,  till  she  has  blest,  it  remains, 
and  must  remain.  The  sorest  tempta- 
tions which  the  history  of  the  Church 
can  recount,  have  taken  place  in  the 
desert;  also,  I  §rant  you,  some  of  the 
modt  glorious  victories.  We  must  ex- 
pect the  one,  we  may  hope  for  the 
other." 

We  should  like  to  know  how  So- 
phron  would  account  for  the  fact,  that 
the  same  giddy  impulse  which  seizes 
the  wanderer  in  the  solitudes  of  the 
Alps  or  the  Andes,  is  also  not  unfre- 
quently  felt  by  those  who  look  down 
from  consecrated  minster-towers,  in 
which  christened  bells,  the  terror  of 
all  imps  of  darkness,  are  hung.     We 
have  felt  the  solicitations  of  the  dread- 
ful magnetism  ourselves,  when  look- 
in<r  throu^  the  open-work   of  the 
spupe  of  Strasburg;  and  more  than 
one  dizzy  brain  has  yielded  to  the 
fatal  fascination,  from  the  same  holy 
height.    It  is  not  many  years  since  a 
laughing  young  girl,  into  whose  pure, 
glad  soul,  the  thought  of  suicide  had 
never  thrown  its  shadow,  sprang  from 
that  spire,  in  such  a  sudden  passion  of 
mad  terror,  to  the  pavement,  five  hun- 
dred feet  beneath.    Now  we  are  verv 
much  mistfdten  in  Sophron,  or  he  will 
confess  that  cathedral  steeples,  built  in 
the  ages  of  faith,  are  the  very  anti- 
podes, spiritually,  of  those  wild  and 
unchristianized  solitudes  which  "Holy 
Church  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have 
vindicated."    Exeter  Hall  may  sneer 
at  the  saoredness  of  a  Strasburg  min- 
ster, but   Sophron  does  not  believe 
that  Luther  waa  the  founder  of  the 
Christian  religion  ;  or  that  the  day  of 
Pentecost  was  that  on  which  the  con- 
fession of  Augsburg  was  drawn  up. 
How,  then,  will  he  account  for  panics 
occurring  on  the  tops  of  Catholic  and 
A  devil-dreaded  belfries? 


Leaving  that  question,  we  turn  to 
those  enigmatical  appearances  which, 
be  they  natural  or  supernatural  in 
their  origin,  are  oftenest  observed  to 
present  uiemselves  in  situations  unre- 
claimed, or  unreclaimable  by  the  hand 
of  man,  from  the  desolation  of  the 
primal  curse.  Of  this  kind  are  the 
lights  tiiat  lure  unwary  travellers 
into  marshes,  or  that  gleam  from 
lonely  headlands  on  stormy  nights, 
and  draw  the  inexperienced  seaman 
upon  sandbanks,  or  the  ledges  of  a 
rocky  shore.  Such  lights,  Pistus  tells 
us,  are  seen  in  nights  of  tempest,  along 
the  wild  capes  and  crags  of  Madeira  ; 
glancing  up  and  down  precipitous  cliffs; 
leaping  over  mountain-chasms  and 
ragged  beds  of  torrents;  now  almost 
dipping  in  the  surf  that  beats  the  bot- 
tom ofthe  rocks  ;  now  burning  on  the 
ve^  brow  of  the  beetling  sea-wall. 
••The  fishermen,**  says  Pistus,  "be- 
lieve them  to  be  tormented  souls,  thus 
working  out  part  of  their  punishment, 
and  testify  great  horror  at  the  appa- 
rition." 

All  this  our  philosophy  knows  how 
to  explain ;  but  Sophron  %as  something 
to  tell,  which  no  tueory,  that  we  are 
aware  of,  will  account  for.  What 
does  the  reader  think  of  this  ? — 

"There  is  a  bed-room  in  Lulworth 
Castle,  in  Dorsetshire,  where,  on  a  par- 
ticular spot  on  the  wall,  a  pale  phos- 
phoric light  is  always  to  be  seen  when 
the  windows  are  darkened.  I  have 
heard,  that  to  wake  in  the  stillness  ofthe 
night,  and  to  see  this  pale  light  glaring 
quietly  on  you,  is  a  most  unpleasant 
tiling.  And  so  the  proprietors  thought, 
for  they  had  the  wall  pulled  down  and 
rebuilt,  but  to  no  eflTeot ;  the  light  ap- 
peared affain,  and  is  to  be  seen  there  to 
this  day.^ 

We  confess  we  do  not  exactly  envy 
the  guest  at  Lulworth  Castle,  who  has 
to  sleep  in  this  particular  bed-room, 
after  an  evening  of  ghost-stories  about 
the  Christmas  fire. 

Under  the  chapter  of  death- warn- 
ings, the  following  is  related,  and  has 
a  pleasant  touch  of  horror  about  it  :— 

"  When  a  man,  whose  whole  course 
of  life  had  been  marked  by  the  most 
flagitious  atrocities,  was  lying  on  his 
death-bed,  near  St.  Ives  (in  Cornwall), 
a  black  ship,  with  black  sails,  was  ob- 
served to  stand  in  to  the  bay,  into  shal- 
lows where  seamen  felt  convinced  that 
no  ship  of  that  apparent  burden  could 
float.    At  the  moment  the  soul  passed 
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from  the    body,  the  yessel  stood  out 
again,  nor  was  it  ever  seen  more." 

We  do  not  know  whether  the  rea- 
der will  be  effected  as  we  were,  by 
the  following  account  of  a  dream ;  but 
we  own  that  few  things  of  the  kind 
have  impressed  us  more  disagreeably. 
Sopbron  loquitur  :— 

"  A  married  lady  of  my  acquaintance 
dreamed  that  she  was  compelled  one  Sun- 
day to  stay  at  home,  while  the  rest  of 
her  family  went  to  church;  that  the 
house  was  one  which  she  had  never  seen 
before ;  that  she  heard  a  knock  at  the 
door,  and  went  to  open  it ;  that  a  man 
of  most  Ul-favoared  appearance  entered, 
and  began  to  insult  her,  on  whiob  she 
awoke  m  terror.  Some  time  aPter,  she 
removed  temporarily  to  another  house, 
and  it  so  feu  out,  that  one  Sunday  she 
stayed  at  home  herself,  in  order  that  the 
rest  of  her  family  might  be  able  to  go 
to  church.  While  there  alone,  she  heard 
a  knock  at  the  f^ont  door,  and  there 
being  no  one  else  in  the  house,  went 
down  to  open  it.  When  she  had  reached 
the  hall,  the  remembrance  of  her  dream 
filched  in  an  instant  across  her  mind, 
yet  she  bad  not  sufficient  faith  in  it  to 
hesitate  about  openinc^  the  door.  She 
did  so ;  and  behold  1  there  stood  a  man, 
the  exact  counterpart  of  him  whom  she 
had  seen  in  her  dream.  She  shut  the 
door  in  his  face,  locked  and  bolted  it, 
and  awaited  the  return  of  her  family  in 
great  agitation.  The  man  (whoever  he 
was)  could  not  be  found.  Now  that 
this  vr^a  a  providential  warning  of  dan- 
ger, it  is  hardly  possible  to  deny." 

The  mention  of  dreams  leads  to 
that  of  second-sight,  and  this  to  pre- 
dictions of  death  in  general.  Relat- 
ing to  this  topic,  a  curious  circum- 
stance  is  mentioned,  recorded  in  the 
account  of  the  plague  that  depopulated 
Borne  during  the  pontificate  of  St. 
Agatha,  In  the  dead  of  the  night,  a 
knock,  sometimes  single,  sometimes 
repeated,  was  heard  at  the  door  of 
doomed  houses,  whether  at  the  time 
infected  or  not ;  and  as  many  knocks 
as  were  heard  in  the  night,  so  many 
deaths  followed  on  the  succeeding  day. 
There  is  something  horrible  in  the 
thought  of  these  knocks,  falling  at 
intervals  along  the  silent  streets,  in 
the  darkness  of  night.  It  gives  you 
the  feeling  as  if  the  plague  were 
going  from  door  to  door,  making  up 
the  fist  of  her  next  batch  of  victims. 
A  different  kind  of  death- warning,  and 


one  perhaps  still  more  irigfatful  m  its 
character,  accompanied,  as  we  have 
read  somewhere,  the  plague  withwliidi 
Basle  was  Tisited  at  the  end  of  the 
sixteenth  century;    the  dying  them- 
selves,  in   the  unconscious  Uirtaatic 
babblings  and  delirium  of  the  last 
moments,    announced    the  names  of 
those  who  were  to  die  next  after  them. 
Apparitions  of  the  dead  afiect  us 
with  a  profounder  sense  of  terror  than, 
perhaps,  any  other  form  in  which  the 
powers  of  the  unseen  realm  can  a^ 
proach  us.     It  is  not  mere  terror ;  it 
IS  terror  combined  with  shnddering 
antipathy — with  a  loathing  which  the 
idea  of  no  naturally  bodiless  beins, 
however    evil,   awakes.      The  blow 
does  not  curdle  so  at  the  thought  of 
a  purely   diabolical  visitation,  as  at 
that  of  finding  yourself  face  to  face 
with  one  who  has  been  what  yon  are^ 
with  a  man  who  has  died,  and  been 
buried.     You  cannot,    in   ima^ning 
such  a  visitant,  escape  the  association 
of  the  corpse,  and  the  grave-clothes, 
and  the  atmosphere  of  death,  and  all 
the  characteristics  of  mortality  whidi 
our  mortal  nature,  just  because  it  if 
mortal,  recoils  from  with  the  most  in- 
vincible abhorrence.     In  presenthig 
to  the  reader,  therefore,  some  account 
of  such  apparitions^  we  feel  that  ve 
are  got  to  the  right  horrors,  the  hor- 
rors par  excellence:  and  so,  without 
further  preface,  we  transcribe  the  fol- 
lowing story,  related  by  our  firiend 
Sophron,  in  the  words  of  Lady  Fan- 
shawe  :— 

*<  And  here  (she  says)  I  cannot  omit 
relating  the  following  story,  confirmed 
by  Sir  Thomas  Baber,  Sir  Arnold 
Breamer,  the  Dean  of  Canterbury,  with 
many  more  gentlemen  and  persons  of 
that  town.  There  lived,  not  far  from 
Canterbury,  a  gentleman  called  Colonel 
Colepepper,  whose  mother  was  wedded 
unto  Lord  Strangford.  This  gentleman 
had  a  sister,  who  lived  with  him,  as  the 
world  said,  in  too  much  love.  She  mar- 
ried Mr.  Porter.  This  brother  and 
sister  being  both  atheists,  and  living  a 
life  according  to  their  profession,  went 
in  a  frolic  unto  the  vault  of  their  ances- 
tors, where,  before  they  returned,  they 
pulled  some  of  their  father's  and  of  their 
mother's  hairs.  Within  a  few  days 
after,  Mrs.  Porter  fell  sick  and  died. 
Her  brother  kept  her  body  in  a  coffin  in 
his  buttery,  saying  it  would  not  be  lon^ 
before  he  diedf,  and  then  they  would 
both  be  buried  together ;  but  from  the 
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night  of  her  death,  till  the  time  that  we 
were  told  the  storjr  (which  was  three 
months),  they  say  that  a  head,  as  cold 
as  death,  with  curled  hair  like  his  sis- 
ter's, did  ever  lie  by  him  when  he  slept, 
notwithstanding  he  removed  to  several 
places  and  countries  to  avoid  it ;  and 
several  persons  told  us  they  have  felt 
this  apparition." 

Lady  Fansliawe's  high  character, 
Sophron  justly  remarks,  leaves  no 
room  for  the  least  hesitation  in  receiv- 
ing this  story,  one  of  the  most  singular 
that  he  knows.  Piutus  agrees  that  the 
story  is  singular,  and,  we  think,  so 
will  the  reader.  Nor  is  it  more  sin- 
gular than  frightful :  we  cannot  con- 
ceive a  truer  hell  on  earth  than  that 
the  being  who  had  been  your  partner 
in  sin  while  alive,  should  retuse  to 
quit  you  when  dead. 

Here  is  a  story  less  horrible,  though 
scarcely  less  strange.  The  names  of 
the  parties  concerned,  it  is  mentioned, 
are  altered,  some  of  them  being  still 
alive: — 

**  Lord  F.  was  on  his  travels  on  the 
Continent,  when  he  met  a  young  man 
©J^gaged  in  a  similar  way,  with  whom 
he  ^rew  very  familiar.  Mr.  G.  (for  so 
I  will  call  his  friend)  gave  him,  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  to  know  that 
the  end  of  his  life  had  been  predicted  to 
him,  and  that  he  had  some  grounds  for 
believing  that  this  prediction  was  not 
without  its  weight  and  credibility.  *  As 
how  ?*  asked  Lord  F.  *  I  was  travel- 
ling with  two  friends,'  replied  the  other, 
'  in  Italy,  and  at  Florence  we  agreed  to 
have  our  nativities  cast  by  a  woman 
there,  who  had  a  great  reputation  for 
astrological  skill.  She  foretold  that 
none  of  us  would  live  long,  and  named 
the  days  on  which  we  should  each  die. 
My  two  friends  are  dead,  and  that  at 
the  time  she  named  :  it  remains  to  see 
whether  her  prediction  will  be  verified 
in  me.'  •  Pooh,  pooh  !'  cried  Lord  F., 
'  a  mere  coincidence;  impossible  that  it 
should  happen  a  third  time.  But  what 
is  the  day  she  named  ?'  Mr.  G.  named 
one  about  six  months  distant.  '  And 
where  shall  you  be  then  ?'  pursued  Lord 
F.  «  At  Paris,*  *  Why,  I  shall  be  there 
too.  Let  it  be  an  engagement.  Come 
you  and  dine  with  me  on  that  very  day 
at  seven  o'clock,  and  keep  up  your  spi- 
rits till  then.     I  shall  be  found  at  No. 

,  Rue  do Do  you  ap:ree  to 

the  bargain  ?'  *  Willingly,'  replied  the 
other,  and  in  a  short  space  of  time  the 
friends  separated.  The  six  months 
passed,  and  a  little  before  the  appointed 


day,  Lord  F.  found  himself  in  Paris. 
He  sent  a  note  to  Mr.  G.,  to  remind 
him  of  his  engagement,  and  received  for 
answer  that  he  would  come.  However, 
a  day  or  two  after,  another  note  was 
brought  him,  in  which  Mr.  G.  said  that 
he  was  not  verv  well,  and  must  postpone* 
the  pleasure  of  dining  with  Lord  F.  till 
another  time;  that  the  indisposition  was 
very  trifling,  and  ere  lon^  he  hoped  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  waiting  upon  him. 
Lord  F.  thought  no  more  of  the  matter, 
ordered  dinner  on  the  day  that  had  been 
named  at  seven,  for  himself,  and  about 
six  o'clock  sent  his  servant  to  Mr.  G.'s 
with  a  merely  formal  inquiry  how  he 
was.  Seven  o'clock  came ;  Lord  F.  sat 
down  to  dinner,  when,  just  as  he  was 
beginning  his  meal,  the  door  opened, 
and  in  walked  Mr.  G.  He  walked  in, 
it  is  true,  but  he  said  not  a  word,  went 
up  to  the  table,  and  went  out  again. 
Lord  F.  was  alarmed,  and  rang  the  bull, 
and  it  was  answered  by  the  servant 
whom  ho  had  sent  with  the  message  of 
inquiry.  *  How  is  Mr.  G.?'  he  demand- 
ed. *  Dead,  my  lord,*  was  the  reply : 
•  he  died  just  as  I  reached  his  house.'  " 

Apparitions  of  beasts  form  a  puz- 
zling chapter  in  phantomology,  and 
have  something  very  demonish  about 
them.    Every  one  remembers 

•*  Him  of  whom  the  rtory  ran, 
Who  spoke  the  ipcctre-hound  ia  Man." 

But  it  is  when  they  come  as  warnings 
of  the  approach  of  death,  that  phantom 
brute-shapes  suggest  the  most  dis- 
C[uieting  apprehensions.  Ilere  is  an 
instance  of  the  kind,  which,  Sophron 
says,  comes  to  him  so  attested,  that  he 
really  knows  not  how  to  disbolieYe 
it:— 

**  A  family  in  the  east  of  England  has 
a  tradition,  that  the  appearance  of  a 
black  dog  portends  the  death  of  one  of 
its  members.  It  was  not,  1  believe, 
said  that  no  death  took  place  without 
such  warning,  but  only  that  when  tht; 
apparition  occurred,  its  meaning  was 
certain.  The  eldest  son  of  this  family 
married.  He  knew  not  whether  to  be- 
lieve or  to  disbelieve  the  legend.  On 
the  one  hand,  bethought  it  superstitious 
to  receive  it ;  and  on  the  other,  he  could 
not,  in  the  face  of  so  much  testimony,  alto- 
gether reject  it.  In  this  state  of  doubt, 
the  thing  being  in  itself  unpleasant,  he 
resolved  to  say  nothing  on  the  sub- 
ject to  his  young  wife.  It  could  only, 
he  thought,  worry  and  harass  her,  and 
could  not,   by  any  possibility,  do  any 
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good.  He  kept  his  resolution.  In  due 
course  of  time  he  had  a  family,  but  of 
the  apparition  he  saw  nothin"^.  At 
length  one  of  bis  children  was  taken  ill, 
I  think  with  the  small-pox;  but  the 
attack  was  slight,  and  not  the  least 
danger  was  apprehended.  ^  He  was  sit- 
ting down  to  dinner  with  his  wife,  when 
she  said,  '  I  will  just  step  up  stairs  and 
see  how  the  child  is  going  on,  and  will 
be  back  again  in  a  moment.*  She  went, 
and  returning  rather  hastily,  said,  '  the 
child  is  asleep ;  but  pray  go  up  stairs, 
for  there  is  a  large  black  dog  lying  on 
his  bed ;  go.  and  drive  it  out  of  the 
house.'  The  father  had  no  doubt  of  the 
result.  He  went  up  stairs ;  there  was 
no  black  dog  to  bo  seen,  but  the  child 
was  dead.'* 

Pistus  immediately  "  caps"  this  sto- 
ry with  one  of  a  family  in  Sussex,  in 
which  a  white  rabbit  appears,  a  few 
hours  before  death,  to  the  sick  man 
himself.  After  all,  a  white  rabbit  is 
not  so  suspicious  a  messenger  to  come 
for  you,  from  the  other  world,  as  a 
black  doff ;  though  they  are  both  of 
them  unclean  beasts,  too. 

Dwarfs,  gnomes,  and  other  spirits  of 
a  gross  nature  and  sullen  mood,  nave  al- 
ways, and  in  all  countries,  been  believed 
to  haunt  mines,  and,  as  caprice  sways 
them,  sometimes  to  obstruct,  some- 
times to  help  the  miners  in  their  work. 
Many  northern  tales  of  the  **  wild  and 
wonderful"  are  founded  on  this  belief, 
which,  in  some  mountainous  regions, 
is  not  yet  extinct.  These  spirits  of 
the  mine  were  not  regarded  with  un- 
mixed dread;  only  care  was  taken 
not  to  offend  them,  for  they  were 
easily  moved  to  anger,  and  their  re- 
venge was  terrible.  Retzel,  a  Ger- 
man writer  of  the  last  century,  who, 
being  nBergrath,  or  director  of  mines, 
must  have  been  well  acquainted  with 
the  subject,  tells  us  a  good  deal  ajx)ut 
them.  He  says  they  rarely  let  them- 
selves be  seen  in  a  defined  shape,  but 
rather  make  themselves  heard  under 
ground,  in  the  pits  where  the  miners 
work,  and  particularly  when  either  a 
great  piece  of  good  fortune  or  a  great 
calamity  is  near.  At  night,  when 
few,  or  on  holidays,  when  none  of  the 
miners  are  in  the  pits,  they  have  their 
sport,  and  make  a  noise  as  if  the  work 
were  going  on  in  the  brbkest  manner, 
especially  in  such  pits  as  promise 
something  good.  Hence,  judges  the 
good  Bergrath,  it  appears  that  they 
intend,    by  such    noises,  to  give  a 


hint  to  the  miners  to  work  in  these 
places,  and  to  win  the  blessing  which 
Grod  has  therein  laid,  and  to  hcmg  it 
to  light.  When  these  spirits  are  not 
provoked,  they  do  no  hurt  to  any  one ; 
but  he  who  mocks  or  speaks  scornfully 
of  them  is  sure  not  to  escape  their  re- 
sentment, but,  in  ascending  and  de- 
scending, is  squeezed  or  otherwise  hurt 
by  them.  And  it  is  a  belief  of  the 
miners  that  he  who  is  so  hurt,  if  he 
relate  before  the  ninth  day  what  has 
befallen  him,  must  on  the  ninth  day 
die,  of  which  there  are  many  ex- 
amples. 

Of  these  berg-marmikms  there  would 
seem  to  be  two  sorts,  for  some,  when 
they  appear,  or  make  themselves  heard, 
bring  good  fortune,  some  evil.  Thev 
seldom  take  a  visible  form ;  but  such 
as  do,  show  themselves  in  the  appear- 
ance of  a  diminutive  miner,  with  a 
burning  lamp;  these  portend  good 
luck,  and  indicate  rich  veins  of  ore  to 
be  in  the  places  where  they  are  seen. 
Oftener  the  light  only  is  seen,  gliding 
swiftly,  as  if  carried  by  one  tlmt  ran, 
but  tne  bearer  appears  not.  These 
lights  bum  blue,  and  the  brighter  they 
are,  the  better  the  omen.  On  the 
other  hand,  when  visions  of  beasts  or 
of  monsters  appear  under  ground,  it  is 
an  evil  prognostic,  and  commonly 
there  follows  thereupon  great  iU.  for- 
tune. 

These  spirits,  Retzel  says,  are  no 
devils  or  infernal  angels,  fallen  from 
a  better  state,  but  &ey,  as  well  as 
the  spirits  of  fire,  air,  and  water,  are 
creatures  sprung  from  the  elements, 
have  no  higner  nature  than  that  of  Uie 
elements,  and  will  be  destroyed  with 
the  elements  when  the  present  system 
of  things  ceases  to  be.  Vice  or  virtue 
cannot  be  attributed  to  them,  any 
more  than  to  the  winds,  the  floods,  or 
the  lightnings ;  they  have  their  fits  of 
good  and  iU-humour,  their  epeHs  of 
fair  weather  and  foul ;  they  are  n-iendly 
to  man  or  unfriendly,  just  as  the  ele- 
ments are,  with  just  as  little  merit  and 
as  little  blame.  But  mines  are  some- 
times haunted  by  a  different  kind  of 
spirits,  as  Sophron  shows  in  the  follow- 
ing story  :— 

"You  know  that  the  Whitehaven 
mines  run.  out  far  underneath  the  sea, 
and  ^e  some  of  the  most  terrible  in 
England.  A  man  who  had  worked  all 
his  life  in  them,  and  had  always  borne 
a  high  character,  was  laid  on  his  death- 
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bed,  and  sent  for  the  clergyman  of  his 
parish,  to  whom  he  had  been  previously 
known.     I  know  not  of  what  kind  the 
disease  was  ;  it  was  one,  I  am  assured, 
at  all  events,  that  did  not  affect  his 
miod  in  the  least,  and  that,  during  the 
whole  of  the  account  which  I  am  going 
to  give  you,  he  was  perfectly  and  most 
manifestly   himself.     He  related  it  on 
the  word  of  a  dying  man.     He  assured 
the  priest  that  it  was  no  uncommon 
thing  in  the  mines,  for  the  voices  of 
persons  who  had  long  been  dead,  to  be 
heard  as  in  conversation  or  debate.    I 
do  not  think  he  said  that  apparitions 
were  seen,  but  he  affirmed  that  they 
were  heard  to  pass  along  the  passages 
with  a  loud  kind  of  rushing  noise ;  that 
the  miners,  as  far  as  possible,  got  out 
of  the  way  on  these  occasions ;  that  the 
horses  employed  in  the  mines   would 
stand  still  and  tremble,  and  fall  into  a 
cold  sweat ;  and  that  this  was  univer- 
sally known  to  be  a  thing  that  might 
occur  any  time.    One  remarkable  in- 
stance he  gave.    The  overseer  of  the 
mine  he  used  to  work  was,  for  many 
years,  a  Cumberland  man,  but  being 
found  guilty  of  some  unfair  proceedings, 
he  was  dismissed   by  the  proprietors 
from  his  post,  though  employed  in  an 
inferior   situation.     The  new   overseer 
was  a  Northumberland  man,  who  had 
the  burr  that  distinguishes  that  county 
very  strongly.     To  this  person  the  de- 
graded   overseer    bore    the    strongest 
hatred,  and  was  heard  to  say  that  some 
day  he  would  be  his  ruin.     He  lived, 
however,   in  apparent  friendship  with 
him;  but  one  day  they  were  both  de- 
stroyed together  by  the  fire-damp.     It 
was  believed  in  the  mine  that,  preferring 
revenge   to   life,    the  ex-overseer    had 
taken  his    successor,    less    acquainted 
than  he  with  the  localities  of  the  mine, 
into  a  place  where  he  knew  the  fire- 
damp to  exist,  and  that  without  a  safety- 
lamp,  and  had  thus  contrived  his  destruc- 
tion.    But  ever  after  that  time,  in  the 
place  where  the  two  men  perished,  their 
voices  might  be  heard  high  in  dispute — 
the  Northumbrian  burr  being  distinctly 
audible,    and  so  also  the    well-known 
pronunciation  of  the  treacherous  mur- 
derer." 

We  will  give  but  one  more  stor^ 
out  of  this  volume :  the  scene  of  it  i3 
laid  on  board  a  Brazil  packet  :— 

•'  A  lady  was  lying  on  the  sofa  in  the 
ladies'  saloon,  when,  to  her  surprise,  a 
gentleman  entered  it  from  the  g^and 
saloon,  and  passing  through  it,  went 
out  by  the  door  that  led  towards  the 
hold.  She  was  much  astonished,  both 
that  any  one  should  enter  the  room  at 


all,  at  least  without  knocking,  and  at 
not  recognizing  the  gentleman  who  did 
so,  as  she  had  associated  with  the  pas- 
sengers for  some  days.  She  mentioned 
the  matter  to  her  husband,  who  said 
that  he  must  have  been  confined  to  his 
berth  till  then,  but  that  it  would  per- 
haps appear,  when  the  passengers  sat 
down  to  dinner,  who  he  was.  At  dinner- 
time the  lady  carefully  examined  her 
companions,  and  was  positive  that  no 
such  person  was  among  them.  She 
asked  the  captain  if  there  were  any  pas- 
senger not  then  at  table.  He  answered 
her,  that  there  was  not.  She  never  for- 
got the  circumstance,  though  her  hus- 
band treated  it  as  a  mere  fancy,  and 
thought  no  more  of  it.  Some  time  after- 
wards she  was  walking  with  him  in 
London,  when  she  pointed  out  a  gentle- 
man in  the  street,  and  said,  with  some 
agitation,  *  There !  there !  that  is  the 
person  whom  I  saw  on  board  the  packet. 
Do  go  and  speak  to  him — ^pray  do  go 
and  ask  him  if  he  was  not  there.*  *  Im- 
possible, my  dear,'  replied  her  husband  ; 

*  he  would  think  that  I  meant  to  insult 
him.'  However,  his  wife's  importunity 
and  agitation  prevailed.  Stepping  up 
to  the  gentleman  she  had  pointed  out, 
and  apologizing  for  the  liberty  he  was 
about  to  teke,  'Pray,  sir,' said  he,  *may 
I  ask  whether  you  were  on  board  the 
Brazil  packet  at  such  a  time?' 

*  No,  sir,'  replied  the  person  addressed, 

•  I  certainly  was  not ;  but  may  I  inquire 
why  you  thought  that  I  was  ?'  The  in- 
terrogator   related   the    circumstance. 

•  What  day  was  it  V  asked  the  other. 
That  having  been  settled,  *Well,  sir,' 
said  the  stranger,  *  it  is  a  very  remark- 
able circumstance  that  I  had  a  twin 
brother,  so  like  myself  that  no  one  could 
tell  us  apart.  He  died,  poor  fellow,  in 
America,  on  that  very  dav.* 

"  The  most  remarkable  point  (ob- 
serves Pistus)  in  that  story,  is  its  local- 
ism, so  to  speak.  A  man  dies  in  Ame- 
rica, and  his  spirit  is  seen,  on  that  very 
day,  on  board  a  ship  between  America 
and  England,  as  if  crossing  from  one 
country  to  the  other." 

Here  we  take  leave  of  this  very 
pleasant  Christmas  party,  not  without 
renewing  our  recommendation  to  the 
reader,  to  cultivate  their  further  ac- 
quaintance. We  have  put  before  him 
some  of  the  stories  they  tell,  but  we  have 
said  nothing  to  him  of  the  delightful  way 
in  which  they  talk  about  these  stories. 
We  have  passed  over  all  their  practi- 
cal reflections  on  the  subject  of  their 
discourse,  all  their  reasonings  as  to 
the  credibility  of  the  things  related, 
or  of  preternatural  relations  in  gene- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


640 


Fireside  Horrors  for  Christmas. 


ral ;  all,  in  short,  in  the  little  volume, 
that  18  calculated  to  make  the  reader 
a  better  man.  The  reason  is,  we  don't 
want  to  make  the  reader  a  better  man, 
but  merely  a  more  uneasy  one.  We 
appeal  to  his  nerves,  not  to  his  con- 
science. Our  aim  is  not  to  improve, 
but  to  frighten  him.  Besides,  if  he 
thinks  reflections  upon  the  stories  he 
has  been  reading  would  do  him  good, 
what  is  to  hinder  him  from  making  as 
mvmy  as  he  pleases  ?  There  they  are ; 
let  him  reflect  upon  them  for  himself. 

We  now  turn  to  another  treasury 
of  horrors,  to  wit,  Mr.  Joseph  Glan- 
vil's  "  Collection  of  Eelations,  in  proof 
of  the  real  existence  of  Apparitions, 
Spirits,  and  Witches,"  published  in 
the  year  1688,  the  never-to-be-forgot- 
ten epoch  of  Britain's  deliverance 
from  brass  money  and  wooden  shoes, 
and  of  Ireland's  from  money  and 
shoes  of  any  material  whatever. 

The  following  narrative  is  contained 
in  a  letter  of  Doctor  Ezekias  Burton 
to  Doctor  Ilenry  More : 

"About  ten  years  ago,  one  Mr. 
Bower,  an  antient  man,  living  at  Guild- 
ford in  Surrey,  was,  upon  the  highway, 
not  far  from  that  place,  found  newly 
murdered,  very  barbarously,  having  one 

freat  cut  cross  his  throat,  and  another 
own  his  breast.     Two  men  were  seized 
upon  suspicion,   and   put   into  gaol  at 
Guildford,  to  another,  who  had  before 
been  committed  for  robbing,  as  I  sup- 
pose.    That  night  this  third  man  was 
awakened  about  one  of  the  clock,  and 
greatly  terrified  with  an  old  man,  who 
had  a  great  gash  cross  his  throat,  almost 
from  ear  to  ear,  and  a  wound  down  his 
breast.     He  also  came  in  stooping,  and 
holding  his  hand  to  his  back  :  thus  ho 
appeared,  but  said  nothing.     The  thief 
called  to  his  two  new  companions  ;  they 
grumbled  at  him,  but  made  no  answer. 
**  In  the  morning  he  had  retained  so 
lively  an  impression   of  what  he  had 
seen,  that  he  spoke  to  them  to  the  same 
purpose  again,  and  they  told  him  it  was 
nothing  but  his  pbantasie.    But  he  was 
80  fully  persuaded  of  the  reality  of  the 
apparition,  that  ho  told  two  others  of  it, 
and  it  came  to  the  ears  of  Mr,  Reading, 
justice  of  peace  in  Surrey,  and  cousin 
to  the  gentleman  that  was  murdered. 

"Ho  immediately  sent  for  the  pri- 
soner, and  asked  him  in  the  first  place, 
whether  he  was  born  or  had  lived  about 
Guildford?  To  which  he  answered, 
No.  Secondly,  he  inquired  if  he  knew 
any  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  town,  or 
of  the  neighbourhood  ?  He  replied  that 
he  was  a  stranger  to  all  thereabout. 


[Dec. 

Then  he  inquired,  if  he  had  ever  heard 
of  one  Mr.  Bower?  He  said.  No. 
After  this  he  examined  him  for  what 
cause  those  two  other  men  were  impri* 
soned?  To  which  he  answered,  be 
knew  not,  but  supposed  for  some  rob- 
bery. 

**  After  these  prelimioary  interroga- 
tories, he  desired  him  to  tell  him  what 
he  had  seen  in  the  night  ?  Which  he 
immediately  did,  exactly  according  to 
the  relation  he  (Mr.  Reading)  had 
heard,  and  I  gave  before.  And  withal 
described  the  old  gentleman  so  by  his 
Packed  beard,  and  that  he  was,  as  he 
called  It,  rough  on  his  cheeks,  and  that 
the  hairs  of  his  face  were  black  and 
white,  that  Mr.  Reading  saith.  he  him. 
self  could  not  have  given  a  more  exact 
description  of  Mr.  Bower  than  this 
was.  He  told  the  highwayman  that  ho 
must  give  hun  his  oath  (though  that 
would  signify  little  from  such  a  rogue), 
to  which  the  man  readily  consented, 
and  took  oath  before  the  justice  of  all 
this. 

"Mr.  Reading  being  a  very  discreet 
man.  concealed  the  story  from  the  jury 
at  the  assizes,  as  knowing  that  tha 
would  be  no  evidence  according  to  law 
However,  the  friends  of  the  murdered 
gentlenaan  had  been  very   inquisitive, 
and  discovered  several  suspicious  cir- 
cumstances.    One  of  which  was,  that 
those  two  men  had  washed  their  clothes, 
and  that  some  stains  of  blood  remained 
Another,  that  one  of  them  had  denied 
he  overheard  that  Mr.  Bower  was  dead 
where  as  he  had  in  another  place  con' 
fest  It  two  hours  before.    Upon  these 
and  such-like  evidences,  these  two  were 
condemned  and  executed,  but  denied  it 
to  the  last.     But  one  of  them  said,  the 
other  could  clear  him  if  he  would,  which 
the  by-standers  understood  not. 

"After  some  time  a  tinker  was 
hanged  (where,  the  gentleman  has  for- 
got),  who  at  his  death  said,  that  the 
murder  of  Mr.  Bower  of  Guildford  was 
jus  greatest  trouble.  For  he  had  a 
hand  in  it ;  he  confesseth  he  struck  him 
a  blow  on  the  back  which  fetcht  him 
from  his  horse,  and  when  he  was  down, 
those  other  men  that  were  arrai«ied 
and  executed  for  it,  cut  his  throat  and 
rifled  him.  This  is  the  first  story  which 
1  had  from  Mr.  Beading  himself,  who  is 
a  very  honest,  prudent  person,  and  not 
credulous." 

In  the  same  repertory  is  contained 
an  account  of  the  apparition  of  Edward 
Avon,  of  Marlborough,  which  was 
seen  by  his  son-in-law,  Thomas  God- 
dard,  of  the  same  place,  about  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  leaning  over  a 
stile  on  the  highway  between  Marl. 
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borough  and  Ogborn.  Goddard  had 
a  good  deal  of  conversation  with  the 
ghost  on  family  matters.  It  appeared 
to  him  several  times,  and. in  different 
places ;  looked  in  upon  him  at  seven 
o'clock  of  a  November  evening,  through 
his  shop-window,  and  met  him  as  he 
rode  down  the  hill  on  the  way  from 
Chilton,  "between  the  Manor-house 
and  Axford  farm-field,"  in  the  shape 
of  **  somewhat  like  a  hare,"  at  which 
his  horse  started,  and  threw  him  in 
the  dirt :  on  getting  on  his  feet  again, 
after  this  fall,  he  saw  the  ghost  in  its 
proper  shape,  standing  about  eight 
feet  directly  before  him  in  the  way, 
and  it  said  to  him,  *' Thomas,  bid 
William  Avon  (that  was  the  ghost's 
son)  take  the  sword  that  he  hath  of 
me,  which  is  now  in  his  house,  and 
carry  it  to  the  wood  as  ye  go  to  Alton, 
to  the  upper  end  of  the  wood  by  the 
wayside  ;  for  with  that  sword  I  did 
wrong  above  thirty  years  ago,  and  he 
never  prospered  since  he  had  that 
sword."  Then,  after  various  other 
directions  about  family  affairs,  the 
spirit  vanished. 

Goddard  went  to  the  mayor  of 
Marlboroujgh,  and  made  a  formal  de- 
position of  the  above  circumstances. 
The  mayor  ordered  him  to  do  as  Uie 
apparition  had  directed ;  and  the  next 
morning,  at  nine  o'clock,  he  and  his 
brother-in-law,  William  Avon,  went 
with  the  sword,  and  laid  it  down  in  the 
copse,  near  the  place  the  ghost  had  ap- 
pomted  Goddard  to  carry  it.  As  they 
left  the  spot,  Goddard  again  saw  the  ap- 
parition of  Edward  Avon,  standing 
by  the  place  where  the  sword  was 
laid,  and  called  out  to  his  brother-in- 
law,  "  There  is  the  apparition  of  our 
father  !"  William  Avon  said  he  saw 
nothing  ;  upon  which,  Goddard  fell  on 
his  knees,  and  prayed,  **  Lord  I  open 
his  eyes  that  he  may  see  it  5"  to  which 
the  other,  instead  of  **Amen,"  re- 
sponded, "Lord!  grant  I  may  not 
see  it,  if  it  be  thy  blessed  will."  The 
apparition  then  beckoned  to  Goddard, 
and  said,  •'  Thomas,  take  up  the  sword, 
and  follow  me."  Goddard  took  up 
the  sword,  and  followed  the  appari- 
tion about  ten  perches  further  into 
the  copse,  where  he  laid  down  the 
sword  again.  At  this  time  he  saw 
something  stand  by  the  apparition, 
like  a  mastiff"  dog,  of  a  brown  colour. 
On  Groddard's  laying  down  the  sword, 
the  apparition  took  it  up,  and  going 
a  few  paces  farther,  pointed  with  it  to 


the  ground,  and  said,  "In  this  place 
lies  buried  the  body  of  him  whom  I 
murdered  in  the  year  1635  (thirty- 
nine  years  before),  which  is  now  rot- 
ten, and  turned  to  dust."  Goddard 
asked  him  why  he  had  committed  this 
murder,  and  the  ghost  said,  "  1  took 
money  from  the  man,  and  he  contended 
with  me,  and  so  I  murdered  him." 
Then  Goddard  said,  *'What  would 
you  have  me  do  in  this  thing  ?"  and 
the  ghost  said,  "  This  is  that  the  world 
may  know  that  I  murdered  a  man, 
and  buried  him  in  this  place  in  the 
year  1635." 

The  place  to  which  the  ghost  i)ointed 
was  a  cty  and  bare  spot,  on  which  no- 
thing grew,  Mid  which,  as  Groddard  de- 
scribed it,  was  like  a  crave  sunk^in." 
As  the  two  brothers-in-law  went  away 
together,  Avon  confessed  to  Goddard 
that  he  had  heard  the  voice  of  the  ghost, 
but  had  neither  been  able  to  distinguish 
the  words,  nor  to  see  the  speaker. 

Against  the  credit  of  this  story,  Mr. 
Glanvil  mentions  two  things  that 
were  alleged  by  people  in  Marlbo- 
rough, who  knew  Thomas  Goddard ; 
that  first,  about  a  year  before  he  saw, 
or  afBirmed  he  had  seen,  his  father-in- 
law's  apparition,  he  left  off*  going  to 
church  (of  which  he  had  been  a  dili- 
gent frequenter),  and  **  fell  off*  wholly 
to  the  nonconformists  ;"  and  the  other, 
that  he  was  sometimes  troubled  with 
epileptic  fits.  But  to  these  reasons 
Mr.  Glanvil  does  not  allow  much 
weight ;  observing,  that  a  man's  fallin^- 
off"  to  the  nonconformists,  though  it 
may  argue  a  vacillancy  of  his  judg- 
ment, yet  aflTords  not  any  presumption 
of  a  defect  in  his  external  senses,  as 
if  a  dissenter  were  less  able  to  discern 
when  he  saw  or  heard  anything  than 
a  sound  churchman.  In  this  we  agree 
with  Mr.  Glanvil :  it  is  not  sight  that 
a  dissenter  wants,  but  fkith.  As  to 
the  epileptic  fits,  our  own  opinion  is, 
that  Goddard's  liability  to  tliese  was 
the  very  thing  that  made  him  also 
capable  of  seeing  ghosts.  However, 
our  author  will  not  say  positively  but 
what  the  apparition  may  have  been 
"  some  ludicrous  goblin,"  personat- 
ing the  ghost  of  old  Avon,  merely  to 
mystify,  or  **  take  a  rise  out  of"  the 
son-in-law.  For  Porphyrins  has  noted, 
that  demons  do  sometimes  personate  the 
souls  of  the  deceased ;  and  the  learned 
Von  Meyer  of  Frankfurt  confirms  this 
bj  many  instances  within  his  own  expe- 
rience.   It  ought  to  be  observed  that 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


642 


Fireside  Horrors /or  Christmas. 


there  were  no  bones  found  in  the 
place  pointed  out  by  the  spectre,  but 
this,  after  forty  years  or  nigh,  is  not 
surprising. 

Here  follows  a  story  **  Of  a  Dutch- 
man that  could  see  ghosts,  and  of  the 
ghost  he  saw  in  the  town  of  Wood- 
bridge,  in  SuflTolk" : 

**Mr.  Broom,  the  minister  of  Wood- 
bndge  in  Suffolk,  meeting  one  day,  in 
a  barber's  shop,  in  that  town,  a  Dutch 
lieutenant  (who  was  blown  up  with  Op- 
dam,  and  taken  alive  out  of  the  water, 
and  carried  to  that  town,  where  he  was 
a  prisoner  at  large),  upon  the  occasion 
of  some  discourse,  was  told  by  him  that 
he  could  see  ghosts,  and  that  he  had 
seen  divers.  Mr.  Broom  rebuking  him 
for  talking  so  idly,  he  persisted  in  it 
very  stiflfly.  Some  days  after,  lighting 
upon  him  again,  he  askt  him  whether 
he  had  seen  any  ghost  since  his  coming 
to  that  town?  To  which  he  replye(^ 
*  No.* 

"But  not  long  after  this,  as  they  were 
walkingtogether  up  the  town,  he  said 
to  Mr.  proom,  *  Yonder  comes  a  ghost.* 
He  seeing  nothing,  askt  him  where- 
about it  was  ?  The  other  said,  « It  is 
over  against  such  a  house,  and  it  walks 
looking  upwards  towards  such  a  side, 
swinging  one  arm,  with  a  glove  in  its 
hand.'  He  said,  moreover,  that  when  it 
came  near  them,  they  must  give  way  to 
it ;  that  he  ever  did  so,  and  some  that 
have  not  done  so  have  suffered  for  it. 
Anon  he  said,  « 'Tis  just  upon  us ;  let 's 
out  of  the  way.'  Mr.  Broom,  believing 
all  to  be  a  fiction,  as  soon  as  he  said 
these  words,  took  hold  of  his  arm,  and 
kept  him  by  force  in  the  way.  But  as 
he  held  him,  there  came  such  a  force 
against  them,  that  he  was  flung  into 
the  middle  of  the  street,  and  one  of  the 
palms  of  bis  hands,  and  one  knee, 
bruised  and  broken  by  the  fall,  which 
put  him  for  a  while  to  excessive  pain. 

"  But  spying  the  lieutenant  lye  like 
a  dead  man,  he  got  up  as  soon  as  he 
could,  and  applied  himself  to  his  relief. 
With  the  help  of  others  he  got  him  into 
the  next  shop,  where  they  poured  strong 
water  down  his  throat,  but  for  some 
time  could  discern  no  life  in  him.  At 
length,  what  with  the  strong  water, 
and  what  with  well  chafing  him,  he 
began  to  stir,  and  when  he  was  come 
to  himself,  his  first  words  were,  *  I  will 
show  you  no  more  ghosts.'  Then  he 
desired  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  but  Mr. 
Broom  told  him  he  should  take  it  at  his 
house ;  for  he  feared,  should  he  take  it 
so  soon  there,  it  would  make  him  sick. 
*,"  Thereupon  they  went  together  to 
Mr.  Broom's  house,  where  they  wore  no 
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sooner  entering  in,  but  the  bell  rang 
out.  Mr.  Broom  presently  sent  his 
maid  to  learn  who  was  dead.  She 
brought  word  that  it  was  such  a  one,  a 
Baylor,  who  dyed  suddenly,  though  he 
had  been  in  a  consumption  a  long  time. 
And  inquiring  after  the  time  of  his 
death,  they  found  it  was  as  punctually 
as  it  could  be  guessed  at  the  very  time 
when  the  ghost  appeared.  The  ghost 
had  exactly  this  taylor's  known  gate, 
who  ordinarily  went  with  one  arm 
swinging,  and  a  glove  in  that  hand,  and 
looking  on  one  side  upwards." 

In  a  story  of  a  butler  in  Ireland, 
who  was  like  to  have  been  carried 
away  by  spirits,  because  he  went  out 
to  buy  cards  for  his  master  on  a  Sun* 
day  afternoon,  the  most  remarkable 
point  is,  that  he  '*  was  perceived  to 
rise  from  the  ground,  whereupon  Mr. 
Greatrix  (Valentine  Greatrix,  or 
Crreatrakes,  of  Cappoquin,  the  fa- 
mous magnetizer  of  the  seventeenth 
century)  and  another  lusty  man  clapt 
their  arms  over  his  shoulders,  one  of 
them  before  him  and  the  other  behind, 
and  weighed  him  down  with  all  their 
strength.  But  he  was  forcibly  taken 
up  from  them,  and  they  were  too  weak 
to  keep  their  hold;  and  for  a  consi- 
derable  tune  he  was  carried  in  the  air 
to  and  fro  over  their  heads,  several  of 
the  companv  still  running  under  him 
to  prevent  his  being  hurt  if  he  should 
tall,  and  was  caueht  before  he  came 
to  the  ground,  and  had  by  that  means 
no  hurt."  This  took  place  at  the 
house  and  m  the  presence  of  the  Earl 
of  Orrery. 

Another  curious  point  in  this  case 
is,  that  a  spectre  came  to  this  butler 
at  ni^ht,  bringing  with  it  a  grey  li- 
quor in  a  wooden  dish,  which  it  bid 
hmidnnk  off  (as  a  cure  for  fits  that 
he  had),  but  he  would  not.  At  this 
the  spectre  was  angry,  and  upbraided 
mm  with  his  suspicious  temper ;  but 
told  him  if  he  would  drink  plantain- 
iuice.  It  would  cure  him  of  one  sort  of 
his  fits  (for  he  had  two),  but  he  should 
carrythe  other  to  his  grave.  He  asked 
whether  he  should  Uke  the  juice  of 
the  roots,  or  the  leaves,  and  received 
answer,  the  roots. 

Sophron,  in  that  book  about  the 
"  Unseen  World,"  refers  to  this  story, 
and  condemns  it  as  tending  to  "cor- 
poroalize  our  notions  of  spirits."  But 
this  seems  to  be  said  without  due  re- 
flection; for,  first,  we  ought  to  ask. 
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whence  are  our  "notions  of  spirits" 
derived,  that  we  should  make  agree- 
ment with  them  the  test  of  facts? 
And  then,  it  is  not  a  very  reasonable 
doctrine  that  a  spirit^  which  can  move 
a  body,  cannot  move  anything  that 
the  body  can  move. 

The  floating  of  persons,  who  are  un- 
der spiritual  mfluence,  in  the  air,  is 
no  unconmion  phenomenon .  We  have 
been  informed  by  an  eye-witness,  that 
one  of  Ihe  ladies  at  Port-Glasgow,  who 
"spoke  with  tongues"  in  the  year 
1830,  flew  about  the  room  in  which 
the  prophesyings  were  held,  for  some 
time,  without  touching  the  floor.  A 
similar  phenomenon  is  the  riding  of 
witches  through  the  air  to  their  sab- 
bath. On  which  subject,  Doctor 
Antony  Homeck,  a  weighty  divine  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  speaks  as 
follows  :— 

"  That  a  spirit  can  lift  up  men  and 
women,  and  grosser  substances, '  and 
convey  them  through  the  air,  I  question 
no  more  than  I  doubt  that  the  wind  can 
overthrow  houses,  or  drive  stones  and 
other  heavy  bodies  upward  from  their 
centre.  And  were  I  to  make  a  person 
of  a  dull  understanding  apprehend  tho 
nature  of  a  spirit,  I  would  represent  it 
to  him  under  the  notion  of  an  intelligent 
wind,  or  a  strong  wind,  informed  by  a 
hiehly  rational  soul — as  a  man  may  be 
ciAea  an  intelligent  piece  of  earth.  And 
this  notion  David  seemed  to  favour, 
when  speaking  of  these  creatures, 
Psalm  civ.  4,  he  tells  us  that  God  makes 
his  angels  wind,  for  in  the  original  it 
is  pir^ ;  and  most  certainly  if  they  be 
so,  they  must  be  reasonable  windy  sub- 
stances ;  nor  doth  the  expression  which 
immediately  follows  in  that  verse  cross 
this  exposition — ^viz.,  that  he  makes  his 
ministers  a  flaming  fire;  for  it's  no 
new  opinion  that  some  of  those  invisible 
substances  are  of  a  fiery,  and  others  of 
an  aiery  nature :  and  as  we,  God  gives 
rational  creatures  here  on  earth,  bodies 
composed  of  grosser  matter,  why  should 
it  seem  incong^ous  for  him  to  give  ra- 
tional creatures  above  us  bodies  of  a 
subtiler  and  thinner  matter,  or  such 
matter  as  those  higher  regions  do  af- 
ford ?  And  if  wind,  breaking  forth  from 
the  caverns  of  hills  and  mountains,  have 
such  force  as  makes  us  very  often  stand 
amazed  at  the  effects,  what  energy 
might  we  suppose  to  be  in  wind,  were 
it  informed  by  reason,  or  a  reasonable 
being  ?" 

A  curious  thing  happened  in  the 


year  1659,  at  Crossen  in  Silesia,  of  an 
apothecary's  servant.     The  chief  ma- 
gistrate of  that  town  at  that  time  was 
the  Princess  Elizabeth  Charlotte,  a 
person  famous  in  her  generation.    In 
the  spring  of  the  year,  one  Christo- 
pher Monigk,  a  native  of  Serbest,  a 
town  belonging  to  the  princes  of  An- 
halt,  servant  to  an  apothecary,  died, 
and  was  buried  with  the  usual  cere- 
monies of  the  Lutheran  church.     A 
few  days  afler  his  decease,  a  shape  ex- 
actly like  his  in  face,  clothes,  stature, 
mien,  &c.,  appeared  in  the  apothe- 
carv*8  shop,  where  he  would  set  him- 
self down,  and  walk  sometimes,  and 
take  the  boxes,  pots,  glasses  oflfof  the 
shelves,  and  set  them  again  in  their 
places,  and  sometimes  try  and  exa- 
mine the  goodness  of  the  medicines, 
weigh  them  in  a  pair  of  scales,  pound 
the  drugs  with  a  mighty  noise  in  a 
mortar,  nay  serve  the  people  that  came 
with  their  bills  to  the  shop,  take  their 
money^,  and  lay  it  up  safe  in  the  coun- 
ter;  m  a  word,  do  all  things  that  a 
journeyman  in  such  cases  us^  to  do. 
He  looked  very  ghastly  upon  those 
that  had  been  his  fellow-servants,  who 
were  afraid  to  say  anything  to  him, 
and  his  master  being  sick  at  that  time 
of  the  gout,  he  was  often  very  trouble- 
some to  him,  would  tfdce  the  bills  that 
were  brought  him  out  of  his  hand, 
snatch  away  the  candle    sometimes, 
and  put  it  behind  the  stove.    At  last, 
he  took  a  cloak  that  hung  in  the  shop, 
put  it  on  and  walked  abroad;  but 
minding  nobody  in  the  streets,  went 
along,  entered  into  some  of  the  citi- 
zens houses,  and  thrust  himself  into 
company,  especially  of  such  as  he  had 
formerly  known,  yet  saluted  nobody, 
nor  spoxe  to  any  one  but  to  a  maid- 
servant, whom  he  met  hard  by  the 
church-yard,  and  desired  to  go  home 
to  his  master's  house,  and  dig  in  a 
ground-chamber,  where  she  would  find 
an  inestimable  treasure ;  but  the  maid, 
amazed  at  the  sight  of  him,  swooned ; 
whereupon  he  lift  her  up,  but  left  such 
a  mark  on  her  flesh  with  lifling  her, 
that  it  was  to  be  seen  for  some  time 
afler.     The    maid  having  recovered 
herself,  went  home,  but  fell  despe- 
rately sick  upon  it,  and  in  her  illness 
discovered  wnat  Monigk  had  said  to 
her,   and  accordingly  digged  in  the 
place  she  had  named,  but  found  no- 
thing but  an  old  decayed  pot,  with  a 
kcsmatites  or  bloodstone  in  it.     The 
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princess  hereupon  caused  the  young 
man's  body  to  be  digged  up,  which 
they  found  putrified,  with  purulent 
matter  flowing  from  it,  and  the  mas- 
ter being  advised  to  remove  the  young 
njan's  goods,  linen,  clothes,  and  things, 
he  left  behind  him  when  he  died,  out 
of  the  house,  the  spirit  thereupon  left 
the  house,  and  was  heard  of  no  more. 

Another  curious  thing  happened  in 
1673,  at  Reichenbach  m  Silesia,  in 
which  also  an  apothecary  was  con- 
cerned, who  after  his  death  appeared 
to  divers  of  his  acquaintance,  and 
cried  out  that  in  his  lifetime  he  had 
poisoned  several  men  with  his  drugs. 
Thereupon  the  magistrates  of  tLe 
town,  after  consultation,  took  up  his 
body  and  burnt  it ;  which  being  done, 
the  spirit  disappeared,  and  was  seen 
no  more.  This  was  stated  to  Doctor 
Anthony  Homeck  by  a  very  credible 
witness. 

Webster,  a  writer  against  the  exist- 
ence of  witches  and  apparitions,  has 
recorded  a  story  which  makes  strongly 
against  his  own  views,  and  which  he 
nevertheless  seems  to  believe.  It  is 
quoted  out  of  his  "Display  of  Sup- 
posed Witchcraft,"  in  Doctor  H.  More's 
letter  to  Mr.  Glanvil,  prefixed  to  So* 
ducismus  Triumpkatus,  and  is  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"About  the  year  of  our  Lord  1632, 
near  unto  Chester-in-the- Street,  there 
lired  one  Walker,  a  yeoman-man  of 
good  estate,  and  a  widower,  who  had  a 
voudg:  woman  to  his  kinswoman  that 
kept  his  house,  who  was  by  the  neigh- 
bours suspected  to  be  with  child,  and 
was,  towards  the  dark  of  the  evening, 
one  night  sent  away  with  one  Mark 
Sharp,  who  was  a  collier,  or  one  that 
digged  coals  under  ground,  and  one  that 
had  been  born  in  Blackburn  Hundred, 
in  Lancashire,  and  so  she  was  not  heard 
of  a  long  time,  and  no  noise  or  little 
was  made  about  it.  In  the  winter  time 
after,  one  James  Grab  am,  or  Grime  (for 
80  in  that  country  they  call  them),  being 
a  miller,  and  living  about  two  miles 
from  the  place  where  Walker  lived,  was 
one  night  alone  very  late  in  the  mill, 
grinding  corn  ;  and  as  about  twelve  or 
one  o'clock  at  night,  he  came  down  the 
stairs  from  having  been  putting  corn  in 
the  hopper,  the  mill  doors  being  shut, 
there  stood  a  woman  upon  the  midst  of 
the  floor,  with  her  hair  about  her  bead 
hanging  down  and  all  bloody,  with  Hve 
large  wounds  in  her  head.  He  being  much 
affrighted  and  amazed,  began  to  bless 
him,  and  at  last  asked  her  who  she  was. 


and  what  she  wanted?  To  which  sht 
said,  '  I  am  the  spirit  of  such  a  womin, 
who  lived  with  Walker;  and  being  got 
with  child  by  htm,  he  promised  to  send 
me  to  a  private  place,  where  I  should 
be  well  looked  to  till  I  was  brought  to 
bed  and  well  again,  and  then  I  should 
come  again  and  keep  his  house. 

"  *  And  accordingly,*  said  the  appari- 
tion, *  I  was  one  night  late  sent  airay 
with  one  Mark  Sharp,  who,  upon  & 
moor  (naming  a  place  that  the  miller 
knew)  slew  me  with  A  plek  (sueh  at 
men  dig  coals  withah,  and  sate  me 
those  five  wounds,  ana  after  threw  tnj 
body  into  a  coal*pit  bard  by,  and  hid 
the  pick  under  a  bank,  and  his  shoes 
and  stockings  being  bloudy,  he  endea^ 
voured  to  wash,  but  seeing  the  bloud 
would  not  wash  forth,  he  hid  them 
there.*  And  the  apparition  ftlrther  told 
the  miller  that  he  must  be  the  man  to 
reveal  it,  or  else  that  she  must  still  ap- 
pear and  haunt  him.  The  oilier  re- 
turned home  very  sad  and  heavy,  but 
spoke  not  one  word  of  what  be  had  teen, 
but  eschewed  as  much  as  he  could  to 
stay  in  the  mill  within  night  without 
company,  thinking  thereby  to  escape 
the  seeing  again  of  that  frightful  appari- 
tion. 

"But  notwithstanding,  one  night 
when  it  began  to  be  dark,  the  apparition 
met  him  again,  and  seemed  very  fierce 
and  cruel,  and  threatened  him,  that  if 
he  did  not  reveal  the  murder,  she  wouM 
certainlv  pursue  and  haunt  him.  Yet 
for  all  this,  he  still  concealed  it  until  Su 
Thomases  Eve,  before  Christmas,  when 
being,  soon  after  sunset,  walking  in  his 
garden,  she  appeared  again,  and  then 
so  threatened  and  afi'righted  him,  that 
he  faithfully  promised  to  reveal  it  next 
morning. 

**  In  the  morning  he  wrote  to  a  magis- 
trate, and  made  the  whole  matter 
known,  with  all  the  circumstances ;  and 
diligent  search  being  made,  the  body 
was  found  in  a  ooal-pit,  with  five  woondis 
in  the  head,  and  the  pick,  and  shoes, 
and  stockings  yet  bloudy,  in  every  cir- 
cumstance as  the  apparition  had  related 
unto  the  miller.  Whereupon  Walker 
and  Mark  Sharp  were  both  apprehended, 
but  would  confess*  nothing.  At  the 
assizes  following  (I  think  it  was  Dur- 
ham) they  were  arraigned,  found  guilty, 
condemned,  and  executed,  but  I  could 
never  hear  that  they  confessed  the  fact. 
There  were  some  that  reported  that  the 
apparition  did  appear  to  the  judge,  or 
the  foreman  of  the  jury  (who  was  alire 
in  Chester-in-the- Street  aboat  ten  years 
ago,  as  I  have  been  credibly  informed), 
but  of  that  I  know  no  certainty. 

"  There  are  maay  persons  yet  aUve 
that  can  remember  tma  strange  moMer, 
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and  the  discovery  of  it ;  for  it  was,  and 
sometimes  is,  as  much  discoursed  of  in 
the  north  country  as  anything  that 
almost  hath  ever  been  heard  of,  and  the 
relation  printed,  though  now  not  to  be 
gotten.  I  relate  this  with  the  greater 
confidence,  (though  I  may  fail  in  some 
of  the  circumstances),  because  I  saw 
and  read  the  letter  that  was  sent  to 
Serjeant  Button,  who  then  lived  at 
Goldsbrugh,  in  Yorkshire,  from  the 
judge  before  whom  Walker  and  Mark 
Sharp  were  tried,  and  by  whom  they 
were  condemned,  and  had  a  copy  of  it 
until  about  the  year  1668,  when  I  had 
it  and  many  other  books  and  papers 
taken  from  me.  And  this  I  confess  to 
bo  one  of  the  most  convincing  stories 
(beinc;  of  undoubted  verity)  that  ever 
I  road,  heard,  or  knew  of,  and  carrieth 
with  it  the  most  evident  force  to  make 
the  most  incredulous  spirit  to  be  satis- 
fied that  there  are  really  sometimes 
such  things  as  apparitions.'* 

Doctor  Henry  More  thouffht  this 
story  so  **  considerable,"  that  ne  men- 
tioned it  to  a  friend  of  his,  a  prudent 
intelligent  person.  Dr.  J.  D.,  who, 
of  his  own  accord,  offered  him,  it 
being  a  thing  of  such  consequence,  to 
send  to  a  friend  of  his  in  the  north  for 
greater  assurance  of  the  truth  of  the 
narration,  which  motion,  ho,  (Dr.  H. 
M.,)  willingly  embracinff,  he  (Dr. 
J.  D.)  accordmgly  sent.  The  answer 
to  his  letter,  from  his  friend,  Mr. 
'^     *     "    Q,  was  this  :— 


'*  I  have  done  what  I  can  to  inform 
myself  of  the  passage  of  Sharp  and 
Walker.  There  are  very  few  men  that 
I  could  meet,  that  were  then  men,  or 
at  the  tryal,  saving  these  two  in  the 
enclosed  paper,  both  men  at  that  time, 
and  both  at  the  tryal.  And  for  Mr. 
Lumley,  he  lived  next  door  to  Walker ; 
and  what  he  hath  given  under  his  hand, 
can  depose,  if  there  were  occasion. 
The  other  eentleman  writ  his  attesta- 
tion with  his  own  hand,  but  I  being  not 
there,  got  not  his  name  to  it.  I  could 
have  sent  you  twenty  hands  that  could 
have  said  thus  much,  and  more,  by 
hear-say,  but  I  thought  these  most  pro- 
per, that  could  speak  from  their  own 
eyes  and  ears." 

Thus  far,  Mr.  Shepherdson,  the 
doctor's  discreet  and  faithful  intelli- 
gencer. Now  for  Mr.  Lumley's  tes- 
timony, it  is  this : — 

*«  Bfr.   William  Lumley,  of  Lmnley, 
being  an  ancient  gentleman,  and  at  the 
Vol.  X3X.— No.  180. 


tryal  of  Walker  and  Sharp,  upon  the 
murder  of  Anne  Walker,  satth — That 
he  doth  very  well  remember  that  the 
said  Anne  was  servant  to  Walker,  and 
that  she  was  supposed  to  be  with  child, 
but  would  not  disclose  by  whom.  But, 
being  removed  to  her  aunt's  in  the  same 
town,  called  Dame  Carie,  told  her  aunt 
that  he  that  had  got  her  with  child 
would  take  care  both  of  her  and  it,  and 
bid  her  not  trouble  herself.  After  some 
time  she  had  been  at  her  aunt's,  it  was 
observed  that  Sharp  came  to  Lumley 
one  night,  being  a  sworn  brother  of  the 
said  Walker's,  and  they  two,  that  night, 
called  her  forth  from  lier  aunt's  house, 
which  night  she  was  murdered. 

"  About  fourteen  days  after  the  mur- 
der, there  appeared  to  one  Graime,  a 
fuller,  at  his  mill,  six  miles  from  Lum- 
ley, the  likeness  of  a  woman,  with  her 
hair  about  her  head,  and  the  appear- 
ance of  five  wounds  in  her  head,  as  the 
c«iid  Graime  gave  it  in  evidence.  That 
that  appearance  bid  him  go  to  a  justice 
of  peace,  and  relate  to  him  how  that 
Walker  and  Sharp  had  murdered  her, 
in  such  a  place  as  she  was  murdered  ; 
but  he,  fearing  to  disclose  a  thing  of 
that  nature  against  a  person  of  credit, 
as  Walker  was,  woula  not  have  done 
it ;  but  she  continually  appearing  night 
by  night  to  him,  and  pulling  the  cToatbes 
off  his  bed,  told  him  he  should  never 
rest  till  he  had  disclosed  it.  Upon 
which,  the  said  Graime  did  go  to  a 
justice  of  peace,  and  related  the  whole 
matter.  Wnereupon  the  justice  of  peace 
granted  warrants  against  Walker  and 
Sharp,  and  committ^  them  to  prison. 
But  the^^  found  bail  to  appear  at  the 
next  assizes.  At  which  time  they  came 
to  their  tryal,  and  upon  the  evidence  of 
the  circumstances  with  that  of  Graime 
of  the  apparition,  they  were  both  found 
guilty,  and  executed. 

••  William  Lumlbt." 

'*  The  other  testimony  is  of  Mr. 
James  Smart,  of  the  city  of  Durham, 
who  saith — That  the  tryal  ~bf  Sharp 
and  Walker  was  in  the  month  of  Au- 
gust, 1631,  before  Judge  Davennort. 
One  Mr.  Fairhair  gave  it  in  eviaence 
upon  oath,  that  he  see  the  likeness  of  a 
child  stand  upon  Walker's  shoulders 
during  the  time  of  the  tryal.  At  which 
time  the  judge  was  very  much  troubled, 
and  gave  sentence  that  night  the  tryal 
was ;  which  was  a  thing  never  used  in 
Durham  before,  nor  after." 

There  is  a  difference  of  opinion 
between  Mr.  Webster  and  Dr.  Henrjr 
More,  as  to  the  nature  of  this  appari- 
tion— the  former  holding  it  to  nave 
been  the  **  astral  spint  of  Anne 
2x 
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Walker ;  the  otber  deriding  this  as  a 
&nta8tio  conceit  of  the  Faracelsists, 
and  insisting  that  it  was  her  soul. 
Perhaps  the  two  opinions  are  not  irre- 
concilable. However,  we  will  not  stop 
to  reconcile  them  here,  but  relate  ona 
more  story,  and  let  the  reader  go  to 
bed. 

Some  years  ago^  when  travelling  in 
Oermany,  it  was  our  fortune  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  a  Roman  Catholic 
clergyman,  who  was  the  subject  of  a 
most  strange  and  frightful  spiritual 
visitation.     In  the  year  1838,  he  had 
been  appointed  to  a  village  parish,  and 
entered  upon  his  work  with  an  ardour 
that  distinguished  him  in  all  his  pur- 
suits.    The  first  night  that  he  spent 
in  his  own  residence,  he  could  not 
sleep ;  hour  after  hour,  he  lay  tossing 
on  his  restless  bed,  and  rose  in  the 
morning  without  having  closed  an  e;-c. 
He  attributed  this,  however,  to   the 
excitement  of  his  spirits,  the  strange 
bed,  the  fatigue  of  his  journey — in 
short,  to  any  cause  but  what  proved  to 
Ue  the  true  one.     The  second  night 
came,  and  he  rested  no  better:  the 
third  and  the  fourth  equally  failed  to 
bring  him  repose.     -He  changed  his 
hour  of  going  to  bed,   worked  hard 
during  the*  day,  did  everything  possible 
to  win  sleep  to  his  pillow,  but  in  vain. 
It' might  be  on  the  seventh  or  the 
eighth  night  that  he  felt,  as  he  ky  fe- 
verishly turning  from  side  to    side, 
8omethii%  sitting,  as  he  thought,  on 
the  side  of  his  bed.    He  sat  up,  groped 
with  his  hand  over  the  bed-coverings, 
to  the  place  where  the  pressure  seemed 
to  be,  and  was  sensible  of  something 
/Ihat  yielded  to  a  push,  but  immediately 
after  returned  to  its  former  place.    He 
got  upi  and  lighted  a  candle ;   there 
was  nothing  to  be  seen  on  the  bed, 
nothing  to  be  found  in  the  room,  that 
could  have  been  the  cause  of  his  sen- 
sationst    He  lay  down  again,  leaving 
the  light  burning,  and  now  first  did  a 
superstitious  awe  steal  over  him,  when 
he  felt  the  weight  on  the  bed-side  as 
befbre,    while  his  eyes  assured  him 
that  nothing  visible  occupied  the  place. 
Of  sleep  there  was  now  no  hope,  and 
not  only  for  that  night,  but  for  many 
following,  till  the  health  of  the  man, 
thus  at  once  deprived  of  his  natural 
resti  and  pursued  by  the  terrors  of  an 
invisible  worldi  began  ^Jerceptibly  to 
givf  w<^y.    This  hc^d  g^one  on  about  a 


fortnight,  when  he  began  to  see  some- 
thing.    It  was  the  shape  of  a  woman 
veiled  firom  head  to  foot,  as  it  seemed, 
in  a  grey  mist,  sitting  on  the  bed.  Ths 
haunted  man  began  to  fear  for  his  res- 
son  ;  he  wrote  to  Schubert,  to  Doctor 
Kerner,  to  Professor  Eschenmsjer,  to 
every  one  he  could  hear  of,  as  versed  in 
the  secrets  of  psychology ;  he  detailed 
his  sufferings ;  he  supplicated  help.  As 
might  be  expected,  the  correspondence 
had  no  result  but  that  of  rendering  the 
case  more  hopeless.     The  sufferer  tra- 
velled from  one  master  of  the  mjstic 
science  to  another  ;  and  it  was  while 
on  a  visit  to  Schubert  that  we  became 
acquainted  with  him.     Of  course  all 
that  could  be  done  for  him  was  done, 
and  amounted  to  just — nothing.    He 
returned  in  despair  to  his  parish ;  and, 
to  put  the  reality  of  the  apparition  to 
a  new  test,  he  spoke  to  it.     It  answer- 
ed.    He  related  this  to  his  firiends; 
they  smiled,  and  said  his  poetical  tem- 
perament was  carrying  him  too  hx* 
More  than  one  said,  *'  Send  voor  spec- 
tre to  me ;  if  there  be  anytbmg  in  her, 
I'll  find  it  out."    He  promised  to  do 
so,  and  kept  his  promise.     Sleep,  so 
long  a  stranger,  revisited  his  bed ;  but 
the  next  morning,  the  rash  inviter  was 
sure  to  come,  and  say^  one  visit  was 
enough  for  him,  a  second  such  n^bt 
would  drive  him  frantic.    The  nieos 
of  the  clergyman,  who  was  his  honss- 
keeper,  a  good-hearted  and  religions 
girl,  heard  of  this,  and  hegged  her 
uncle  to  send  her  the  apparition :  ht 
did  it  from  time  to  time,  to  have  a 
night's  sleep.     The  phantom-lady,  in 
all  her  visits  to  others,  kept  silence; 
no  one  but  the  clergyman  ever  heard 
her  speak ;  perhaps,  because  no  one 
else  had  the  courage  to  speak  to  her. 
But  what  she  said  to  him,  he  could 
never  be  induced  to  telL     So  stood 
the  matter  when  we  were  brought  into 
contact  with  him :  as,   for  aught  we 
know,  it  stands  to  this  hour.     From 
other  sources  we  have  learned  that  be 
often  passes  his  night  in  the  open  air, 
to  evade  the  dreaded  visitation,  nnwil- 
ling  to  lay  too  heavy  a  tsT  on  the  sel^ 
sacrificing  affections  of  His  niece.    At 
such  times,  his  village-parishioners  of- 
ten, lie  awake  till  the  dawn    listening 
wtth  a  heart-clutching  leaf  to  the  un- 
earthly tones  which  his  voice  and  his 
guitar  conspire  to  send  forth  into  the 
shuddering  nigbt. 
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THE  ELOQITENCV  OF  THE  CAMP — NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE. 


The  sayings  of  soldiers  and  those  re- 
lated to  them  have  been  memorable  in 
all  ages. 

A  Lacedemonian  mother,  address- 
inff  her  son  goin»  to  battle,^  said^. 
"  Ketum  living  with  your  shield,  or 
dead  upon  it.** 

Xerxes,  menacing  Leonldas  with  the 
overwhelming  numbers  of  his  army, 
said — **  Our  arrows  will  obscure  tne 
sun."  "Well,"  replied  the  Spartan, 
"we  shall  fight  all  the  better  in  the 
shade." 

Conmumders  have  been  remarkable 
for  the  ready  tact  of  their  improvisa- 
tions. Caesar  stumbled  and  fell  on 
limding  in  Africa.  He  instantly  af- 
fected to  kiss  the  soil,  and  exclaimed— 
"Africa!  I  embrace  thee." 

When  Dessaix  received  his  death- 
wound  at  Marengo,  his  last  words 
were — "  Go  and  assure  the  First  Con- 
sul that  my  only  re^et  in  leaving  life 
is,  that  I  have  not  done  enough  to  be 
remembered  by  posterity." 

A  drummer,  one  of  whose  arms  was 
carried  away  by  a  cannon-ball  at  the 
moment  he  received  an  order  to  beat 
tbe  "charge,"  exclaimed — "I  have 
still  one  hand  left,"  anl  beat  with  the 
remaining  band. 

On  catching  the  first  sight  of  the 
Mamelukes,  drawn  up  in  order  of  bat- 
tle on  the  banks  of  the  Nile,  in  view 
of  the  pyramids,  Bonaparte,  riding 
before  the  ranks,  cried— "  Soldiep  I 
from  the  summits  of  yonder  pyramids 
fortv  generations  are  watching  yow,** 

To  a  troop  of  artillery  which  had 
failed  in  their  duty,  he  said — "This 
flag  that  you  have  basely  deserted 
shall  be  placed  in  the  Temple  of  Mars, 
covered  with  crape — your  corps  is  dis- 
banded." 

On  hearing  the  first  gun  of  the 
enemy  at  Pnedland,  he  exclaimed — 
"  Soldiers  1  it  is  an  auspicious  day. 
It  is  the  anu.versary  of  Marengo." 

The  fourth  regiment  of  the  line  on 
one  occasion  lost  its  eagle — "  What 
have  yc^  d,«ne  with  your  ea«^  ..?" 
asked  Napoleon.  **  A  regiment  that 
loses  its  eagle  has  lost  all.  Yes,  but 
I  see  two  standards  that  you  have 
tak^n.     *Tis  well,"  concluded  he,  with 


a  smile — "yon   shall   have   another 
eagle." 

He  presented  Moreau,  on  one  occa< 
sion,  with  a  maffniflcent  pair  of  pistols 
as  a  cadeau,  "I  intended."  said  he, 
"  to  have  got  the  names  or  your  vic- 
tories engraved  upon  them,  but  there 
was  not  room  for  them.** 

A  sentinel  who  allowed  General 
Joubert  to  enter  Napoleon's  tent  with- 
out giving  the  password  was  brought 
before  him — "  Go, "said he— **  the  maji 
who  forced  the  Tyrol  may  well  force  a 
sentinel." 

A  general  officer,  not  eminently 
distinguished,  once  solicited  a  mar- 
shal's baton — "  It  is  not  I  that  make 
marshals,"  said  he — "  it  is  victories." 

On  the  field  of  Austerlitz,  a  young 
Russian  officer,  taken  prisoner,  was 
brought  before  him — *'  Sire,"  said  the 
young  mani  **  let  me  be  shot  I  I  have 
suffered  my  guns  to  be  taken."— 
'*  Young  man,*'  said  he, "  be  consoled  I 
Those  who  are  conquered  by  my  sol- 
diers, may  still  have  titles  to  glory." 

When  the  Duke  of  Montebello,  to 
whom  he  was  tenderly  attached,  te- 
ceived  a  mortal  wound  from  a  cannon- 
ball.  Napoleon,  then  in  the^mei*idian 
of  his  imperial  glory,  rushed  to  the 
litter  on  which  the  dying  hero  was 
stretched,  and  embracing  him,  and 
bedewing  his  forehead  with  his  tears, 
uttered  these  untranslateable  words — 
"Lannes!  me  reconnais  tu? — c'e^ 
Bonaparte !  c'est  ton  ami  I" 

In  the  Russian  campaign  he  spirited 
on  his  troops  by  the  assurance-—"  Sol- 
diers I  Russia  is  impelled  by  Fate  I 
Let  its  destiny  be  accomplished  1" 

On  the  morning  of  the  battle  of 
Moscowa,  the  sun  rose  with  uncom- 
mon splendour  in  an  unclouded  firma- 
ment— **  Behold  I"  exclaimed  Napo- 
leon to  his  soldiers,  "  it  is  the  sun  of 
Austerlitz." 

It  will  be  recollected  that  the  battle 
of  Austerlitz  was  commenced  at  sun- 
rise, and  that  on  that  occasion  the  sun 
rose  with  extraordinary  splendour. 

At  Montercau  the  guns  of  a  battery 
near  his  staff  were  ineffective,  owing 
to  having  been  ill-pointed.  Napoleon 
dismounted   from   hip   charter,  and 
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pointed  them  wltb  his  own  hands> 
never  losing  the  skill  he  acquired  as 
an  artillery  officer.  The  grenadiers 
of  his  guard  did  not  conceal  their  ter- 
ror at  seeing  the  cannon-balls  of  the 
enemy  falling  around  him — **  Have  no 
fears  for  me,"  he  observed,  "  the  ball 
destined  to  kill  me  has  not  yet  been 
cast." 

In  his  celebrated  march  from  Fre- 
jus  to  Paris,  on  his  return  from  Elba, 
one  of  the  regiments  at  Grenoble  hesi- 
tated before  declaring  for  him.  He, 
with  a  remarkable  mstinct,  leaped 
from  his  horse,  and  imbuttoning  the 
breast  of  the  grev  surtout  he  usually 
wore,  laid  bare  nis  breast — **  K  there 
be  an  individaal  among  jrou,"  said  he, 
*'  who  would  desire  to  kill  his  general 
—his  emperor — ^let  him  fire." 

It  was,  however,  in  his  harangues 
to  the  soldiers,  delivered  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment,  and  inspired  by  the 
exigency  of  the  occasion,  and  b  v  the 
circumstances  with  which  he  found 
himself  surrounded,  that  his  peculiar 
excellence  as  an  orator  was  developed. 
The  same  instinct  of  improvisation 
which  j»rompted  so  many  of  his  strate- 

gical  evolutions,  was  manifested  in  his 
inguage  and  sentiments.  At  an  age, 
and  in  the  practice  of  a  profession,  in 
which  the  resources  of  the  orator  are 
not  usually  available  or  even  accessi- 
ble, he  evinced  a  fertility,  a  supple- 
ness, and  a  finesse,  which  bordered  on 
the  marvellous,  and  which,  with  an 
audience  not  highly  informed,  might 
easily  pass  for  inspiration.    What  lan- 

§uage  it  were  best  to  use,  what  con- 
uct  it  were  best  to  pursue,  and  what 
character  it  were  best  to  assume  on 
each  occasion  which  presented  itself, 
he  appeared  to  know,  instantaneously 
and  mstinctively,  without  considerar- 
tion,  and  without  apparent  effort  of 
judgment.  He  gained  this  knowledge 
from  no  teacher,  for  he  never  had  a 
mentor ;  he  gained  it  not  from  expe- 
rience, for  he  had  not  years.  He  had 
it  as  a  gift.  It  was  a  natural  instinct. 
While  he  captured  the  pontifical  cities, 
and  sent  the  treasures  of  art  of  the 
Vatican  to  Paris,  he  was  profoundly 
reverential  to  the  pope.  Seeking  an 
interview  with  the  Archduke  Charles, 
the  lieutenant  of  artillery  sprung  from 
the  people,  met  the  descendant  of  the 
Caesars  with  all  the  pride  of  an  equal, 
and  all  the  elevated  courtesy  of  a  high- 
born chevalier.  He  enforced  disci- 
pline, honoured  the  arts  and  sciences, 


protected  religion  and  property,  and 
respected  age  and  sex.  Li  the  city 
he  sacked,  he  put  sentinels  at  the 
church  doors  to  prevent  the  desecra- 
tion of  the  altar.  To  set  the  example 
of  respect  for  divine  things,  he  com- 
manded his  marshals  with  the  stafisto 
attend  mass.  He  managed  opinion, 
and  twined  popular  prejudice  to  the 
purposes  of  power.  In  Egypt,  he 
would  wear  the  turban  and  quote  the 
Koran.  His  genius  for  administration 
was  no  way  inferior  to  his  genius  for 
conquest.  He  could  not  brook  a  su- 
perior, even  when  his  rank  and  posi- 
tion were  subordinate. 

In  his  first  Italian  campaign,  as  the 
general  of  the  Directory,  he  treated, 
not  in  the  name  of  the  d[irectors,  but 
in  the  name  of  Bonaparte.  He  was 
not  merely  commander-in-chief  of  the 
army — he  was  its  master;  and  the 
army  felt  this,  and  the  republican  ta- 
citly acknowledged  it.  The  oldest 
generals  quailed  imder  the  eagle-eye 
of  this  youth  of  five-and-twenty. 

His  eloquence  of  the  field  has  no 
example  in  ancient  or  modern  times. 
His  words  are  not  the  words  of  a  mor- 
tal. They  are  the  announcements  of 
an  oracle.  It  is  not  to  the  enemies 
that  are  opposed  to  him  that  he  speaks, 
nor  do  his  words  refer  to  the  country 
he  invades.  He  addresses  Euro^ 
and  speaks  of  the  world.  If  he  desig- 
nates the  army  he  leads,  it  is  the 
GRAND  ABMT I  If  hc  rcfers  to  the  na- 
tion he  represents,  it  ia  I-he  great 
NATION  I  He  blots  empires  from  the 
map  with  the  dash  of  his  pen,  and  dots 
down  new  kingdoms  with  the  hilt  of 
his  sword.  He  pronounces  the  fate  of 
dvnasties  amidst  thunder  and  light- 
ning. His  voice  is  the  voice  of  des- 
tiny 1 

To  reproduce  his  highly  figurative 
language,  after  the  fever  of  universal 
enmusiasm,  in  the  midst  of  which  it 
was  uttered,  has  cooled  down,  is  ha- 
zardous. It  may  seem  to  border  on 
the  ridiculous.  Sublimity  itself,  when 
the  hearer  is  not  excited  to  the  proper 
pitch,  does  so.  At  present,  after  thmy 
years  and  upwards  of  a  general  peace, 
the  very  generation  whidi  felt  the  en- 
thusiasm of  victory  has  nearly  passed 
away,  and  another  has  grown  up,  all 
whose  aspirations  have  been  directed 
to  far  different  objects.  Other  wants, 
other  wishes,  other  ideas,  other  senti- 
ments— nay,  even  other  nr^udices— 
have  grown  up.    In  the  oays  of  Na- 
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poleon's  splendonr^  military  renown 
was  all  in  all.  The  revolution  had 
swept  away  all  political  and  almost  all 
geographical  landmarks.  An  unde- 
fined tuture  presented  itself,  to  all 
minds.  The  marvellous  achievements 
of  the  French  arm V  itself,  led  by  a 
hoy  on  the  plains,  illustrated  in  other 
days  by  Boman  glory,  heated  all  ima- 
ginations to^  a  point  which  enabled 
them  to  admire  what  may  seem  to  bor- 
der on  bombast  in  the  present  preva- 
lence of  the  intellectual  over  the  ima- 
ginative, and  of  the  practictd  over  the 
poetical. 

Let  the  reader,  then,  trjr  to  trans- 
port himself  back  to  the  exciting  scenes 
amidst  which  Napoleon  acted  and 
spoke. 

At  six-and-twenty  he  superseded 
Scherer  in  the  command  of  the  army 
of  Italy,  surrounded  with  disasters, 
oppressed  with  despair,  and  utterly 
destitute  of  every  provision  necessary 
for  the  well-being  of  the  soldier.  He 
fell  upon  the  enemy  with  all  the  con- 
fidence of  victory  which  would  have 
been  inspired  by  superior  numbers, 
discipline,  and  equipment.  In  a  fort- 
night the  whole  aspect  of  things  was 
changed ;  and  here  was  his  first  ad- 
dress to  the  army : — 

"  Soldiers  1 — Yon  have,  in  fifteen  days, 
g^ned  six  victories,  taken  twenty-one 
standards,  fifty  pieces  of  cannon,  sere- 
ral  fortresses,  made  fifteen  hundred  pri- 
soners, and  killed  or  wounded  more  than 
ten  thousand  men  1  You  have  equalled 
the  conquerors  of  Holland  and  the  Khine. 
Destitute  of  all  necessaries,  you  have  sup- 
plied all  your  wants.  Without  cannon,  you 
have  gained  battles — ^without  bridges, 
you  have  crossed  rivers ! — ^without  shoes, 
you  have  made  forced  marches ! — with- 
out brandy,  and  often  without  bread, 
you  have  bivouacked  1  Republican  pha- 
lanxes, soldiers  of  Liberty,  alone  could 
have  survived  what  you  have  suffer- 
ed !  Thanks  to  you,  soldiers  ! — ^your 
fateful  country  has  reason  to  expect 

freat  things  of  you  1  You  have  still 
attles  to  ngbt,  towns  to  take,  rivers  to 
pass.  Is  there  one  among  you  whose 
courage  is  relaxed?  Is  there  one  who 
would  prefer  to  return  to  the  barren 
summits  of  the  Appenines  and  the  Alps, 
to  endure  patiently  the  insults  of  these 
soldier-slaves  ? 

« ijJTo  1 — ^there  is  none  such  among  the 
Tictors  of  Montenotte,  of  Millesimo,  of 
D^go,  and  of  Mondovi  1 

«•  My  friends,  I  promise  you  this  glo- 
rious conquest;  but  be  the  liberators, 


and  not  the  scourges  of  the  people  you 
subdue  r 

Such  addresses  acted  on  the  army 
with  electrical  efiect.  Bonaparte  had 
only  to  walk  over  northern  Italy,  pass- 
ing from  triump»h  to  triumph  in  that 
imoaortal  campaign  with  a  mdlity  and 
rapidity  which  resembled  the  shifting 
views  of  a  phantasmagoria.  He  entered 
Milan,^  and  there,  to  swell  and  stimu- 
late his  legions,  he  again  addressed 
them: — 

*'  You  have  descended  from  the  sum- 
mits of  the  Alps  like  a  catoract.  Pied- 
mont is  delivered.  Milan  is  your  own. 
Your  banners  wave  over  the  fertile 
plains  of  Lombardy.  You  have  passed 
the  Po,  the  Tessino,  the  Adda— those 
vaunted  bulwarks  of  Italy.  Your  fa- 
thers, your  mothers,  your  wives,  your 
sisters,  your  betrothed,  will  exult  in 
your  triumphs,  and  will  be  proud  to 
claim  you  as  their  own  Yes,  soldiers, 
you  have  done  much,  but  much  more  is 
still  to  be  accomplished.  Will  you  leave 
it  in  the  power  of  posterity  to  say  that 
in  Lombardy  you  have  found  a  Capua  ? 
Let  us  go  on!  We  have  still  forced 
marches  to  make,  enemies  to  subdue, 
laurels  to  gather,  and  insults  to  avenge. 

"  To  re-establish  the  capitol,  and  re- 
erect  the  statues  of  its  heroes ;  to  awake 
the  Roman  people  sunk  under  the  torpor 
of  ages  of  Dondage ; — ^behold  what  re- 
mains to  be  done !  After  accomplishing 
this,  you  will  return  to  your  hearths ; 
and  your  fellow-citizens,  when  they  b^ 
hold  you  pass  them,  will  point  at  you 
and  say — JSe  wa$  a  soldier  of  the  army  of 
Italy  t^ 

Such  language  was  never  before  ad- 
dressed to  a  F^nch  army.  It  excited 
the  soldiers  even  to  delirium.  They 
would  have  followed  him  to  the  ends 
of  the  earth.  Nor  was  such  an  event 
foreign  to  his  thoughts.  The  army  no 
longer  obeyed — it  was  devoted.  It 
was  not  led  by  a  mortal  commander 
—it  followed  a  dem^od. 

When  he  sailed  from  the  shores  of 
Erance,  on  the  celebrated  expedition 
to  Egypt,  the  destination  of  the  fieet 
was  confided  to  none  but  himself.  Its 
course  was  directed  first  to  Malta, 
which,  as  is  well  known,  submitted 
without  resistance.  When  lying  off 
its  harbour,  Bonaparte  thus  addressed 
the  splendid  army  which  floated  around 
him:— 

"  Soldiers !— You  are  a  wing  of  the 
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«rtfay  df  EhglwdL  To*  have  made  war 
on  mountain  and  plain,  and  have  made 
sieges.  It  still  remains  for  you  to  make 
a  maritime  wat.  The  iegions  of  Rome, 
which  you  have  sometimes  imitated,  but 
not  yet  eqaalled,  warred  with  Ciirthage 
by  turns  on  the  ^ea  and  on  the  plw'ns  of 
Zama.  Victory  never  abandoned  them, 
because  th«y  were  brave  in  combat,  paa> 
tieat  under  faliffue,  obedient  to  their 
commanders,  and  firm  against  their  fbes. 
But,  soldiers  !  Europe  has  its  e^es  upon 
you ;  you  have  great  desthiies  to  fulfil, 
battles  to  wage,  and  fatigues  to  suffer." 


When  tte  men  from  tlie  mast  tops 
discovered  the  towers  of  Alexandria, 
Bonaparte  first  announced  to  them  the 
destination  of  the  expedition :— . 

"  Frenchmto  I — Yon  ure  going  to  at- 
tempt conquests,  the  effects  of  which  on 
the  civiiiaatien  and  commerce  of  the 
world  are  incalciilable.  Behold  the  first 
city  we  are  about  to  attack.  It  was 
buUt  by  Alexander." 

As  he  advaxioed  through  Egypt  he 
feoon  perceived  that  he  was  among  a 
people  wlio  were  fanatical^  ignorant, 
and^  vindictive,  who  distrusted  the 
Christians,  but  who  still  more  pro- 
foundly detested  the  insults,  exactions, 
pride,  and  tyranny  of  the  Mamelukes. 
To  flatter  their  prejudices  and  conform 
their  hatsred,  he  addressed  them  in  a 
prodamadon  conceived  in  their  own 
Oriental  style  :— 

''Cadis,  Sheiks,  Imans,  Oharbadgys, 
they  will  say  to  you  that  I  have  come  to 
destroy  •  your  religion  I  Believe  them 
iie%»  Tell  them  that  I  come  to  restore 
your  rights,  and  to  punish  your  usurpers, 
and  that  I,  much  more  than  the  Mame- 
lukes, respect  Qod,  his  prophet,  and  the 
Koran  I 

"  Tell  it  to  the  people  that  all  men 
are  equal  before  God*  Say  that  wisdom, 
talents,  and  virtue,  alone  constitute  the 
di^erenee  between  man  and  man. 

"  Is  there  on  your  land  a  fine  farm  ? 

it  belongs  to  the  Mamelukes.  Is  there 
anywhere  a  beautiiVil  slave,  a  fine  horse, 
a  splendid  house? — they  all  belong  to 
the  Mamelukes,  if  Egypt  be  really 
their  farm,  let  them  show  what  grant 
God  has  given  them  of  it.  But  God  is 
^st  and  merciful  towards  his  people. 
All  Egyptians  have  equal  rights.  Let 
the  most  wise,  the  most  enlightened,  and 
the  most  virtuous  rule,  and  the  people 
will  be  happy. 

**  There  were  in  former  days  among 
you  great  cities,  great  canals,  and  vast 
trade.    What  has  destroyed  all  these. 


if  it  be  not  the  dupMliy,  th«  iiij«tti««^ 
and  the  tyranny  of  the  Mamelukes  ? 

•'Cadis,  Sheika,  Imans,  Charbadgys. 
tell  it  to  the  people  that  we  also  are  true 
Muftsulmaos.  Was  it  not  we  that  sob* 
dued  the  pope,  who  exhorted  nations  to 
war  on  the  Mussulmans  ?  Are  we  act 
also  friends  of  the  Grand  Signer  ? 

"  Thrice  happy  those  who  shall  be  on 
our  side!— happv  those  who  shall  be 
neuter :  they  will  have  time  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  us,  and  to  join  with  ns. 

"  But  woe,  woe  to  those  who  shall 
take  arms  for  the  Maii»einkes,  and  wlio 
shall  combat  against  os  1  For  then 
there  will  be  no  hope  I  They  shaU  Mr- 
ishr  *-  J  p* 

After  quelling  the  revolt  at  Cairo, 
he  availed  himself  of  the  terror  and 
superstition  of  the  Egyptians,  to  pre- 
sent himself  to  them  as  a  superior  be- 
ing, as  a  messenger  of  God,  and  the 
inevitable  instrument  of  Fate  i — 

'*  Sheiks,  Ulemas,  Worshippers  of  Ma- 
homet, tell  the  people  that  those  who 
have  been  my  enemies  shall  have  no  re- 
fuge in  this  world  or  in  tAe  next !  Is 
there  a  man  among  them  so  bihid  as  not 
to  see  Fate  itsen  directing  my  more- 
ments? 

'*  Tdl  the  people  that  since  the  world 
was  a  world,  it  has  been  written,  that  Af- 
ter having  destroyed  the  enemies  of  Is- 
lamism— -after  having  beaten  down  their 
crosses,  I  should  come  from  the  depths 
of  the  west,  to  fulfil  the  task  which  has 
been  committed  to  me.  Show  the  peo- 
ple that  in  the  holy  volume  of  the  Ko- 
ran, in  more  than  twenty  places,  what 
happens  has  been  foretold,  and  what  will 
happen  is  likewise  written. 

*'  I  can  call  each  of  vou  to  account  for 
the  most  hidden  thoughts  of  your  heart; 
for  I  know  all,  even  uie  things  you  hjive 
not  whispered  to  another.  But  a  day 
will  come  when  all  the  world  will  plainly 
see  that  I  am  conducted  by  orders  from 
above,  and  that  no  efforts  can  prevail 
against  me  1" 

Where  Charlatanism  was  the  wea- 
pon most  elective,  he  there  scrupled 
not  to  wield  it  iot  the  at^ainmeBt  of 
his  ends. 

Aftei*  the  18th  Bramaire,  snntnmd- 
ed  by  his  brilliant  stafiT,  he  apostro- 
phised  the  Directory  with  the  hau^ty 
tone  of  a  master  who  demands  an  ac- 
count of  his  servants,  and  as  though 
he  were  abeady  absolute  sovereign  of 
France ; — 

"  What  have  yon  done  with  that 
France  which  1  left  you  surrounded  with 
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•Qch  splendour  ?  I  left  yoa  peace-^I  re  - 
turn  and  find  war.  I  left  jou  the  millions 
of  Italj — I  return  and  find  spoliation  and 
misery  1  What  hare  you  done  with  the 
hundred  thousand  brave  French,  my 
companions  in  arms,  in  glory,  and  in 

toil  ?      ThET  ABM  DEAD  V^ 

Bonaparte  was  remarkable  for  con- 
temptuously breaking  through  the  tra- 
ditions of  military  practice.  Thus,  on 
the  eve  of  the  battle  of  Ansterlitz,  he 
adopted  the  startling  and  unusual 
course  of  disclosing  the  plan  of  his 
campaign  to  the  private  soldiers  of  his 
srmy  :.— 

"  The  Russians/*  said  he,  **  want  to 
turn  my  right,  and  they  will  present  to 
me  their  flank.  Soldiers,  I  will  myself 
direct  all  your  battalions  ;  depend  upon 
me  to  keep  myself  far  from  the  fire,  so 
long  as,  with  your  accustomed  bravery, 
you  bring  disorder  and  confusion  into 
the  enemy's  ranks ;  but,  if  victory  were 
for  one  moment  uncertain,  you  would 
see  me  in  the  foremost  ranks,  to  expose 
myself  to  their  attack.  There  will  be 
the  honour  of  the  French  infantry — the 
first  infantry  in  the  world.  This  victory 
will  terminate  your  campaie^,  and  then 
the  peace  we  shall  make  will  be  worthy 
of  France,  of  you,  and  of  me !" 

What  grandeur,  combined  with  what 
pride,  we  find  in  these  last  words  I 

His  speech  after  the  battle  is  also  a 
che/'traeuvre  of  military  eloquence.  He 
declares  his  contentment  with  his  sol- 
diers— ^he  walks  through  their  ranks — 
he  reminds  them  who  they  have  con- 
quered, what  they  have  done,  and  what 
will  be  said  of  them ;  but  not  one  word 
does  he  utter  of  their  chiefs.  The 
emperor  and  the  soldiers-^France  for 
a  perspective — ^peace  for  a  reward— 
and  glory  for  a  recollection  I  What  a 
commencement,  and  what  a  termina- 
tioiit— 

*•  Soldiers  I  I  am  content  with  you ; 
you  have  covered  your  eagles  with  im- 
mortal glory.  An  army  of  one  hundred 
thousand  men,  commanded  by  the  empe- 
rors of  Russia  and  of  Austria,  have  been, 
in  less  than  four  hours,  cut  to  pieces 
and  dispersed  ;  whoever  has  escaped 
Your  sword  h&s  been  drowned  in  the 
lakes.  Forty  stand  of  colours  —  the 
standards  of  the  imperial  guard  of  Rus- 
sia— one  hundred  and  twenty  pieces  of 
cannon,  twenty  generals,  and  more  than 
thirtt  thousand  prisoners  are  the  results 
of  this  day,  for  ever  celebrated.  That 
infantryy  w  much  boasted  of,  and  in 


numbers  so  superior  to  yoti,  eotdd  not 
resist  your  shock,  and  henceforth  you 
have  no  longer  any  rivals  to  fear. 
*'  Soldiers  1  when  the  French  people 

f  laced  upon  my  head  the  imperial  crown, 
entrusted  myself  to  vou ;  1  relied  upon 
you  to  maintain  it  in  the  high  splendour 
and  glory,  which  alone  can  five  it  value 
in  my  eyes.  Soldiers  I  I  wifi  soon  bring 
you  back  to  France ;  there  you  will  be 
the  obiect  of  my  most  tender  solicitude^ 
It  will  be  sufiioient  for  you  to  say,  *  I 
was  at  the  battle  of  AutterlUZf*  in  order 
that  your  countrymen  may  answer^ 
*VoilaMnbraoet'" 

On  the  anniversary  of  this  battle, 
he  used  to  recapitulate  with  pleasure 
the  accumolatea  spoils  that  rell  into 
the  hands  of  the  French,  and  he  used 
to  indame  their  ardour  against  the 
Prussians  by  the  recollection  of  those 
victories;  thus,  on  the  morning  of 
another  fight,  he  apostrophisea  his 
soldiers  in  the  following  manner:— 
*' Those,"  pointmg  to  the  enemy, 
**  and  yourselves,  are  you  not  still  the 


soldiers  of  Austerlitz  ? 
stroke  of  a  master. 


This  was  the 


'*  Soldiers  I  it  is  ta>day  one  year,  this 
rery  hour,  that  yon  were  on  the  memor* 
able  field  of  Austerlitz.  The  Russian 
battalions  fled  terrified ;  their  allies 
were  destroved ;  their  strong  placM, 
their  capitals,  their  mafasines,  their 
arsenals,  two  hundred  and  eighty  stand- 
ards, seven  hundred  pieoes  of  cannon, 
five  grand  fortified  places,  were  in  your 
power.  The  Oder,  the  Warta,  the  de- 
serts of  Poland,  the  bad  weather,  no- 
thing has  stopped  you.  All  have  fied 
at  your  approach.  The  French  eagle 
soars  over  the  Vistula ;  the  brave  and 
unfortunate  Poles  ima^ne  that  they  see 
again  the  legions  of  SooieskL 

"  Soldiers  1  we  will  not  lay  down  our 
arms  until  a  general  peace  has  restored 
to  our  commerce  its  liberty  and  its 
colonies.  We  have,  on  the  Elbe  and 
the  Oder,  recovered  Pondiohery,  our 
Indian  establishments,  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  and  the  Spanish  oolomes.  Who 
shall  give  to  the  Russians  the  hope  to 
resist  destiny  ?  These  and  yourselves. 
Axe  we  not  the  soldiers  of  Austerlitz  ?" 

He  commenced  the  Prussian  cam- 
psdgn  b^  a  speech  that  burned  and 
flashed  like  lightning  itself— 

**  Soldiers !  I  am  in  the  midst  of  yon. 
Tou  are  the  vanguard  of  a  great  people 
You  must  not  return  to  ^anoe  unless 
you  return  under  triumphal  arches. 
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What  I  shall  it  be  said  that  you  have 
braved  the  seasons,  the  deep,  the  de- 
serts, conquered  Europe,  several  timea 
coalesced  against  you,  carried  your 
glory  from  the  East  to  the  West,  only 
to  return  to  your  country  like  fugitives, 
and  to  hear  it  said  that  the  French 
eagle  had  taken  flight,  terrified  at  the 
aspect  of  the  Prussian  armies  ?  Let  us 
advance,  then ;  and  since  our  modera- 
tion has  not  awakened  them  from  their 
astonishing  intoxication,  let  them  learn 
that  if  it  is  easy  to  obtain  any  increase 
of  power  from  the  friendship  of  a  great 
people,  its  enmity  is  more  terrible  than 
the  tempests  of  the  ocean." 

On  the  eve  of  his  celebrated  entry 
into  Berlin,  he  excited  the  pride  of 
his  troops  by  placing  before  tnem  the 
rapidity  of  their  march,  and  the  gran- 
deur of  their  triumphs  :— 

"The  forests,  the  defiles  of  Fran- 
conia,  the  Saale,  and  the  Elbe,  which 
your  fathers  had  not  traversed  in  seven 
years,  you  have  traversed  in  seven  days, 
and  in  this  interval  you  have  fought  four 
fights  and  one  pitched  battle.  You 
have  sent  the  renown  of  your  victories 
before  you  to  Potsdam  and  to  Berlin. 
You  have  made  sixty  thousand  prison- 
ers, taken  sixty-five  standards,  six 
hundred  pieces  of  cannon,  three  for- 
tresses, and  more  than  twenty  generals ; 
and  yet  nearly  one-half  of  you  still 
lament  not  having^ fired  a  shot.  All  the 
provinces  of  the  Prussian  monarchy,  as 
far  as  the  banks  of  the  Oder,  will  be  in 
youp  power." 

It  is  true,  and  it  will  occur  to  every 
inind,  that  a  larffe  part  of  the  force  of 
this  eloquence  of  tne  camp  in  the  case 
of  Bonaparte,  depended  on  the  as- 
tounding character  of  the  facts  which 
he  had  the  power  of  repeating.  Even 
now,  after  these  miracles  of  military 
prowess  have  been  repeated  in  as 
many  versions  by  an  hundred  con- 
temporary historians  in  every  living 
language,  we  cannot  read  these  simple 
references  to  them  without  beuig 
overwhelmed  with  amazement.  The 
narrative  of  them  borders  often  on 
the  impossible,  and  forcibly  impresses 
us  with  the  justness  of  the  adage,  that 
truth  is  often  more  wonderful  than 
fiction,  and  that  the  hbtorian  has 
often  to  record  that  from  which  the 
novelist  would  shrink. 

At  Eylau,  he  thus  honoured  the 
n^orv  of  his  brave  warriors  who 


''Yon  have  marched  anihist  tiie 
enemv,  and  yon  have  pursued  him,  your 
swords  in  his  reins,  over  a  space  of 
eightjr  leagues.  You  have  taken  from 
him  sixty-five  pieces  of  cannon,  sixteen 
standards,  and  killed,  wounded,  or  cap. 
.tured,  more  than  forty-five  thoostnd 
men.  Our  braves  who  have  remained  on 
the  field  of  battle  have  died  a  glorioos 
death.  Theirs  is  the  death  of  troe 
soldiers."* 

At  Friediand,  he  again  apostro- 
phised his  army  :— 

"In  ten  days  you  have  taken  out 
hundred  and  twenty  pieces  of  cannon, 
seven  standards,  killed,  wounded,  or 
captured  sixty  thousand  Russian  pri- 
soners ;  taken  from  the  enemy  all  its 
hospitals,  all  its  magazines,  all  its  am- 
bulances, the  fortress  of  Koenigsbnrg, 
the  three  hundred  vessels  that  were  m 
the  port,  laden  with  every  species  of 
mumtions,  and  one  hundred  and  sixty 
thousand  muskets  that  England  had 
sent  to  arm  our  enemies.  From  tlie 
banks  of  the  Vistula  you  have  passed  to 
those  of  the  Niemen,  with  the  rapidity 
of  'the  eagle.  You  celebrated  at  Aus- 
terlitz  the  anniversary  of  my  corona^ 
tion ;  you  have  this  year  celebrated  here 
the  anniversary  of  Marengo.  Soldiers 
of  the  grand  army  of  France,  vou  hare 
been  worthy  of  yourselves  and'of  mol' 

In  1809,  when  prepared  to  punish 
Austria  for  her  treachery,  he  again 
adopted  the  bold  and  unexpected 
course  of  confiding  to  the  army  his 
great  designs.  He  mingled  amongst 
the  soldiers,  and  made  £em  share  W8 
spirit  of  his  vengeance ;  he  never  al- 
lowed himself  to  be  separated  fitmi 
them,  and  made  his  cause  their  caase. 
What  a  military  elan  there  is  in  the 
following  speech  I— 

"  Soldiers !  I  was  surrounded  by  yoa 
when  the  sovereign  of  Austria  came  to 
my  bivouac  in  Moravia ;  you  heard  him 
Implore  my  clemency,  and  swear  eternal 
friendship  for  me,  his  victor  in  three 
campaigns.  Austria  owed  everything 
to  our  generosity ;  three  times  has  she 
perjured  herself.  Our  past  successes 
are  a  sure  guarantee  of  the  victories 
that  await  us;  forward,  then,  and  let 
the  enemy  acknowledge  its  conqueror  in 
our  very  aspect." 

It  was  with  a  like  ardour  he  Ani- 
mated the  army  sent  to  Naples  against 
the  English.  His  speech  appeared  to 
move  with  the  pas  de  charge  .-.^ 
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<*  Soldiers  1  march ;  throw  yourselves 
upon  them  in  a  torrent,  if  these  feeble 
battalions  of  the  tyrants  of  the  deep  will 
eren  wait  for  your  approach.  Do  not 
wait  to  inform  me  that  the  sanctity  of 
treaties  has  been  vindicated,  and  that 
the  manes  of  my  brave  soldiers,  mur- 
dered in  the  ports  of  Sicily,  on  their  re- 
turn from  Egypt,  after  having  escaped 
all  the  perils  of  the  deep,  of  the  deserts, 
and  of  a  hundred  fights,  have  at  last 
been  appeased  I" 

It  was  also  to  beat. down  the  power 
of  his  implacable  and  eternal  enemy, 
that  he  harangued  the  army  of  Grer- 
many^  on  its  return^  and  that  he 
opened  before  its  view  the  conquest  of 
Spain:— 

**  Soldiers  I  after  having  triumphed 
on  the  Danube  and  the  Vistula,  you 
have  traversed  Germany  by  forced 
marches — I  order  you  now  to  traverse 
France  without  a  moment's  repose. 
Soldiers!  I  have  need  of  you.  The 
hideous  presence  of  the  leopard  defiles 
the  peninsula  of  Spain  ana  Portugal ; 
let  it  fly  terrified  at  your  look.  Carry 
your  victorious  eagles  even  to  the  co- 
lumns of  Hercules ;  there,  also,  you 
have  treachery  to  revenge.  Soldiers  ! 
you  have  surpassed  the  renown  of 
modem  armies,  but  have  you  equalled 
the  elories  of  the  legions  of  Rome,  who, 
in  the  same  campaign,  triumphed  on 
the  Rhine  and  on  tne  Euphrates,  in 
Illyria  and  on  the  Tagus  ?" 

Let  ns  now  pass  to  the  penultimate 
act  of  this  gorgeous  drama.  Behold  1 
tlie  scene  is  the  court  of  Fontainbleau. 
Listen  to  his  solemn  adieux  to  the 
faithful  remains  of  his  army — ^to  those 
soldiers  who  could  not  bring  them- 
selyes  voluntarily  to  separate  from 
their  general,  and  who^  were  weeping 
around  him.  Antiquity  affords  no 
scene  at  once  so  heart-rending  and  so 
solemn:— 

'*  Soldiers !  I  make  you  my  adieux. 
For  twenty  years,  that  we  have  been 
together,  I  have  been  content  with  you  I 
I  have  always  found  you  on  the  road  to 
glory.  All  the  powers  of  Europe  are 
armed  against  me  alone ;  some  of  my 

fenerals  have  betrayed  their  duty  and 
'ranee.  France  has  deserved  other 
destinies.  With  you  and  the  other  braves 
who  have  remained  faithful  to  me  I  could 
have  mahitained  a  civil  war,  but  France 
would  have  been  unhappy.  Be  faithful 
to  your  new  king — ^be  obedient  to  your 
new  cbie& — ana  do  not  abandon  your 


dear  country.  Do  not  lament  my  fate. 
I  shall  be  happy  so  long  as  I  know  that 
you  also  are  nappy.  I  might  have  died. 
If  I  have  consented  to  live,  it  is  still  to 
your  glory.  I  will  write  the  great  deeds 
that  you  have  done.  I  cannot  embrace 
you  all,  but  I  embrace  your  general. 
Come,  General  Petit,  let  me  press  you 
to  my  heart.  Bring  me  that  Eagle, 
and  let  me  embrace  it  also.  Ah  1  dear 
Eagle,  may  this  kbs  which  I  give  vou 
be  remembered  by  posterity.  Adieu, 
my  children.  My  prayers  will  always 
accompany  you.  Preserve  my  me- 
mory r* 

He  departed,  and  in  the  island  of 
Elba  he  organized  that  expedition^ 
the  mere  narrative  of  which  seems  aL. 
most  fabulous. 

He  had  not  yet  set  foot  on  the 
shores  of  France^  when  already,  from 
the  deck  of  that  frail  skiff  "  which 
bore  Caesar  and  his  fortunes,"  he  gave 
to  the  winds  and  the  waves  his  cele- 
brated proclamation.  He  evoked  be- 
fore the  eyes  of  his  soldiers  the  images 
of  a  hundred  fights,  and  sent  his  eagles 
before  him,  as  the  harbingers  of  his 
triumphant  return : — 

"  Soldiers !  in  my  exile  I  heard  your 
voice.  We  have  not  been  conauered, 
but  betrayed.  We  must  forget  that  wo 
have  been  the  masters  of  nations,  but 
we  must  not  allow  others  to  minele  them- 
selves in  our  affairs.  Who  shall  pre- 
tend to  be  master  in  our  country  ?  Re- 
sume those  eagles  that  you  had  at  Ulm, 
at  Austerlitz,  at  Jena,  at  MontmiraU. 
The  veterans  of  the  army  of  the  Sam- 
bre  and  the  Mouse,  of  the  Rhine,  of 
Italy,  of  Egypt,  of  the  west,  of  the 
grand  army,  are  humiliated.  Come, 
place  yourselves  under  the  flag  of  your 
chief.  Victory  will  march  at  the  pa$  de 
charge.  The  eagle,  with  the  national 
flag  shall  fly  from  steeple  to  steeple, 
until  she  lights  on  the  towers  of  Notre 
Darner 

On  the  morrow  of  hia  arriyal  at  the 
Tuilleries>  and  amidst  the  astonish- 
ment which  followed  that  nif  ht  of  en- 
thusiasm and  intoxication,  he  called 
his  old  guard  around  its  flag,  and  pre- 
sented to  it  his  brave  companions  of 
the  island  of  Elba : — 

"  Soldiers !  behold  the  officers  of  the 
battalion  who  have  accompanied  me  in 
misfortune.  They  are  all  my  friends — 
they  were  dear  to  my  heart:  wherever 
I  saw  them,  they  represented  to  me  the 
different  regiments  of  the  army.  Among 
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these  six  hundred  veteran  companions 
were  men  of  all  the  regiments.  All  re- 
minded me  of  those  great  days,  the  me- 
mory of  which  is  so  dear  to  me — ^for  all 
were  covered  with  honourable  wounds, 
received  in  those  memorable  battles. 
In  loving  them  I  loved  you  all.  Soldiers 
of  the  French  army !  they  bring  you 
back  those  eagles,  which  will  serve  you 
as  a  rallying  point.  In  giving  them  to 
the  Guard,  1  give  them  to  the  whole 
army.  Treason  and  unhappy  circum- 
stances have  coyered  them  for  a  time 
with  mourning;  but,  thanks  to  the 
French  people  and  to  you,  tbey  reap- 
pear, resplendent  with  all  their  former 
glory.  Swear  that  thej  shall  be  found 
always  whereyer  the  mterests  of  the 
country  shall  call  them.  Let  the  trai- 
tors and  those  who  invade  our  territory 
never  be  able  to  stand  before  their 
looks.** 

Some  days  afterwards,  at  the  assem- 
bly in  the  Champs  de  Mars,  he  speaks 
not  of  the  glory  of  the  battles,  nor  of 
the  devotion  of  the  soldiers,  but,  being 
in  the  presence  of  tlie  people  and  of 
the  legislative  bodies,  ne  extols  the 
grand  principle  of  tJbe  national  sove- 
reignty : — 

**  Emperor,  consul,  soldier— I  hold  aU 
from  the  people.  In  prosperity,  in  ad- 
versity, on  the  battle-neld,  at  the  coun« 
cil-board,  on  the  throne,  in  exile,  France 
has  ever  been  the  only  and  constant  ob- 
ject of  my  thoughts  and  of  my  actions. 
Like  that  king  of  Athens,  I  sacrificed 
myself  for  my  people,  in  the  hope  of 
seeing  realised  the  promise  given,  to 
preserve  for  Franco  its  national  integ- 
rity, its  honour,  and  its  repose." 

On  the  meeting  of  the  Chambers, 
he  addressed  them,  conjuriuj^  them  to 
forget  their  quarrels  in  the  face  of  the 
imminent  danger  of  the  nation  :— 

"  Let  us  not  imitate  the  example  of 
the  lower  empire,  which,  pursued  on  all 
sides  by  barbarians,  exposed  itself  to 
the  langhter  of  posterity,  by  occupying 
itself  with  paltry  dissensions  at  the  mo« 
ment  when  the  battering  ram  struck  on 
the  walls  of  the  city.  It  is  in  difficult 
times  that  great  nations,  like  great 
men,  develop  all  the  energy  of  their 
characters." 

FaUing  unexpectedly  amongst  the 
army,  he  recalled  to  its  recollection 
that  it  ought  not  to  allow  itself  to  be 
alarmed  by  the  ffreat  numbers  of  its 
enemies ;  uiat  it  £ad  atrodoas  insults 


to  avenge;  that  smrotrnding  tuitions 
were  impatient  to  shake  tS  me  yoke, 
and  to  combat  the  same  enemies : — 

•*  These,  and  ourselves — are  we  no 
longer  the  same  men.  Soldiers  !  at  Jena, 
agfunst  these  same  Prussians,  now  so 
arrogant,  'you  were  one  against  two, 
and,  at  Montmirail,  yotl  were  one 
afi[ainst  three.  Let  those  among  you 
who  have  been  prisoners  with  the  Eng- 
lish tell  you  the  tele  of  their  prison- 
ships,  and  of  the  frightful  evils  that 
they  have  suffered. 

•'^The  Saxons,  the  Belgians,  the  Ha- 
Aoverians,  the  soldiers  of  the  Confede- 
ration of  the  Rhine,  groan  at  being 
obliged  to  lend  their  arms  to  prinoet 
who  are  hostile  to  justice  and  the  peo» 
ple*s  rights.** 

And  when  all  was  finished— when 
the  lightning  of  Waterloo  bad  struck 
him,  how  touching  were  his  last  woids 
to  Ids  army  1 — 

"Soldiers!**  said  he,  "I  will  follow 
your  steps,  although  absent.  It  was 
the  country  you  served  in  obeying  me ; 
and  if  I  have  had  any  share  in  your 
affections,  I  owe  it  to  my  ardent  love 
for  France— our  common  mother.  Sol- 
diers !  some  few  efforts  more,  and  the 
coalition  will  be  dissolved.  Napoleon 
will  be  grateful  to  you  for  the  blows  you 
are  going  to  give.** 

From  on  board  the  Bellerophon, 
anchored  in  British  waters,  he  ad- 
dressed the  foUowing  letter  to  the 
Prince  Eegent ; — 

««Yoim  RoTAi.  HiGttirE8«,--0Ter. 
come  by  the  factions  which  divide  »y 
country,  and  by  the  hostility  of  tt» 
great  powers  of  Europe,  1  have  termi- 
nated my  political  career,  and  I  come, 
like  Themistochss  of  old,  to  sit  down  at 
the  hearth  of  the  British  people.  I  place 
myself  under  the  protection  of  their 
laws,  which  I  claim  from  your  Royal 
Highness,  as  the  most  powerfy,  the 
most  constant,  and  the  most  generous 
of  my  enemies." 

At  St.  Helena,  his  imagination  re- 
traced his  past  life,  reverted  to  Egypt 
and  the  East,  and  the  brilliant  recol- 
lections of  his  youth. 

*'  I  should  have  done  better,**  said  he, 
Btrikine  his  forehead,  '*aot  to  have 
quitted  Egypt.  Arabia  waited  for  a 
hero.  With  the  French  in  reserre,  and 
the  Arabians  asd  Sgyptians  IM  •■» 
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iliariM,  I  shovld  bare  rendered  myftelf 
mmster  of  India,  and  Bhould  now  hare 
been  emperor  of  all  the  East." 

Pwelling  still  on  this  grand  idea, 
he  nsed  to  say-^ 

"  St.  Jean  d*Acre  taken,  the  French 
army  wonld  hare  flown  to  Damascus 
and  Aleppo,  and,  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eve,  woafd  have  been  on  the  Euphrates. 
The  Christians  of  Syria,  the  Druses, 
the  Armenians,  would  have  joined  it. 
The  population  was  about  to  be  shaken. 
I  should  have  reached  Constantinople 
and  India ;  and  I  should  have  changed 
the  face  of  the  world." 

Then,  as  if  lifierty,  fkirer  than  the 
empire  of  the  world,  had  shed  on  him 
H  new  Hght^  he  exclaimed— 

'<  The  great  and  noble  truths  of  the 
French  revolution  will  endure  for  ever. 
We  have  covered  them  with  so  much 
lostre,  associated  them  with  such  menu* 
meats  and  such  prodigies — ^we  have 
washed  away  their  first  stains  with 
waves  of  glorv.  They  are  immortal ; 
issuing  from  the  tribune,  cemented  by 
the  blood  of  battles,  adorned  with  the 
laurels  of  victory,  saluted  with  the  ac- 
clamations of  the  people  and  of  nations, 
sanctioned  by  treaties,  they  can  never 
retrograde.  They  liye  in  Great  Bri- 
tain, they  are  resplendent  in  America, 
they  are  nationalized  in  France.  Behold 
the  tripod  from  which  will  issue  the  light 
of  the  world  r 

Images  of  war  floated  continually 
before  Ids  imagination  daring  the  ma* 
ladies  whidi  preceded  his  death. 

**  Go,  my  friends,**  he  used  to  say, 
*<  and  revisit  your  families  ;  as  for  me, 
I  shall  see  again  my  brave  companions 
in  the  elysium  of  futurity.  Yes  I  Kleber, 
Dessaix,  Bessi^res,  Duroc,  Ney,  Murat, 
Massena,  Berthier,  all  will  como  to 
meet  me.  When  they  see  me,  they  will 
be  wild  with  enthusiasm  and  glory  ;  we 
shall  talk  of  our  wars  with  the  Scipios, 
the  Hannibals,  the  Csesars,  the  Frede- 
ricks, unless,"  added  he,  with  a  smile, 
« the  people  there  below  should  be  afraid 
to  see  so  many  warriors  together.** 

In  an  excess  of  delirium,  which  oc- 
curred during  his  illness,  he  imagined 
that  he  was  at  the  head  of  the  army  of 
Italy,  and  that  he  heard  the  drums 
beating.     He  exclaimed, 

"  Stdngely  Dessaix,  Massena,  away, 


away»  ron-^to  the  charge  t-^hey  are 
ours  r* 

Pondering  on  his  melancholy  situa- 
tion on  the  rock  of  St.  Helena,  he  used 
to  soliloquise— 

"  Another  Prometheus,  I  am  nailed 
to  a  rock,  where  a  vulture  devours  me. 
Yes  !  I  had  robbed  fire  from  heaven  to 
ffive  it  to  France;  the  fire  has  returned 
to  its  source,  and  behold  me  here !  The 
love  of  glory  is  like  that  bridge  which 
Satan  threw  over  chaos  to  pass  from 
hell  to  paradise :  glorv  joins  the  past  to 
the  future,  from  whicn  it  is  separated 
by  an  immense  abyss.  Nothing  remains 
for  my  son  save  my  name.** 

The  concluding  words  of  his  testa- 
ment were  markra  by  his  usual  elo- 
quence. 

**  1  desire,*'  said  he,  *'  that  my  ashes 
may  repose  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine, 
in  the  midst  of  the  people  whom  I  have 
so  much  loved.** 

But  let  us  now  endeavour  to  dispel 
the  illusions  created  by  the  sublimity 
of  his  genius,  and  to  look  at  Kapoleon 
as  he  will  be  viewed  by  the  wisdom 
of  posterity. 

As  a  statesman,  he  had  at  once  too 
much  genius  and  too  much  ambition 
to  la^  down  the  supreme  power,  and 
to  reign  under  any  master  whatever, 
be  it  parliament,  people,  or  kinff. 

As  a  warrior,  he  fell  from  the  ttirone, 
not  for  having  refused  to  re-establish 
l^itimacy,  not  for  having  smothered 
liberty,  but  as  a  consequence  of  con« 
quest.  He  was  not,  and  he  could  not 
be,  either  a  Monk  or  a  Washington, 
for  the  simplest  of  all  reasons,  that  he 
was  a  Napoleon. 

He  reigned  as  reign  all  the  powers 
of  this  world,  by  the  force  of  his  prin- 
ciple ;  he  perished,  as  perish  all  powers 
of  this  world,  by  the  violence  and  the 
abuse  of  his  principle. 

Greater  than  Alexander,  Charle- 
magne, Peter,  or  Frederick,  he,  like 
them,  has  imprinted  his  name  on  an 
age  ;  like  them,  he  was  a  legislator ; 
lue  them,  he  established  an  empire ; 
and  his  memory,  which  is  universal, 
lives  imder  the  tent  of  the  Arab,  and 
crosses,  with  the  canoes  of  the  Indian, 
the  far  waters  of  Oceania.  The  peo- 
ple of  France,  who  forget  so  soon,  have 
retained  nothing  of  uiat  revolution, 
which  disturbed  the  world,  except  his 
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name.  The  soldiers^  in  their  discourses 
of  the  bivouac,  speak  of  no  other  cap- 
tain ;  and  when  they  pass  through  our 
cities,  direct  their  eyes  to  no  other 
image. 

When  the  people  accomplished  the 
rcTolution  of  July»  the  flag,  all  soiled 
with  dust,  which  was  unfurled  by  the 
soldier-artisans — ^the  chiefs  of  the  in- 
surrection— was  the  flag  surmounted 
by  the  French  ea^le — it  was  the  flag 
of  Austerlitz,  of  Jena,  and  of  Wa- 
gram,  and  not  that  of  Jemappes  or 
Gleurus ;  it  was  the  flag  that  was  un- 
furled in  the  squares  of  Lisbon,  of 
Vienna,  of  Berlin,  at  Rome,  at  Mos- 
cow, and  not  that  which  floated  over 
the  federation  of  the  Champs  de  Mars. 
It  was  the  flag  riddled  by  the  bullets 
of  Waterloo ;  it  was  the  flag  which 
the  emperor  embraced  atFontambleau, 
when  he  bade  adieu  to  his  old  ^uard; 
it  was  the  flag  which  had  shaded  his 
expiring  brow  at  St.  Helena-— it  was, 
in  one  word — ^the  flao  of  Napoleon. 

He — ^this  man — ^had  dispelled  the 
popidar  illusion  which  attached  itself 
to  the  blood  of  kings — sovereignty, 
majesty,  and  power.  He  raised  the 
people  in  their  own  esteem,  by  showing 
to  tnem  kings,  descended  from  kings, 
at  the  foot  of  a  king  who  had  sprung 
from  the  people.  He  so  overwhelmed 
hereditary  monarchs,  by  placing  them 
in  juxtO'position  with  himself — he  so 
oppressed  them  with  his  own  great- 
ness, that,  in  taking  them  one  by  one, 
all  these  kings,  and  all  these  emperors, 
and  bringing  ^em  beside  himself,  that 
they  were  scarcely  perceivable,  so 
small  and  obscure  aid  they  become  by 
the  comparison  with  this  Colossus. 


But  let  us  listen  to  what  the  severe 
voice  of  history  will  pronounce  against 
him: 

He  dethroned  the  soverei^ty  of  the 
people.  The  emperor  of  &e  Frendi 
republic,  he  became  a  despot — he  threw 
the  weight  of  his  sword  mto  the  scales 
of  the  law — ^he  incarcerated  individual 
liberty  in  his  state  prisons — he  stifled 
the  lioerty  of  the  press,  by  the  ^ags  of 
the  censorship — he  violated  truu  by 
jury— he  trampled  under  his  feet  tlie 
tribunals,  the  legislative  bodies,  and 
the  senate — he  depopulated  the  work- 
shops and  the  fields---he  engrafted  on 
the  army  a  new  noblesse,  whidi  soon 
became  more  insupportable  than  the 
ancient  one,  because  it  had  neither  tiie 
same  imtiquitf  nor  the  same  presU^ ; 
he  levied  arbitrary  taxes — ^he  desired 
that  in  the  whole  empire  there  should 
be  but  one  voice-— Au  voice  ;  andbntone 
law,  hU  wiU.  The  capital,  ih&  cities, 
the  armies,  the  fleets,  the  palaces,  the 
museums,  the  magistrates,  the  citizens, 
became  Ids  capitol,  Ms  cities,  Ms  ar- 
mies, Aufleets,  Aifpalaces,  tomusemns, 
kis  magistrates,  and  his  subjects.  He 
drew  the  nation  out  to  conflict  and  to 
battle,  where  we  have  nothing  left  re- 
markable save  the  insolence  of  our  vie* 
tories,  our  corpses,  and  our  gold.  Li 
fine,  afler  havmg  besieged  the  forts  of 
Cadiz — after  having  in  his  hands  the 
keys  of  Lisbon,  of  Madrid,  of  Vienna, 
of  Berlin,  of  Naples,  and  of  Rome- 
after  having  made  the  pavement  of 
Moscow  tremble  imder  the  wheels  of 
his  artillery,  he  left  France  less  great 
than  he  found  her — ^bleedinff  with  her 
wounds,  dismantled  of  her  fortresses, 
naked,  impoverished,  and  humiliated. 
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LATB  OF  ICAKT  LANDS— .NO.  m. 

tit  (&9it\i^* 
(fBOM  the  IBI6H  OF  DERUOT  o'SULLIVAN.) 


O  !  a  time  .  .  .  there  once  was,  ...  in  the  country  of  King  Heber 
When  the  Irish  yet  were  Men,  and  would  scorn  to  bear  what  we  bear. 
Farmers  wouldn't  sell  their  stock  then  for  a  little  rent  in  hand. 
For  the  Graels,  the  Gaels, 
The  Gaels  were  then  aliye  in  the  land  I 

n. 

They  ate  their  own  fat  oxen  ;  they  kept  at  home  their  poultry; 
They  had  no  cleaves  for  cherries  then — the  produce  of  some  sole  tree. 
The  milk  was  for  the  family — it  was  piggined  in  and  canned, 
When  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
The  Gaels  were  still  alive  in  the  land. 

m. 

They  were  not  yet  down  to  tea,  nor  up  to  snuff,  as  we  are. 
That  they  sported  no  silk  handkerchiefs,  I  think,  is  pretty  cle— 4U*. 
And,  as  to  tans,  the  women  then  were — ^wind-and-tempest  fanned. 
While  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
While  the  Gaels  were  alive  in  the  land. 

rv. 

Our  squires  were  not  yet  booted,  nor,  I  fancy,  pasteboard-hatted. 
Neck-strangulation  wasn't  known,  for  men  went  uncravatted ; 
And  people  scorned  a  tongue  that  only  geese  cotdd  understand,* 
when  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
When  the  Gaels  were  yet  lords  in  the  land. 

V. 

The  corset  and  the  stays  were  undreamt  of  by  the  slattern. 
And.  the  milliner  wasn't  overworked  for  **  a  gownd  on  that  new  pattern." 
None  tripped  it  then  in  high-heeled  slippers,  tied  with  silken  band. 
For  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
The  Gaels  were  yet  alive  in  the  land. 

VI. 

The  girls,  I  warrant  you,  were  busy  cooking,  spinning,  stitching ; 
The  hind  had  something  better  than  a  groat  a-day  for  ditching ; 
Rents  were  not  piud  up  so  punctually — ^they  were  seldom  in  demand 
When  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
When  the  Gaels  yet  lived  in  the  land  I 


*  The  sibilant  peculiarities  of  the  English  language  are,  of  course,  alluded  to 
here. 
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vn. 


O  l^ifi  Tanks  were  Happy  then,  were  gay  and  gladsome-hearted. 
With  hope  and  health,  with  wine  and  wealth,  and  more  long  since  depaarted. 
The  blind  old  Bard  enjoyed  the  regard  of  the  Chief  and  Dame  so  bland 
When  the  Gaels,  the  Graels, 
When  the  Gaels  were  aJive  in  the  land  I 


But  let  me  dwell  no  more  here  on  virtues  often  vaunted ; 
The  charity,  thepiety,  that  God*s  rich  love  implanted 
In  the  souls  of  High  and  Low  were  known  from  strand  to  strand 
When  the  Gaels,  the  Gaels, 
When  the  Gaels  were  alive  in  the  land. 


May  that  good  God  ere  long  redeem  from  her  disasters 
Our  sick  and  groaning  country,  and  put  down  her  cruel  masters ! 
May  he  banish  far  the  Saxon  and  his  gory  slaughter-brand. 
And  bring  back  the  great  Gaels, 
Bring  the  Gaels  back  again  to  our  land  1 

(from  TQB  8|:RVXAI7  0?  OBRAPOVICH.) 


Two  tall  pine-trees  flourished  on  a  plain. 
And  a  rose-tree  bloomed  atween  the  twain. 
Were  those  pine-trees  and  was  this  a  rose  ? 
Rose-tree  this  was  not,  nor  ^ine-trees  those. 
All  were  children  of  one  loving  mother ; 
Two  were  youths  ;  a  damsel  was  the  other. 
Thus  the  youths  were  named, — Raddlf  and  Faul,.^ 
And  their  lovely  sister's  name  was  liver. 
Cordially  both  brothers  loved  the  maiden  : 
And  her  IjHjndred-windowed  house  and  hall 
With  rich  gifts  and  golden  gauds  were  laden ; 
And  oh  I  how  she  prized  them,  lovely  liver  I 
Till,  one  sunny  Easter  morning  eply, 
Paul,  a  Vaivode  then  in  Anadoli, 
Sent  her,  cased  in  figured  gold,  a  pearly- 
Hafted  knife  of  dazzling  Turkish  silver. 
Ill-starred  gift,  unmeet  for  day  so  holy  1 

Now,  when  FauVs  young  wifo  she  came  to  hear  this 

Wrath  flamed  in  her  breast  well  nigh  to  burn  it ; 
**  Human  insult  never  yet  came  near  this  I 

Love  1  his  love  1 1  scorn  it  and  I  spurn  it  I 
But,  Revenge !  RevenffC  1  'tis  this  I  want  I" 
Straight  she  hasted  to  Kadulfs  young  wife — , 
*'  Sister,"  spake  she,  with  a  tempest-brow, 
••  Knowest  thou  not  some  deadly  poison-plant? 
I  must  have  that  crafty  liver's  life !" — 
Horror-stricken  was  Iwid(ilf 's  young  wife. 
"  God  in  Heaven !"  she  said ;  **  What  meanest  thou  ? 
Who  knows  aught  of  such  accursed  things  ? 
Murdress  in  design,  if  not  in  deed. 
Hence !    Begone,  and  quit  my  house  with  speed- 
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Quit  my  house  with  speed,  or  else  I  tow 

Count  Kaddlf  shall  quickly  lend  Aee  wings.  ^^  v,   #  . 

Nor  shall  Paul  thy  husband's  love  and  blindne^ -*  "*  " 

Screen  thee  from  the  vengeance  of  his  arm-*." 

Silver  liver  offereth  no  one  harm, 

And  full  well  deserves  her  brother's  kindness. 

m. 

Wrathfully  the  youthful  wife  of  Paul, 

Jeska,  lefl  her  sister's  house  fMid  hall. 

Straight  she  hasted  to  the  yellow  heath 

Where  her  husband's  favourite  steed  was  grazing, 

Drew  her  sharp  steel  khandjar  from  its  sheath. 

Stabbed  him  till  he  fell  and  died  ;  then,  raising 

Loud  and  piercing  outcries,  sought  her  spouse. 

**  Woe,"  she  exclaimed,  **  to  thee  and  all  thy  house. 

Hoodwinked  brother  of  an  evil  sister  1 

She  but  dupes  thee  I     Woe  the  hour  and  while 

Thou  unweetingly  wast  led  to  list  her 

Glozing  speech  and  words  of  honeyed  guile  I 

Lo !  the  wretch  hath  killed  thv  favorite  steed 

While  it  grazed  on  yonder  yellow  mead  I" 


Wrathfully  the  brother  left  his  home, 
And  sought  out  his  sister — *'  By  thv  soul," 
So  he  spake,  **  say  why  this  wrong  hath  come 
Thus  to  pass  ?     Why  hast  thou  kuled  my  steed  ?" 
Answered  then  the  sister,  "  May  all  dole. 
May  all  woe  be  mine  eternal  meed, 
Paul,  my  brother,  if  I  killed  thy  steed  1" — 
And  that  loving  brother  wept,  and  kissed  her. 
For  he  less  behoved  his  wife  than  sister. 


Jeska  heard  what  ill  success  had  blasted 
Her  black  plan  of  murder :  secretly, 
Therefore,  to  the  castle-garden's  walk. 
When  the  eve  was  shutting  in,  she  hasted. 
And  there  strangled  Paul's  grey  gjeyer-hawk. 
Then  to  Paul,  all  shrieking,  hnmed  she. 
'*  Woe  to  thee  I    I  bear  thee  tidings  tristev^ 
Hoodwinked  brother  of  an  artful  sister  I 
Still  she  dupes  thee  1     Woe  the  day  and  hour 
That  first  brought  thy  soul  within  her  power  I 
She  hath  strangled  thy  grey  geyer-hawk — 
Lo  I  it  lieth  dead  in  yonder  garden-walk  !** 


Wrathfully  the  brother  once  again 

Sought  his  sister.     "  Sister,  by  thy  soul," 
So  he  spake  her,  **  if  thou  hast  not  slain 

My  good  steed,  why  wouldst  thou  kill  my  hawk  ? 
Dupe  me  now  no  more  with  hollow  talk. 
But  speak  truly  1"     And  the  sister  spake — 
**  Brother  I  may  my  guerdon  and  my  goal 
Be  hereafter  Hell's  unquenchM  Late 
K I  killed,  or  know  who  killed,  thy  hawk." 


So  that  loving  brother  wept  and  kissed  her, 
For  he  less  believed  his  wue  than  sister. 
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Trusting,  burning  still  for  liver's  life, 
Jeska  stealthily,  in  dead  of  night. 
Sought  that  maiden's  house,  and  stole  her  knife. 
That  gift-knife,  all  pearls  and  silyer  bright. 
Home  then  hied  she  ere  the  mom  was  red. 
And  therewith  remorselessly  she  slew 
Her  own  infant  in  its  cradle-bed. 
Severing  bloodily  its  throat  in  two. 
Then,  with  shriekings  as  of  wild  despair. 
Rushed  she  through  the  house  and  rent  her  hair. 
**  Luckless,"  cried  she  to  her  husband  Paul, 
While  her  piercing  shrieks  filled  holm  and  hall, 
**  Luckless  was  the  daughter  of  my  father 
Thus  to  wed  with  one  who  scorns  his  wife. 
Wilt  thou  still  believe  thy  sister  rather 
Than  give  ear  to  me  ?    Behold  the  knife 
Thou  bestowedst  on  her!    She  hath  shed 
Thy  babe*s  life-blood  in  its  cradle-bed  1*' 


Up  sprang  Paul,  his  blue  veins  hot  and  swelling. 

Forth  he  hasted  to  his  sister's  dwelling. 

And  held  up  to  her,  bestained  with  blood. 

That  red  knife,  while  all  amazed  she  stood. 

All  amazed,  and  marvelling  at  his  bearing. 

*'  Curses  on  thee,  false  one,  and  thy  swearing !" 

Thus  he  spake — **  thou  hast  no  heart  nor  som ! 

Thou  destroyedst  my  favorite  Cheskian  steed 

While  he  grazed  on  yonder  yellow  mead  5 

Thou  too  strangledst  my  grey  geyer-hawk. 

And  then  cheatedst  me  with  lymg  talk. 

When  I  fain  had  pleased  thee,  sought  thee,  won  thee, 

And  now,  cruel  murdress,  thou  hast  shed 

My  babe's  life-blood  in  its  cradle-bed— 

May  the  curse  of  Heaven  rest  ever  on  thee  1'^ 

IX. 

Loudlier  then  his  sister  swore — *'  My  brother  I 
By  thy  life  and  soul,  and  by  my  soul. 
By  the  memory  of  our  buned  mother, 
I  Know  nought  of  this  new  deed  of  dole  I 
Hark  I  thou  hearest  coming  storm  and  thunder. 
Brother,  take  and  bind  me  with  a  chain 
To  four  horses'  tails  upon  the  plain — 
Let  four  horses  rend  my  limbs  asunder, 
Ke'er  must  thou  mistrust  my  word  again  I" 

X. 

Fire  was  flaming  in  the  brother's  brain. 
Forth  he  dragged  his  sister  to  the  plain. 
Bound  her  to  four  horses,  horse  with  horse, 
And  then  dashed  with  all  across  the  plain. 
But  where'er  his  sister's  blood  or  tears 
Rained  upon  the  earth  there  sprang  up  flowers 
Fairer  than  the  growth  of  summer  bowers, 
And  above  her  &ad  and  mangled  corse 
A  small  church  arose  in  after-years. 
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Now  fell  sickness  heavily^  alas ! 

Upon  Paul's  young  wife  I    Amid  her  bones 

There  upsprouted  rank  and  matted  grass. 

And  small  asps,  and  beetle-wasps,  and  drones. 

Nestled  in  her  flesh ;  and  day  by  day 

In  her  agony  she  pined  away. 

So,  despairing,  spake  she  thus  to  Paul — 

"  Lead  me  to  the  Church  upon  the  plain. 

To  my  sister's  church,  for  I  would  fain 

Die  there,  since  my  bones  are  rotted  all  1" 


Paul  then  bore  her  to  the  church's  portal ; 

But  a  voice  was  hetird  to  cry  aloud — 

**  Come  not  hither,  sick  and  sinful  mortal ! 

Unto  thee  remains  no  Christian  shroud  1 

Hark !  thou  hearest  coming  storm  and  thunder ! 

I^t  thy  brother  bind  thee  with  a  chain 

To  four  horses'  tails  upon  the  plain — 

Let  four  horses  rend  thy  limbs  asunder ; 

Thou  must  die  a  death  of  torturing  pain  I" 


So,  Paul  dragged  his  young  wife  to  the  plain, 
Bound  her  to  four  horses  by  a  chain. 
And  then  dashed  with  all  across  the  plain ; 
But,  wherever  Jeska's  blood  and  tears 
Dropped  upon  the  earth,  there  sprang  up  weeds. 
Nettles,  thistles,  and  all  poison- seeds ; 
And  above  her  corse,  in  after-years, 
Rose  a  stagnant  pool  of  bloody  dye. 
Nauseous  to  the  scent,  and  hateful  to  the  eye. 


(from   the   FRENCH    OF   PAUFFIN.) 


Fancy  a  blazing  fire-grate  and  red  brilliant  hearth, 
In  a  great  thousand-chambered  pile. 
Before  which  smoke  and  talk,  half-moumfully  the  while. 
Some  score  or  thirty  of  the  bravest 
Of  that  brave  class  of  men  whom  thou,  oh.  Earth, 
Chiefly  degradest  and  enslavest  I 


'Tis  in  the  Luxembourg.     They  who  are  there  this  night 
Serve  one  who  doth  not  master  them  1 
Their  thoughts  and  souls  are  on  One  trampled  Diadem. 
Power,  which  inveigles  all,  inveigles 
Not  them  I    They  think  upon  His  vanished  might — 
They  recollect  the  Imperial  Eagles  I 

ra.' 
The  Pyramids.     The  Pope.     St.  Bernard's.     How  they  o'ercame 
The  Italians  here,  the  English  there — 
Their  victories  in  Spain.     Their  triumphs,  and  despair. 
Amid  the  frost  and  flames  of  Moscow. 
All  are  gone  o'er.     Praise  is  bestowed,  and  blame. 
Much  in  the  style  of  Thiers  and  Roscoe. 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  180.  2  y 
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**  Myfriends,"  cried  one,  "  my  great  man  is  the  Prince  Eugene.* 
His  glory  leaves  all  glory  dim  I 
I  never  saw  a  general  prompt  to  charge  like  him. 
Ay  I  even  when  Hope  was  down  at  zero. 
Ma  foil  the  soldier  who  has  never  seen 
Eugene  has  yet  to  see  a  Hero !" 


"Not  so  1"  exclaimed  another ;  "  vou  forget  Murat, 
Le  beau  sdbreur.     That  was  the  man  I 
Though  fitter,  I  allow,  to  execute  than  plan. 
The  cypress  has  too  soon  o'ershaded 
His  royal  tomb." — **  Was  he  not  shot,  Pierre  ?" — "  Ah ! 
Sacre!  yes — yesl — fi\iO\,--fudlUided  T 

VI. 

A  thrill  ran  through  the  groupe.     They  glanced  uneasily  round 
Through  the  old,  sombre,  high-roofed  room, — 
For  palaces  themselves  may  have  their  share  of  gloom  ;— 
Kows  of  tall  musquets,  primed  and  loaded, 
Stood  piled,  by  spaces,  on  the  dark  stone  ground. 
What  "If  as  it  those  brave  men  foreboded  ? 


Foreboded  ?    Ah  I  'twas  no  foreboding  that  they  felt. 
They  thought  upon  the  coming  morn 
Witn  intermingled  feelings  of  grief,  wrath,  and  scorn. 
Their  hearts  were  full  of  recollections 
Connected  with  the  fame  of  one  who  long  had  dwelt 
Deep  in  their  warm,  though  rude  affections. 

vm. 

**  Eh  bien,  mes  camarades  /"  at  length  a  veteran  said, 
**  Death  is  the  soldier's  recompense. 
A  bullet  strikes  him  down.    Amid  the  blind  intense 
Excitement  of  the  bloody  contest 
None  stop  to  ask  who  last  was  smitten  dead*- 
Success  alone  is  Glory's  one  test. 

IX. 

*^  Still,  the  man  falls  without  a  stain  upon  his  name. 
But" — *'  Say  no  more,  mon  bon  ami ; 
None  will  have  left  behind  a  purer  name  than  he  1" — 

— "  None !"  cried  a  third.     "  Forgive  this  weakness  !" 
He  dashed  away  a  tear  with  natural  shame — 
**  A  very  child  was  he  in  meekness  I" 


— "  Ay !  and  loved  children,  comrades !    You  beheld  him  risk 
His  life  one  day  to  save  a  boy. 
You  all  beheld  the  mother's  gratitude  and  joy. 
The  snows  lay  deep :  'twas  in  December. 
You  know,  of  course,  the  spot — the  Obelisk 

Near  Pampeluna  ?" — *'  We  remember. 


*  Beauhamois. 
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XI. 


'<  Us,  too^  he  saved  in  Russia.    None  of  us  toget 
That  wondrous  iceblock-bridge  he  made. 
He  appeared,  to  nerve  our  souls,  to  cheer  us  and  persuade. 
When  all  our  hopes  had  wellnig^  vanished. 
No  I  to  no  Creoeral,  comrades,  owe  we  a  deeper  debt*^ 

Scarce  to  the  £mp th6...MflA  tfaejr  have  banished." 


— <'  And  for  such  guerdon,  then,  this  world-and-soldier- wooed 
Hero,  surpassed  all  other  men 

At  Lutzen,  Bautzen,  Innspruck,  Manheim,  EldiiogeB  ?"— 
— "  Ay !  and  at  Magdebourg  and  Tabor !"-« 
— ''In  Transylvania,  too,  wh^e  he  renewed 

The  grand  renown  of  Bethlem  Gabnr  1" 

zm. 

Another  voice  then  added,  in  a  sadder  tone-» 
— '^  And  Waterloo  /— O I  thankless  Imidl 
But"... he  paused,... ''Net  was  everywhere  sublime  and  grand. 
Should  we  have  shot  him  by  the  surges 
Of  the  majestic  Loire?... Then,  not  alone 

l^ldiers,  but  Kings  themselves,  are  scourges  1" 


Friends ! — ^for  my  friends  you  arc—I  overheard  your  words. 
Your  plain,  strong,  camp-bom  common  sense 
To  me  was  worth  even  all  Dupin's*  rich  eloquenee. 
In  that  dark  hour  I  couhl  have  taken 
All  power  firom  Europe's  crowns  to  place  it  in  your  swords^ 
And  felt  I  had  bade  the  world  awaken  1 


But  this  were  most  unwise  I    And,  unto  thee,  Dupin, 
I,  we,  France,  Europe,  owe  all  praise — 
Praise  of  perchance  less  value  in  our  children's  days— 
For  Truth  hath  dawned  upon  our  era. 
And  we  draw  near  that  Light  whicn,  as  the  Old  Bards  oft  sang. 
Will  yet  shine  from  Fe-keen  to  Pera. 


Enough !    The  day  breaks  dark.     Let  the  Condemned  come  forth ! 
Condemned  9     Oh,  Human  Justice  I  those 
Whose  poems  paint  thee  blind  first  found  thee  so  in  prose  I 
But  somewhat,  surely,  bade  thee  treble 
Thy  bandages  that  morn,  else  had  the  Hero's  worth 
More  than  sufficed  to  save  the  Bebel  I 

xvn. 

— "  His  executioners,  comrades — are  they  French  ?" — "No !— Swiss  1 
French  soldiers  have  not  yet  become 

Quite  parricides.     They  love  iheir  Father ;  and  though  some 
Slaves  have  pronounced  his  *  Degradation,' 
They — ice — hear  but  the  Echo  of  the  Law  in  this — 
Not  the  free  Voice  of  our  great  Nation  1" 


•  M.  Dupin  was  the  avocat  who  defended  Ney  on  his  trial. 
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But,  all  anon  are  silent^  for  the  still  air  brings 
To  the  ear  the  notes  of  muffled  drums. 
Hark,  to  the  measured  tramp  of  infantry  I     '« Who  comes  ?'** 
<'  France  1" — France  f — No  I  but  a  death-black  chariot. 
From  which  descends  the  great-souled  Man  whom  Kings 
Have  branded  as  a  new  Iscariot. 


Tis  he  I    Behold  him  there — ^the  bravest  of  the  Brave  If 
Prepare  your  instruments  of  death. 
Ye  hirelings,  all  unworthy  to  have  drawn  your  breath 
First  m  the  land  of  Tell  and  Werner  1 
Nay  I — ^fear  not  him,  the  Man  to  whom  you  give  a  grave. 

He  is  calm  I    You  have  seen  a  priest  look  sterner ! 

zz. 

Swiss !  you  respect  him,  you  too  I — yon  dark  bastion  frowns 
Over  an  ivied  height  of  wall. 

Escort  your  prisoner  thither,  and  there  let  him  fall  1 — 
—But,  hark  1  his  voice  I — "  Friends,  do  your  duty !" 
He  stands  upon  the  plain.     They  fire.    Enough  1    He  crowns 
By  a  dreadless  death  a  life  of  beauty  1 


The  Luzembourg  is  dark.    Its  inmates  rest  awhile. 
But  there  is  one  within  its  walls 
For  whom  no  rest  remains — ^whom  every  sound  appals. 
Upon  the  weariest  of  all  pillows 
He  presses  a  Crowned  Head.    Hb  thoughts  are  on  that  Isle 
That  rises  lone  'mid  Afric's  bilK>ws ! 


(from  the  SWEDISH  OF   OSTRENK.) 
I. 

An  aged  monarch  was  Helgov6rd. 

He  luid  doffed,  as  a  useless  weapon,  his  sword. 


He  had  hung  his  armour  up  in  the  hall. 
Where  the  spider  clomb  the  darkling  wall. 


The  harbour  girdled  his  galleys  round. 

And  his  charger  grazed  o'er  the  heathy  ground. 


He  meted  justice  with  even  hand 

To  prince  and  peasant  throughout  the  land. 


•  'Qui  vive  f*— the  parole. 

t  Such,  as  my  readers  may  be  aware,  was  Napoleon's  constant  adjunct  to  the 
name  of  Ney. 
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V. 

And  Sweden  waxed  rich  in  herds  and  flocks, 
And  yellow  corn  grew  high  on  its  rocks. 

VI. 

The  husbandman  ploughed  the  waste  and  wood, 
The  trafficker  ploughed  the  dark-blue  flood; 

vn. 
And  cities  rose  up  in  places  lone^ 
And  Freya  drave  Thor  from  his  iron  throne. 

vin. 
Now  the  haughty  Nobles  deemed  it  strange 
That  Sweden  should  brook  so  humbling  a  change. 

IX. 

They  rode,  some  score  of  them,  Jarl  and  Lord, 
Away  to  the  castle  of  Helgovord. 

X. 

They  blew  at  the  portal  a  trumpet-peal. 
And  they  entered  the  hall,  apparelled  in  steel. 

XI. 

Then  stood  Jarl  Bolk  before  King  and  Court ; 
High  floated  his  helm-plume>  and  proud  was  his  port. 

xn. 
His  faulchion  made  he  to  clank  and  ring 
Against  the  floor  as  he  spake  to  the  King. 

xm. 
"  Sir  King,  we  are  Swedes !    Who  is  it  that  dares 
To  forge  our  swords  into  scythes  and  shares  ? 

XIV. 

**  We  will  plough  with  the  ploughs  of  Harold  of  old. 
Who  won  for  the  Northmen  glory  and  gold. 

XV. 

**  We  will  mow,  like  the  valorous  King  Sigorth, 
The  lands  of  the  South  with  the  scythe  of  the  North. 

XVI. 

**  We,  Swedes,  we  are  Men  I    We  put  no  trust 
In  a  King  who  sufiers  the  sword  to  rust. 

xvu. 
"  We  are  tired  of  a  King  who,  when  he  should  pant 
For  Battle,  doth  nothing  btit  hammer  or  plant. 

xvm. 
*'  Tar,  the  Northman  is  bom  to  fall  or  stand 
With  buckler  on  arm  and  sword  in  hand. 

XIX. 


"  So,  doff  thy  robes,  and  get  thee  agone. 
We  want  no  Turnip-King  on  the  throne  V* 
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So  spake  Jarl  Bolk,  o'erboiling  with  ire. 

While  he  grasped  his  blade,  and  his  ejes  flashed  fire. 

XXI. 

"Nowt  as  the  old  Monarch  listed  tiie  words. 
The  yeiiw  in  his  hnyw  swoll  iUck  as  cords. 

xzn. 

Up  rose  he,  after  a  i^ce,  to  speok^ 

While  ihe  blood  biased  high  m.  his  forrewed  chedi. 

xxm. 
Up  rose  h6  to  speak  |  and  his  hollow  tones 
Wen  Ifte  brc^en  thuBder  from  far^yff  a&aea, 

xxiv. 
<< Miae  ey«  is  din,  h«tt  perdnmee  imne  am 
Can  still  work  reb^  end  losek  ham  \ 

X3CV. 

*^Ho!  Rikkarl— ^swordr    The  weapon  was  brought. 
"  Now,  Bolk,  I  wai  hay©  the«  trulier  taaght. 

xi^i. 
ti  Thy  THrMp-Ki&g  ^  ia  a  meet  mood 
To  wwet  thj  liking  fo^  bailtle  tmd  blood.  ** 

xxvn. 
They  fought  j  and  the  KiAg,  witlf  one  mighty  blow,    • 
Clave  open  the  helm  and  skull  of  his  £6e. 

xx-vm. 
Ihtm  iMk  fell  dead  without  speech  or  soond. 
While  k»  Conqueror  turned  to  the  Nobles  around, 

XXIX. 

'<  Ono  use,'*  hb  spake^  "  of  the  sword  is  to  bring 
Such  dea^h  q»  the  traitor  who  beards  his  King ) 

XXX. 

**  Depart  U- be  wiser  ;  and  understand 
That  I  will  but  the  weal  of  our  Fatherland." 

XXXI. 

So,  all  departed,  Jarl  and  Lord, 

But  great  grew  ike  fame  of  Helgordrd. 


(from   the   IRISH   OF   WILLIAM   HEFFERNAN.) 
I. 

It  was  on  a  balmy  evening  ...  as  June  was  departing  ftwt. 
That,  alone,  and  meditating  ...  in  grief  on  the  times  a-past, 

I  wandered  through  the  gloomsome  shades 
Of  bosky  Aherlow, 

That  wilderness  of  glens  and  glades, 
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When,  suddenly,  a  thrilling  strain  of  song 
Broke  forth  upon  the  air  in  an  incessant  flow. 

Sweeter  it  seemed  to  me — ^botJi  voice  and  word— 
Than  harmony  of  the  harp,  or  carol  of  the  bird. 
For  it  foretold  fair  Freedom's  triumph,  and  the  doom  of  Wrong ! 


The  celestial  hymns  and  anthems  .  .  .  that,  far  o'er  the  soundlag  sea. 
Come  to  Erin  from  the  temples  ...  of  bright-bosomed  Italy, 
The  mUsic  which  from  hill  and  rath 

The  playful  Fairy-race 
Pour  on  the  wandering  warrior's  path. 
Bewildering  him  with  wonder  and  delight. 
Or  the  cuckoo's  full  notes  from  some  green  sunless  place. 

Some  sunken  thicket  in  a  stilly  wood, 
Had  less  than  that  rich  melody  made  mine  Irish  blood 
Bound  in  its  veins  for  ecstasy,  or  given  my  soul  new  might  I 


And,  while  so  I  stood  and  ^stened,  .  .  .  behold  I  thousand  swarms  of  bees. 
All  arrayed  in  gay  gold  armour,  .  .  .  shone  red  through  the  dusky  trees. 
I  feel  a  boding  in  my  soul, 
A  truthful  bodmg  too. 
That  Erin's  days  of  gloom  and  dole 
Will  soon  be  but  remembered  as  a  dream, 
And  the  olden  glory  shew  eclipsed  by  the  new  1 

Where  will  the  Usurper*  then  be  ?     Banished  far  I 
Where  his  vile  hireling  henchmen  ?    Slaughtered  all  in  war  I 
For,  blood  shall  rill  down  every  hill,  and  blacken  every  stream  1 

IV, 

I  am  Hefieman  of  Shronehill;  ...  my  land  mourns  in  thraldom  long, 
And  I  see  but  one  sad  sight  here,  .  .  .  the  Weak  trampled  by  the  Strong. 
Yet,  if  to-morrow  underneath 

A  burial-stone  I  lay, 
Clasped  in  the  skeleton  arms  of  Death, 
And  if  the  pilgrim  winds  again  should  waft 
Over  my  noteless  grave  the  song  I  heard  to-day, 

I  would  spring  up,  revivified,  reborn, 
A  Living  Soul  again,  as  on  my  birth-day  morn. 
Ay  I  even  though  coffined,  over-earthed,  tombed -in,  and  epitaphed ! 


(from   the   RUSSIAN   OF  JAROSLATEZ.) 


When  the  tired  sun  tumeth  sleeper, 
But  ere  the  moon  hath  yet  awoken, 
I  love,  oh  I  how  I  love,  to  roam 
By  the  grand  resounding  Dnieper, 

Where'er  its  billows  may  nave  broken 
Into  the  hoarest  foam. 


•  George  I. 
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As  on  Jordan's  banks  the  leper 

Oft  left  of  old  his  ghastly  ailment, 
So  I,  on  thy  tempestuous  8hore> 
O  thou  grand  resounding  Dnieper, 

Feel  nishtly  as  though  no  assailment 
Oi  woe  could  wound  me  more ! 


Up  those  cliffs  which  ever  steeper 

Through  twilight  loom  I  often  clamber. 
To  see  thv  black  waves  rush  and  roll, 
O  mine  own,  my  glorious  Dnieper, 

And  feel  the  sunset's  gold  and  amber 
Deep-dye  my  thoughts  and  soul  I 


Scale  these  heights,  thou  poor  weak  weeper, 
Thou  who,  alas  I  art  wont  to  diet 
Upon  thy  bitter  heart  for  food, 
And  stAze  down  upon  the  Dnieper ! 

The  si^ht  will  change  to  dreamy  quiet 
Thy  dark  and  troubled  mood  I 


Come,  too,  thou  who  seekest  deeper 

Emotions  from  the  scenery  round  thee  ; 

And,  though  thy  wanderings  rivfdled  Cain's, 
Thou  shalt  feel,  anigh  the  Dnieper, 

As  though  some  spell-word  had  unbound  thee 
From  Time's  ten  thousand  chains  t 


Thou  hast  more  than  wert  thou  reaper 
Of  all  the  gems  and  golden  treasure 
Sown  and  long-buried  in  the  deeps 
Even  of  this  vast  crypttul  Dnieper. 

Wealth  for  thy  soul  beyond  all  measure 
Its  boiling  surface  keeps ! 

vn. 
Richer  joys  there  be — ^yet  cheaper — 

Than  those  which  slav  in  palaced  city. 

Take  all  thou  wilt,  great  world,  for  thine- 
Give  me  Freedom  and  the  Dnieper, 

And  Pride  may  wreak  its  wrath  or  pity 
On  other  heads  than  mine  I 


(fBOM  the  PEB6IAN  OF  SEUU-IL-ANAGH.) 

I. 
ALI  SHAH. 

My  darling  tiny  little  girl, 

I'll  give  thee  jewelled  shoes  and  dresses^ 
I'll  give  tiiee  zones  of  silk  and  pearl. 

And  tell  me  who  has  combed  thy  hair, 
I'll  give  thee  kisses  and  caresses, 
And  say,  What  youth  has  combed  thy  hair? 
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O,  by  my  word !     O,  by  my  trutb  I 

O I  by  the  life  of  Ali  Shah  I 
Amimih  knows  no  stranger  youth. 

By  all  the  times  that  thoa  hast  kissed  her, 
Her  hair  was  combed  by  Zillahah^ 
Her  own  beloved  sister. 

ALI  SHAH. 

My  own,  my  whitest  girl,  I  vow 

I'll  bring  thee  sweetmeats  sagared  newly^ 
And  tell  me,  only  tell  me  now. 

Who  overdarked  thine  eyas  with  kohlf 
My  white  Anunah,  tell  me  truly. 

Who  overdarked  thine  eyes  with  hohlf 


O,  by  my  word  I  O,  by  my  soul ! 

O,  by  the  soUl  of  All  Shah  I 
Myself  o'erdarked  mine  eyes  with  kohlf 

*Twaa  given  me  by  my  own  dear  mother. 
My  whitest  mother  f  atimah ; 
I  had  it  from  none  other  I 


ALI  SHAH. 

My  playful  girl,  I'll  give  thee  rings. 

And  gold,  and  gems  beyond  comparing. 
I'll  give  thee  thousand  costlv  things. 
And  say  who  bit  those  lips  of  thine. 
Come,  teU  what  Kuzzilbash  so  daring 
Hath  bitten  those  red  Ups  of  thine  I 


O,  by  my  love  I  O,  by  my  life  I 

'Twas  by  a  bright  wd  rose  this  morn 
Given  me  by  Zayde,  my  brother's  wife. 
These  guiltless  lips  of  mine  were  bitten. 
For,  Brightest  rose  hath  sharpest  thorn : 
This,  as  thou  knowest,  is  written. 

ALI  SHAH. 

Thou  crafty  girl,  I  know  thine  art- 
Dread  thou  my  wrath— I  give  thee  warning  I 
But,  if  thou  wouldst  regain  my  heart. 

Speak  I  Tell  me  who  has  torn  thy  shawl  I 
Say  what  young  Galionjee  this  morning 
Tore  thus  in  twain  thy  scarlet  shawl  1 

(Amnah  remains  silent,) 

O I  faithless,  truthless,  worthless  jade, 

I  have  tracked  thee,  then,  through  all  thy  lying. 
Away  I    No  jewels,  no  brocade, 

No  sweetmeats  shalt  thou  have  of  me  I 

(She  begins  sighing  and  weeping, 
AwBkj,  false  girl  1    Thy  tears  and  sighing. 
Seem  worse  than  even  thy  lies^  to  me  I 
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Cite  a^fi  antr  t|e  0^* 

(from  the  TUBKISH  of  ABOU-ABDOOIi  wajoeed.*) 


Glory  to  Allah,  the  Father  of  Justice  and  Light! 
Victory  willeth  he  ever  to  Truth  and  the  Right, 
Even  though  mjriads  and  millions  of  years  in  their  flight 
Chronicle  nought  but  the  frauds  of  llie  Day  and  the  Itught. 

n. 

Prosperous  robbers  they  both  are^  the  Day  and  the  Night  ; 
Jugglers  and  plunderers  are  they,  the  Day  and  the  Night. 
Alt  that  is  fair  disappears  and  departs  from  the  sight. 
Lured  by  trie  traitor-embraces  of  Day  and  of  Night, 

III. 

Look  to  Iskander,  and  think  upon  Tamerlane's  might  I 
Mark  Bavazeedt — ^though  he  clomb  an  o'er-perilous  height, — 
Ponder  tne  fate  of  Murad, — ^whose  renown  is  not  sl^ht, — 
All  were  the  victims,  the  martyrs,  of  Day  and  of  Night. 


Sinner,  then,  pause  t     They  are  tyrants,  the  Day  and  the  Night, 
Merciless  tyrants  and  starh  are  the  Day  and  the  Night. 
Horror  and  Hell,  and  all  features  and  forms  of  Affright, 
Will  they  yet  startle  thy  soul  with,  the  Day  and  tne  Night  I 


Thou  that  in  purple  and  scarlet  and  gold  art  bedight. 
Wilt  thou  walk  haughtily  ?     Wilt  thou  disparage  and  slight 
Aught  that  is  flesh  of  thy  flesh  ?    The  poor  balScoated  wight 
Yet  may  stand  higher  tmrn  thou  o'er  the  Day  and  the  Night. 

VI. 

Woe  unto  him  who,  despising  the  Day  and  the  Night, 
Scometh  to  share  in  the  hoo^  of  Day  and  of  Night  I 
All  that  hepkameth  and  doth  shcdl  he  smitten  with  blight 
By  the  tremendous  Avengers,  the  Day  and  the  Night  I 


Friend  I    If  thou  seek  to  o'eroMister  Hell's  angek  in  fight. 
If  thou  be  willing  to  Hse  from  thy  present  iow  {^ght. 
If  thou  aspire  to  the  realm  of  die  Beauteous  and  Sright, 
Join  heart  and  soul  in  the  e^emes  of  the  Day  and  the  Night  I 

vin. 
Then  shall  His  blessing  who  made  both  the  Day  and  the  Night 
Follow  thee  aU  the  gM,  houlTs  if  the  Day  and  the  Night— ^ 
Then  shall  thy  life  be  a  banquet  of  holy  delight. 
And  thine  etemiy  give  thee  a  Day  wkh^ntt  Night  I 

J.  C.  M. 


*  He  flourished  in  SiMnboul,  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  seyenlteenth  century. 
t  Bi^aaet  IL 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1847.] 


OaUery  o/IUuttrious  Iriihmen, — No.  XVI. 


671 
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LOmo  OLABt. 


Doss  the  age  prodnee  the  num,  or  does 
tbe  man  fasfaioti  the  age  ?  Are  the 
qoalfties  obserrable  in  tbe  great  cha^ 
racters  who  have  figured  in  public  tife, 
the  result  of  the  circiirostaDoes  in 
which  they  were  plaeed ;  or  hare  they 
themsehresy  hj  force  of  intellect,  con- 
trolled, or  modified,  of  directed  those 
ctreumstaiwee,  so  as  to  aceomplish  the 
ends  at  whicfa  they  aimed  ?  WebelieTe 
it  may  be  trtdy  stated,  that  instances 
not  a  few  are  to  be  foand,  in  which 
afBrmatire  aoiswers  roay  be  giren  to 
both  these  qoesiions.  The  age  some- 
times derelops,  and  affords  pectiliar 
facilities  for  tbe  exercise  of  the  moral 
er  mesial  powers  of  remarkable  men ; 
and  thus  inrites  to,  or  aids  in,  the 
adnevemewt  of  important  objects, 
whieh,  whetber  i&f  evil  01*  tat  good, 
maybe  feh  in  their  effects  by  a  distant 
posterity.  On  the  other  hand,  it  is 
imdeniably  true,  that  the  vigour  and 
the  abiMtf  of  one  commanding  and 
energetic  mdnd  will  sometimes  compel 
an  acbnowledgmeAt  of  its  ascendancy 
above  •*  the  chances  and  changes*'  of 
the  age  in  which  it  lives,  and  be  able 
to  say,  to  tbe  billows  of  ^tion,  or 
the  tide  of  innovation,  which  menaced 
the  subversion  of  sooti^  order,  ^*  Thus 


far  Shalt  thou  eome^  and  no  farther  ; 
and  there  shall  thy  prond  waves  be 
stayed*" 

In  resuming  our  notices  of  Illustrious 
Irishmen,  it  is  in  this  latter  Class  we 
would  number  John  Fltsgibbon,  the 
first  Earl  of  Clare.  He  lived  in  event- 
ful times,  and  acted  a  great  part  in  the 
history  of  his  country.  If  his  power 
be  estimated  by  tbe  hatred  with  which 
he  inspired  the  movement  party  in  1798, 
he  will  be  found  to  have  been  by  far  the 
most  formidable  of  the  antagonists 
whom  they  encountered ;  but  we  will 
still  want  an  adequate  measure  of  his  ex- 
traordinary energy  and  determination, 
unless  we  consider  how  he  moulded 
the  feeble  and  irresolute  individuals 
composing  the  Ifish  Government  to 
his  own  will,  and  impressed  upon  the 
British  Cabinet  the  views  whicn  it  was 
indispensable,  at  that  most  critical 
period,  they  should  entertain,  if  British 
authority  was  to  be  maintained  in  Ire- 
land. 

He  was  born  in  the  year  1749.  His 
father  had  qualified  mmself,  by  hard 
study  and  laborious  i  practice,  to  take 
a  high  stMid  at  the  Irish  Bar ;  and  the 
curious  document  which  we  subjoin 
below,*  while  it  proves  the  closeness 


*  The  foUowing  note,  in  the  handwriting  of  Sir  James  Burrow,  was  written  in 
the  blank  pftge  prefixed  to  his  Copy  of  Fitzgibbon's  Reports,  which  is  now  in  the 
possession  of  Mx,  Graham.* 

"  This  book  was  puWished  the  very  next  Term  after  it  ends,  viz.,  in  Michaelmas 
Term,  5  Geo.  IL,  and  was  then  produced  in  Court,  when  it  was  treated  with  the 
utmost  contempt  both  by  the  Bench  and  Bar.  The  author  of  it  was  an  Irish  stu- 
dent, who  was  caUed  to  the  Bar  in  either  Trinity  or  Michaelmas  Term,  5  Geo.  II., 
and  the  current  report  was,  that  the  scheme  of  publishing  this  book  was  to  satisfy 
Walthoe,  the  bookseller,  either  for  efaamber-rent,  or  money  advanced  towards  tlie 
obarvee  of  the  author's  call  to  the  Bar. 

"  Lord  Raymond  spoke  of  it  at  the  sittings  a  few  days  after  with  a  good  deal  of 
resentment,  and  threatened  that  he  would  take  care  to  see  Walthoe  punished  for 
the  publication  of  it.  But  nothing  came  of  it.  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  went  to  Ireland 
immediately  on  being  called.  I  think  Lord  Raymond  called  this  performance  a 
libel  upon  the  Bar  and  the  Bench,  and  said,  that  it  had  made  the  judges,  and  par- 
ticularly himself,  fo  talk  nonsense  by  wholesale. 

"  But  I  have  examined  all  the  King's  Bench  Cases  in  it  very  carefully ,  and  have 
compared  them  with  my  own  notes,  and  find  him  to  have  made  the  judges  talk  almost 
verbatim  what  I  took  down  my  self  from  their  oum  mouths.  There  arc,  indeed,  errors 
in  it,  but*  upon  the  whole,  the  cases  seem  to  be  clearly  stated,  the  arguments  of 

*  See  In  folto  a  ctwo  extremely  well  and  clearly  reported,  though  argued  by  two  gentlemen  who  are  more 
Kmarkable  for  the  knowledge  they  are  matters  of,  than  for  a  facility  of  conveying  It  to  their  audltort,  ai  no 
one  can  bftve  omitted  to  obterre,  who  haa  erer  attempted  to  take  notet  of  their  arguments. 
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and  the  indofltry  with  which  he  oh- 
Berved  the  proceedings  in  Westminster 
Hall,  during  the  period  of  his  novici- 
ate, also  intimates,  in  a  manner  not  to 
be  misunderstood,  the  contemptuous 
estimate  of  Irish  le^  abilities  enter- 
tained by  one  of  the  learned  judges, 
who  commented  upon  his  **  Reports,** 
as  well  as  the  honest  vindication  of  them 
by  another,  whose  judgment  is  much 
more  entitled  to  respect,  and  by  whose 
testimony  their  accuracy  is  placed  be- 
yond all  question. 

Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  the  elder,  was  born 
of  Roman  Catholic  parents,  and,  of 
course,  during  his  earlier  years,  brought 
up  in  the  communion  of  the  church  of 
Rome.  But  his  clear  and  strong  un- 
derstanding soon  led  him  to  see  the 
errors  of  Popery ;  and  in  becoming  a 
member  of  the  Established  Church, 
although  his  interest,  undoubtedly,  lay 
in  that  direction,  we  have  no  reason 
whatever  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his 
convictions.  He  lived  at  a  time  when 
much  of  intrigue  pervaded  the  higher 
members  of  the  Romish  ecclesiastical 
body,  and  he  was,  we  believe,  cogni- 
sant of  maxims  and  practices  which 
might  well  have  made  him  doubt  the 
compatibility  of  a  full  profession  of  the 
Romish  creed  with  a  wholesome  alle- 
giance i  nor  is  it  at  all  unlikely  that 
the  impressions  which  his  son  must 
have  early  received  from  him  of  the 
Papal  system,  may  have  laid  the  foun- 
dations for  those  strong  convictions 
which  he  afterwards  built  upon  them, 
and  which  led  him  to  take  a  leading 
part  against  every  measure  by  which 
Popery  would  obtain  any  vantage- 
ground  against  the  institutions  of  this 
Protestant  empire. 

Young  Fitzgibbon  entered  oxif  Uni- 
versity as  a  feUow-commoner  in  1763, 
being  then  14  years  old.  He  and  Henry 
Grattan,  both  the  sons  of  eminent  law- 
yers, were  in  the  same  class,  and  compe- 
titors for  academic  honours.  During  the 
first  two  years  of  the  course,  the  latter 
took  the  lead,  being  better  versed  in  the 


lighter  literature  with  which  they  were 
conversant ;  but  in  the  two  last  years, 
when  the  severer  sciences  predomi- 
nated, Fitzgibbon  had  the  advantage, 
being  as  much  superior  to  his  brilliant 
antagonist  in  all  that  tried  the  intellect, 
as  that  antagonist  was  to  him  in  what  in- 
terested the  feelings,  or  captivated  the 
imagination.  In  3ie  year  1765,  at  the 
Hilary  examination.  Dr.  Law  being 
his  examiner,  he  obtained  an  opiime, 
the  very  rarest  honour  in  our  academic 
course ;  and  his  father,  who  had  real- 
ized an  ample  fortune,  might  well  feA 
proud  of  a  son  who  was  aUke  remark- 
able for  his  industry  and  abilities,  and 
who  was  about  to  enter  upon  the  legal 
profession  with  advantages  so  much 
superior  to  those  which  he  himself  had 
possessed,  and  by  the  aid  of  which  his 
fondest  wishes  concerning  him  were 
likely  to  be  speedily  realized. 

How  often  has  it  been  remarked, 
that  the  relations,  whether  of  amity 
or  of  hostility,  which  young  men  bear 
to  each  other  in  college,  are  those  by 
which  thev  are  known  to  the  world  in 
after  life  I  The  rivalry,  as  academi- 
cians, by  which  Grattan  and  Fitzgib- 
bon were  thus  early  distinguished,  was 
but  the  undeveloped  exponent  of  that 
political  antagonism  by  which  they 
were  pitted  against  each  other,  when 
the  senate  became  the  arena  of  their 
conflict.  The  one,  ardent,  resUess, 
imaginative,  agitating  by  his  eloquence 
the  unstable  multitude,  and  stimulating 
the  adventurous  spirits  of  his  day  to 
'*  untried  changes,  and  perilous  inno- 
vations. The  other,  cool,  sagacious, 
and  determined;  possessed  of  an  in- 
stinctive sagacity  which  could  see,  in 
their  embryo,  the  evils  of  a  sudden 
and  violent  departure  from  the  practice 
of  constitutional  rule,  and  bringing  all 
the  resources  of  his  intellect  to  bear 
against  the  weakness  of  the  visionary, 
the  wickedness  of  the  incendiary,  and 
the  madness' of  the  people.  In  both 
cases  it  may  be  truly  said,  in  the  words 
of  the  most  illustrious  of  living  bards. 


different  counsel  at  different  tunes  clearly,  forcibly,  and  yet  briefly  represented, 
and  the  sense  of  the  Court  truly  delivered.  In  short,  there  does  not  appear  to  one 
any  want  of  accuracy,  perspicuity,  or  judgment.  However,  after  aU,  nothing 
certainly  can  excuse  such  a  hasty  unlicensed  publication  of  the  performances  of  a 
private  note-taker,  without  authority  or  revisaJ." 

I  copied  the  above  from  a  note  in  a  copy  of  these  Reports,  the  property  of  Mr. 
Sharkey,  who  informed  me  the  blotted-out  number  of  the  folio  is  a  lac-simue  of  the 
same  in  Mr.  Graham's  copy G.J.  B. 
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"The  boy  was  father  of  the  man." 
Nor  can  we  fail  to  observe,  that  the 
early  academic  success  of  young  Fitz- 
gibbon  was  but  the  precursor  of  that 
more  extended  triumph  which  he  after- 
wards obtained,  when  all  the  elements 
of  misrule  seemed  to  have  been  let 
loose,  as  the  unflinching  champion  of 
law  and  order. 

Placed  in  easy  and  even  affluent  cir- 
cumstances, from  very  early  manhood, 
the  temptations  were  great  to  a  life  of 
ease  and  pleasure.  Ireland  then  abound- 
ed in  joyous  spirits,  whose  maxim  it 
was  to  enjoy  to  the  utmost  the  passing 
day,  **  quam  minime  creduli  postero." 
Nor  was  there  wanting  a  refined  and 
inteUectual  dissipation,  which  had  its 
seducing  attractions  for  those  whom  a 
coarse  sensuality  would  have  revolted. 
But  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  did  not  hesitate 
one  moment  to  embrace  a  life  of  toil  ; 
and  he  devoted  himself  from  the  first 
to  the  severer  departments  of  his  pro- 
fession with  as  untiring  an  assiduity  as 
if  he  were  entirely  dependent  upon  it 
for  his  subsistence. 

The  Bar,  in  his  day,  was  not  the 
profession  which  it  has  since  become, 
and  was  more  remarkable  for  a  flaring 
eloquence  and  a  volatile  wit,  than  for 
legal  erudition  or  logical  preciseness. 
Eminent  examples  there  had  been,  and 
there  were,  of  powers  which  in  any 
age  would  have  vindicated  for  them- 
selves a  high  ascendancy.  Malone  and 
Hutchinson  were  both  extraordinary 
men.  The  one  might  be  called  great  *, 
the  other,  very  expert  and  able ;  and 
both  showed  how  rank  and  fortune 
might  be  attained  by  a  dextrous  use 
of  their  several  abilities  in  the  practice 
of  their  profession,  or  the  service  of 
the  crown.  Barry  Yelverton,  the  first 
Lord  Avonmore,  was  another  brilliant 
instance  of  Irish  genius,  crowned  with 
deserved  success.      He  was,  indeed, 

**  A  gem  of  pnreft  ray  serene,** 

and  exhibited  a  rich  and  rare  combina- 


tion of  powers  and  qualities  which,  in 
any  civilized  country,  must  have  entitled 
him  to  a  high  place  amongst  its  wor- 
thies. He  united,  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree, legal,  with  classical  and  scientific 
lore;  and,  while  he  contributed,  both 
by  precept  and  example,  to  give  to 
sound  maxims  of  jurisprudence  their 
proper  ascendancy  in  our  courts,  re- 
tained, to  the  latest  period  of  his  life, 
his  relish  for  all  that  was  refined  and 
elevating  in  ancient  or  modem  litera- 
ture, and  found  a  solace  for  the  cares 
and  the  infirmities  of  age  in  converse 
with  the  sages,  and  the  heroes,  and  the 
patriots  of  antiquity,  amongst  whom, 
even  more  than  amongst  his  own  bril- 
liant and  distinguished  contemporaries, 
he  might  be  said  to  have  *'  lived,  and 
moved,  and  had  his  being."  He  was 
regarded  as  an  oracle  of  constitutional 
law,  even  as  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  the  father, 
was  reputed  a  high  authority  in  the 
more  strictly  technical  business  of  his 
profession,  and  in  all  those  cases  in 
which  the  rights  of  property  were  to 
be  decided. 

Amongst  the  inferior  members  of 
the  Bar,  there  were  humorists,  whose 
powers  of  eloquence  or  repartee  were 
their  principal  professional  recommen- 
dations ;  and  who  supplied  the  absence 
of  higher  attainments  by  a  species  of 
mother-wit,  which  never  failed  them, 
and  by  which  they  seldom  failed  to  ac- 
complish their  objects.  Some  of  these 
were  men  of  a  rare  facetiousness.  How 
often  has  Ned  Lysaught,  the  Yorick 
of  his  profession,  *'  set  the  table  in  a 
roar !  "*  and  Harry  Grady,  who  has 
only  lately  departed  from  amongst  us, 
having  survived,  by  nearly  two  gene- 
rations, his  early  cotemporaries,  is  still 
remembered  for  the  rollicking  drollery 
with  which  he  could  bully  a  judge,  or 
bamboozle  a  jury,  when  strictly  legal 
resources  were  not  available  to  aid 
him  in  the  case  which  he  had  in  hand. 
Often  has  a  jeu  d^esprit  decided  the 


•  Mr.  Lysaught  practised  upon  the  Munster  circuit.  At  a  bar  dinner,  in  the 
town  of  Tralee,  Con.  Lyne,  of  convivial  memory  (will  no  one  furnish  us  with  a 
graphic  sketch  of  that  jovial  boon  companion?)  was  delighting  his  hearers  with  a 
song.  In  the  midst  of  his  melody,  a  riot  sprung  up  in  the  room  under  that  oc- 
cupied by  the  lawyers,  where  the  grand  jury  were  dining.  Loud  was  the  noise, 
and  great  was  the  confusion;  and  the  barristers  started  up  from  their  table,  and 
rushed  to  the  windows  to  see  and  enjoy  the  fun,  as  the  Kerry  gentlemen  tumbled  out 
into  the  street  with  broken  heads  and  bloody  noses,  dealing  each  other  such  blows 
as  would  have  demolished  any  heads  but  theirs.  By-and-bye,  when  all  was  over, 
the  barristers  resumed  their  seats ;  and  Ned  Lysaught,  taking  up  the  tune  and 
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cauf  e  whioh  legal  maxims  were  vainly 
employed  to  elucidate ;  and  a  stroke 
of  wit  or'  a  strain  of  humour,  when 
happily  adapted  to  the  temper  of  the 
judge  or  the  weakness  or  prejudices 
of  the  jury»  have  not  unfrequently  put 
to  flight  an  array  of  authorities^  which, 
in  the  more  staid  and  soher  English 
courts  of  law,  would  have  been  regard* 
ed  as  quite  decisive.  Nor  will  the  re« 
ports  of  this  period  be  fully  collected 
or  understood,  until  we  have  incorpo- 
rated with  them  the  reporti  of  the 
pistol,  to  the  arbitrement  of  which 
many  difficult  oases  were  referred.  The 
law  was,  in  Ireland,  at  that  period, 
eminently  a  profession  militant.  The 
lawyer  was  always  ready  to  fight  as 
well  as  to  speak  for  his  client.  The 
Roman  maxim  was  directly  reversed. 
It  was  no  longer  *«  Cedant  armii  toga/' 
but  "Cedat  toga  armis"  The  blood  and 
the  breeding  of  an  eccentric  and  dis* 
solute  .gentry  blended  largely  with  the 
professional  habits  of  a  race  who  were 
quite  as  much  distinguished  by  their 
love  of  pleasure  as  by  their  addiction 
to  business;  and  never  so  happy  as 
when  they  could  combine  their  prao« 
tice  in  the  courts  with  the  indulgence 
of  their  peculiar  humours. 


Nor  may  we  forget  that  a  parlia- 
ment was  at  that  time  sitting  in  Col- 
lege-green, and  that  suceess  at  the  btf 
was  generally  a  passport  to  senatorial 
distinction.  The  bar  might,  in  truth, 
be  considered  the  feeder  of  the  senate^ 
and  through  it  was  infused  into  the 
legislative  assembly  much  of  the  vigour 
and  much  of  the  ability  by  which  it 
was  enabled  to  assert  its  constitutioDal 
privilege  as  the  representative  of  the 
people.  Whatever  the  prepooderaooe 
in  numbers  of  the  merely  onproCes- 
sional  members,  the  intellect,  ^e  spi- 
rit, the  energy,  and  the  activity  wl^ 
belonged  to  those  whose  foreosie 
habits  had  trained  them  to  the  wordy 
strife,  were  sure  to  give  then  an  adp 
vantage  in  the  discussions  which  arese^ 
over  any  amount  of  unpractised  abi- 
lity with  which  they  might  have  to 
contend.  The  lawyers  might,  indeed, 
be  said  to  have  constituted  the  standi 
ing  army  in  the  House  of  Commons ; 
and  whether  bribed  by  the  minister, 
or  arrayed  on  the  part  of  the  people;, 
to  have  had  the  same  advantages  ovsr 
the  untrained  members,  as  discipline 
gives  to  a  soldiery  over  a  mere  rabble. 
Nor  was  it  long  before  the  infloenee 
thus  acquired  was  felt,  in  the  eondition 


measure  of  the  song  which  his  friend  had  been  singing  when  they  were  disturbedy 
improvised  the  following  lines : — 

**  Here  we  tit  l!ke  merry  lads, 
lAughlng  at  all  lilly  anef  i 
WbUe  below,  the  Kerry  lada 
Are  breaking  tbeir  heads  and  their  glaaief. 

"  "WhU  care  we  for  uproar  and  riot  ? 

What  matter  who's  right  or  who's  wrong, 
While  we  stp  our  olaret  in  quiet? 
Mr.  Lyne,  will  you  finish  yoof  aosf  ?'* 

Poor  Jjysaught !  He  was  the  very  soul  of  humour,  and  the  very  Puck  of  fim  and 
frolic.  But  he  was  also  a  flnished  gentleman  of  the  old  school — of  the  nicest  ho- 
nour, and  the  most  generous  and  manly  sensibilities.  The  last  time  the  writer  of 
this  paper  saw  him  was  about  the  year  1810,  in  the  town  of  CIonmeL  He  was 
retained  as  counsel  for  Miss  Lee  Bug,  a  child  of  twelve  years  old,  a  theatrical  phe- 
nomenon, upon  whose  person  a  brutal  assault  had  been  oommitted  by  a  coontry  gentle* 
man,  who  was  then  about  to  be  tried  for  the  offence.  Lysaugnt,  who  had  been 
wasted  to  a  skeleton  by  illness,  and  who  was  wrapped  in  flannels  ^om  head  to  foot, 
became  fired  with  all  his  old  animation  as  he  proceeded  to  detail  the  circumstances 
of  the  case.  He  called  upon  the  court  to  vindicate  their  country  and  their  common 
humanity  from  the  disgrace  which  this  "  violation  of  the  cradle'*^  was  calculated  to 
bring  upon  them ;  and  the  flashing  eye,  and  the  thrilling  tones,  and  the  energy  of 
action  with  which  he  gave  utterance  to  his  sentiments  of  abhorrence  of  the  guilty 
wretch  whose  offence  against  nature  he  was  denouncing,  was  altogether  as  fine  an 
exhibition  as  could  be  imagined,  and  truly  astonishing  in  the  case  of  one  who  at 
that  moment  was  much  fitter  for  a  sick  room  than  for  a  court  of  law,  and  whose 
feeble  frame  quivered  through  every  fibre  under  the  powerftil  excitement  whidi  his 
indignation  caused.  We  forget  how  the  case  terminated ;  but  soon  after,  poor 
Lysaught  was  no  more ! 
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of  the  country^  and  the  policy  of  the 
empire. 

It  wa»  shortly  after  the  struggle 
between  the  Irish  Commons  and 
the  Crown,  which  had  originated  in 
the  right  of  disposing  of  an  unappro- 
priated revenue,  that  Mr.  Fitzgibbon 
was  called  to  the  bar.  The  condition 
of  legislative  subordination  in  which 
this  country  was  held  by  England,  ne- 
cessarily lowered  the  character  of  a 
profession,  which,  as  long  as  British 
domination  subsisted,  could  be  but  of 
secondary  importance  in  the  interpre- 
tation of  our  laws.  And  no  one,  what- 
ever may  be  his  abstract  opinion,  can 
be  surprised,  that  when  men  of  the 
lofty  intellect  and  imaginative  temper- 
ament of  Flood,  and  Grattan,  and 
Hussey  Burgh,  appeared  upon  the 
theatre  of  affidrs,  the  spirit  of  na- 
tionality must,  sooner  or  later,  have 
acquired  an  influence  which  could  not 
be  resisted. 

In  1778,  he  was  retained  as  counsel 
against  the  return  of  Richard  Hely 
Hutchinson,  afterwards  Earl  of  Do- 
noughmore,  as  ;,member  for  our  Uni- 
versity, and  succeeded  in  defeating  the 
claims  of  that  gentleman,  so  much  to 


the  satisfaction  of  the  constituency, 
that  he  himself  afterwards  became 
their  member,  and  retained  his  high 
position  until  he  was  elevated  to  the 
peerage. 

In  the  House  of  Commons,  he  iden- 
tified himself  with  the  national  party. 
The  degraded  position  of  the  Irish  le- 
gislature he  deeply  felt;  nor  did  he 
hesitate  to  go  the  whole  leneth  of  the 
most  ardent  of  the  popular  leaders  in 
contending  for  the  legislative  indepen- 
dence of  Ireland.  Although  compa- 
ratively inexperienced,  his  known  abi- 
lities had  given  '.him  a  sort  of  brevet 
rank  amongst  the  public  men  of  his 
day.  His  mind  was  eminently  legal. 
His  power  of  continuous  and  vigorous 
application  was  immense.  Hisjudg- 
raent  was  clear  and  rapid ;  and  he  thus 
readily  over-mastered  any  professional 
difficulties  with  which  he  had  to  con- 
tend, and  felt  himself  at  ease  in  the 
discbarge  of  his  most  laborious  duties 
as  an  advocate,  even  when  opposed  to 
those  of  much  higher  professional 
standing,  and  whose  wit  or  whose  elo- 
quence might  have  rendered  them 
much  more  distinguished.^ 

That  a  youthful  aspirant  for  public 


*  The  following  extract  from  Lord  Clare's  fee  book,  which  was  kept  in  bis  own 
handwriting,  will  be  interesting  to  our  legal  readers.  It  fills  146  pages  small 
quarto,  in  doable  columns.  We  extract  the  following  statement  from  the  first 
page:— 

*'  I  was  admitted  to  the  bar  on  the  19th  of  June,  being  the  first  day  of  Trinity 
terra,  1772. 

*'  December  22nd,  1783, 1  was  sworn  attorney-general  To  that  day  I  received 
at  the  bar,  £8,973  6s.  3d. 

1772 £343    7    0  »  "  This  term  '(Hilary,  1778)  I  was 

1773 414    3    5        prevented  from  attending    the    courts 

1774 ,      585  17    8        after  the  second  week,  by  my  attend- 

1775 619  17    1        ance  on  the  College  petition. 

1776 1,066  19    2  ■*•  N.  B.   This  year  I  was  prevented 

1777 1,633  16    0        appearing  in  the  courts  during  the  whole 

1778 1,126  17    9>       of  the  Easter  Term. 

1779  .     : 672  17    9*  «  "  N.B.  This  year  (1783)  I  did  not 

1780 892    8    0        attend  the  courts  after  the  first  week 

1781 759    9    9        in  Easter  Term,  nor  during  the  whole 

1782,  1783 859    5    5«       of  Trinity  term.  To  this  I  add  the  sum 

1784 4,625  17    0        which  I  received  March,  1783,  and  begin 

1785 5,722  15    8        a  new  account  from  the  time  I  was  ap- 

1786 6J02  19    3        pointed  attorney-general. 

1787 7,510  11     3        Easter,  1783 £55  14    9 

1788 7,980    0    0        Hilary,  1783 344  18    8 

1798,  Hilary  and  Easter    4,395    6    6        Michaelmas,  1782     ...    231    6    9 

£45,912    9    8        Eleventh  year       .    .     .     .£632    0~2 
Michaelmas,  1783      ...    227    5    3 

£859    5    5 
"  From  19th  June,  1772,  to  June,  1789,  I  received  at  the  bar,  £45,912  9s.  8d. 
Of  this,  £36,939  3s.  lid.  was  received  by  me  in  the  last  five  years  and  a-half. 
**  1788 — N.B.  In  this  year  the  Court  of  Chancery  was  shut  from  the  first  day  of 
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distinction^  such  as  Mr.  Fitzgibbon 
wasy  should  not  have  paused  to  consi- 
der how  far  the  liberties  which  he  fain 
would  vindicate  for  his  country  were 
compatible  with  British  rule,  cannot 
cause  any  astonishment  to  those  who 
know  how  the  aged  and  the  expe- 
rienced were  at  that  period  acted  upon 
by  the  powerful  influences  then  at 
work  for  the  creation  of  a  national 
spirit  in  Ireland.  He  saw  the  form  of 
a  government,  without  the  power — an 
ostensible  ministry,  a  puppet  adminis- 
tration ;  a  parliament  to  all  outward 
seeming,  without  any  of  the  functions 
of  a  legislature ;  and  he  but  aimed  at 
giving  a  substantive  reality  to  what 
had  only  mocked  the  lovers  of  liberty, 
as  a  hollow  semblance  of  the  British 
constitution. 

But  the  political  Frankensteins  of 
that  day  knew  little  of  the  spirit  they 
were  about  to  evoke.  They  knew  not 
the  temper  of  the  multitude  who  were 
about  to  be  suddenly  invested  with 
new  and  untried  powers,  nor  the  num- 
ber of  able  and  unscrupulous  men  who 
meant  **  licence,"  when  they  shouted 
for  **  liberty.**  We  now  know,  from 
authentic  history,  that  the  more  active 
of  the  movement  party  regarded  all 
that  had  been  done  but  as  an  instal- 
ment of  what  was  yet  to  come ;  and 
contemplated  every  advance  which  was 
made  in  constitutional  dignity,  but  as 
the  prelude  to  national  independence. 

The  struggle  in  America  which  had 
but  just  terminated,  excited,  in  the 
minds  of  the  generous  and  the  unre- 


flecting, a  disposition  to  make  light  of 
the  authority  of  the  Britbh  crown. 
And  the  new  republic,  which  had  ari- 
sen like  a  phoenix  out  of  the  ashes  of 
what  was  called  colonial  servitude, 
was  regarded,  by  the  myriads  who 
acclidmed  its  rbing,  far  less  as  a 
warning  than  an  example.  A  people 
who  had  been  accustomed  to  deliberate 
with  arms  in  their  hands,  and  who 
had  already  extorted  terms  from  the 
British  minister,  at  the  extent  of  which 
they  were  themselves  astonished, 
could  not  easily  believe  that  any  limit 
would  be  set  to  the  concessions  which 
they  might  command,  if  they  were 
but  unanimous  and  determined  in  their 
resolution  to  attain  them.  Those  who 
but  a  short  time  before  had  laia^con- 
tentedly  under  the  substance  of  servi- 
tude, having  the  forms  of  freedom, 
now  that  they  had  attained  the  full 
measure  of  constitutional  liberty, 
could  not  bear  even  the  semblance  of 
restraints  which  reminded  them  of 
their  former  degradation.  Restric- 
tions which  hjul  never  been  felt  before 
but  as  the  necessary  conditions  of 
connexion,  under  the  same  crown, 
with  another  and  more  powerful  king- 
dom, were  now  regarded  as  fetters  no 
longer  endurable,  and  from  which  it 
required  only  a  strong  effort  of  the  na- 
tional will  to  set  them  free.  And 
even  a  large  and  liberal  participation 
in  the  commercial  and  colonial  advan- 
tages of  Great  Britain,  when  proffered 
to  a  country  without  a  marine,  with 
a  generosity  which  should  have  dis- 


Michaelmas  term  till  the  14th  or  15th  of  December;  and  for  the  very  few  days  on 
which  the  Chancellor  or  the  Commissioners  sat,  little  or  no  business  was  done.  In 
this  year  but  one  long  cause  was  heard  in  the  Court  of  Chancery,  which  was  heard 
by  Lord  Chief  Justice  Carleton ;  and  not  one  long  cause  was  heard  in  the  Ex- 
chequer, in  Michaelmas  term  ;  and  one  decree  to  my  account,  and  only  one  long 
cause  in  Trinity  term." 

Lord  Clare  made  in  his  first  term  (1772),  £94  14.  9d. ;  and  in  Michaelmas  term, 
same  year,  £96  10s.  7d.  The  first  fee  he  received  was  "  Farrell  v.  Crosbie," 
£5  13s.  9d.  The  last  fee  he  received  was  **  Redmond  v.  Carr,"  £39  5s.  Sd.,  in 
Trinity  term,  1789. 

In  the  vear  1768,  Lord  Clare  received  1,367  fees ;  and  more  than  half  the  number 
were  under  three  guineas.  The  amount  seems  small,  considering  that  he  was  at- 
torney-general, and  at  the  top  of  his  profession,  as  compared  with  the  fees  now 
paid  to  counsel. 

The  fees  received  are  entered  in  each  term,  at  the  close  of  which,  the  total  sum 
received  is  stated  thus  : — 

Michaelmas,  1786 .     .     .    .   £1,413    8     1 
Trinity,  1786    .....       1,637  17    2 

Easter,  1786 1.390  18    6 

Hilary,  1766 2,260  15    6 

1786 £6,702  19    3 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


^"n,,^ 


1847.] 


Lord  Clare, 


677 


armed  all  suspicion^  was,  because  ac- 
companied by  certain  conditions  and 
limitations  which  were  indispensable 
for  securing  a  unity  of  action  in  the 
governing  power,  resented  as  a  covert 
and  insidious  attack  upon  our  newly- 
acquired  and  dearly-prized  legislative 
and  cotistitutional  freedom. 

Such  was  the  temper  of  men's 
minds,  such  the  views  which  were 
afloat  in  their  imaginations,  when  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon,  who  had  assisted  in  the 
triumphs  of  the  popular  party,  by 
whom  the  settlement  of  1782  had 
been  achieved,  was,  upon  the  pro- 
motion of  Yelverton  to  the  Bench  as 
chief  baron,  raised  to  the  important 
office  of  attorney-general  for  Ire- 
land. He  took  the  oaths  of  office  on 
the  22nd  of  December,  1783. 

Whatever  might  be  the  views  or 
motives  of  others,  he  contemplated 
the  settlement  which  had  been  made 
as  a  final  adjustment.  He  saw  clearly 
that  the  Irish  parliament  had  attained 
as  much  of  independent  power,  and  of 
freedom  of  action,  as  were  compatible 
with  public  safety,  and  that  any  fur- 
ther enlargement  of  popular  privileges 
would  peril  the  security  of  British 
connexion.  He  could  not  but  per- 
ceive that  such  ideas  of  finality  were 
not  entertained  by  the  popular  leaders; 
and  that  the  firm  hand  of  a  strong  go- 
vernment would  be  required  to  re- 
strain them  in  their  courses,  if  the 
peace  of  the  country  was  to  be  pre- 
served. Nor  was  it  long  before  events 
fully  justified  his  anticipations,  and  all 
his  determination  and  ability  were  re- 
quired to  avert  impending  dangers. 

The  year  following  his  appointment, 
1784,  was  one  of  great  excitement ; 
and  to  meet  the  emergencies  which 
were  daily  occurring,  required  no 
small  degree,  both  of  courage  and 
ability,  on  the  part  of  the  first  law 
officer  of  the  crown.  The  country 
was  called  upon  by  the  agitators  to 
elect  representatives,  who  were  to  sit 
in  Dublin,  for  the  purpose  of  over- 
awing the  parliament.  And  Mr. 
Hardy  observes,  in  his  '*  Life  of  Lord 


Charlemont,"  thjrt  *'  whatover  objec* 
tions  might  be  mide  to  the  manner  in 
which  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  then  attor- 
ney-general, prose(;uted  the  sheriff 
of  the  county  of  Dublin,  a  worthy 
man,  but  who  was  so  ill-advised  as  to 
comply  with  this  insane  writ  of  sedi- 
tion, no  good  member  of  a  well-regu- 
lated community  can  deny  his  suffrage 
to  the  spirit,  and  even  the  wisdom, 
with  which  the  attorney  acted  on  that 
occasion."  The  following  is  the  inci- 
dent alluded  to.  We  extract  it  from 
the  "  Life  of  Lord  Clare,"  by  the  Rev. 
James  Wills,  author  of  the  "  Lives  of 
Illustrious  Irishmen,"  which  was  re- 
viewed in  our  last  number,  and  who 
thus  gives  if,  as  he  found  it  recorded 
in  many  of  the  publications  of  the 
day: — 

"  At  a  time  when  a  popular  ferment, 
produced  by  various  causes,  strongly 
prevailed  in  the  metropolis  of  Ireland,  a 
general  meeting  of  the  inhabitants  was, 
at  the  requisition  of  several  persons, 
called  by  the  sheriffs.  His  lordship, 
then  attorney-general,  and  one  of  the 
most  unpopular  Inen  in  the  kingdom, 
came  to  the  meeting,  accompanied  by 
only  one  or  two  friends,  and  forced  his 
way  through  the  mob,  who  had  latterly 
been  in  the  habit  of  ofilering  personal 
insults  to  those  whom  they  suspected 
of  being  adverse  to  their  measures ;  and 
getting  upon  the  hustings,  interrupted 
a  popular  orator  in  the  midst  of  his  ha- 
rangue. He  then  told  the  sheriffs  that 
they  had  acted  illegally  in  convening 
the  meeting,  commanded  them  to  leave 
the  chair,  and  threatened  them  with  an 
information,  ex  qfficio,  if  they  presumed 
to  continue  it.  He  then  leu  the  asto- 
nished and  staring  assembly  amidst  the 
hisses  of  the  mob,  and  the  sheriffs  in- 
stantly dissolved  the  meeting." 

This  was  a  bold  stroke,  and  could 
only  be  hazarded  by  a  man  who  re- 
solved to  stake  his  life  upon  the  issue. 
It  of  course  procured  for  him  un- 
bounded execrations  on  the  part  of  the 
factious ;  but  he  had  the  satisfaction 
of  feeling,  that  by  his  timely  and  vigo- 
rous interference  most  serious  calami- 
ties were  prevented.* 


*  The  following  letter  from  the  Duke  of  Rutland,  then  Lord  Lieutenant,  will 
show  the  high  sense  which  his  Grace  entertained  of  Mr.  Fitzgibbon's  services,  and 
also  the  approbation  of  them  which  was  felt  in  a  higher  quarter : — 

"FhoenlxFftrk,  October  1,  1784. 

"  Deab  Sib — I  wished  to  have  seen  yon  before  you  had  quitted  Dublin,  to  have 
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Indeed}  between  sach  a  man  as  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon^  and  the  men  to  whom  he 
was  now  opposed,  no  cordial  sympathy 
could  ever  have  obtained.  A  clear^ 
sagacious  reasoner,  well  versed  in 
constitutional  law,  and  firmly  resolved 
to  maint£dn  the  authority  of  the  Bri- 
tish crown,  had  little  in  common  with 
the  visionaries  and  enthusiasts  who 
were  at  that  time  agitating  the  popu- 
lar passions,  and  by  whose  specious 
theorising  so  many  of  the  ardent  and 
unreflecting  were  deluded.  He  who 
had  been  made  to  feel,  bv  the  force  of 
events,  that  too  much  had  been  already 
granted,  was  but  ill  assorted  with  those 
who  were  clamorous  for  the  concession 
of  the  very  little  that  had  been  retained. 
It  is  not,  therefore,  surprising  that 
even  thus  early  a  decided  antagonism 
sprung  up  between  them  ;  they  re- 
garding him  as  their  most  formidable 
adversary,  while  he  regarded  them  as 
little  better  than  covert  and  insidious 
traitors. 

While  his  assailants  were  prodigal 
of  invective,  conveyed  in  every  form 
which  could  wound,  or  lacerate,  or 
cover  the  object  of  it  with  obloquy, 
his  recriminations,  or  admonitions, 
were  not  conveyed  in  gentle  terms, 
nor  expressed  with  the  grace  or  the 
courtesy  by  which  they  might  be  most 
effectually  recommended.  A  manner, 
tart,  abrupt,  contemptuous  j  and  lan- 
guage of  severe  invective,  or  lofty, 
withering  scorn,  were  ill-calculated  to 
secure  the  good  will  of  hb  hearers,  or 
reclaim  the  wanderers  from  the  paths 
of  constitutional  order  from  the  errors 
of  their  ways.  In  dealing  with  his 
opponents,  he  treated  them  more  as 
culprits  than  as  adversaries ;  and  his 
reasonings  were  often  so  mingled  with 


splenetic  effusions  of  temper,  that  their 
acrimony  provoked,  even  more  than 
their  cogency  convinced,  those  who 
might  have  otherwise  had  their  minds 
opened  by  them  to  the  designs  or  ma- 
chinations of  the  disturbers.  Bat, 
whatever  were  his  defects,  or  imper- 
fections, in  these  particulars,  he  was 
the  very  impersonation  of  vigorous 
rule  ;  and  as  he  perceived  clearly  that 
a  crisis  was  approaching  in  which  go- 
vernment must  either  succumb  to,  or 
boldly  grapple  with,  the  democratic 
leaders,  all  his  influence  was  used  to 
impress  upon  the  authorities  their 
bounden  duty,  and  he  resolved  at  onoe 
to  take  his  stand  upon  a  principle  of 
resistance  to  popular  aggression,  which 
could  alone,  in  his  judgment,  guaran- 
tee the  integrity  of  the  empire. 

There  are  times  when  concesnon  is 
madness,  as  there  are,  no  doubt,  when 
it  is  true  wisdom  ;  and  to  read  aright 
''the  signs  of  the  times,"  so  as  to 
know  when  to  resist,  and  when  to  give 
way,  to  popular  clamour,  is  one  of  the 
most  valuable  characteristics  of  the 
true  statesman.  When  clamour  arises 
from  felt  grievances,  the  policy  of 
redress  may  be  safelv  adopted.  When 
it  is  fomented  by  faction,  or  fostered 
by  restless  desires  for  organic  change, 
not  required  by  the  actual  conditioa 
of  the  people,  and  merely  symptoma- 
tic of  the  all-devouring  nature  of 
popular  ambition,  it  should  be  reso- 
lutely resisted.  In  the  one  case,  it  is 
a  natural  expression  of  pain,  or  un- 
easiness, and  indicates  a  pressure  which 
should  be  removed.  In  the  other,  it 
is  a  wanton  and  extravagant  manifes- 
tation of  violence,  which  cannot  be 
indulged  without  leading  to  the  over- 
throw of  all  legitimate  authority.  And 


returned  you  my  most  particular  thanks,  for  the  manly  and  spirited  part  you  have 
taken  in  the  support  of  my  government,  and  in  the  assertion  of  the  (Jonstitution  of 
your  country. 

**  I  should  not,  however,  on  that  account  alone,  have  troubled  you' with  it  farth^ , 
had  I  not  received  in  addition  the  King's  commands  to  express  to  you  his  entire  ap- 
probation of  every  part  of  your  conduct.  No  words  of  mme  can  add  weight  to  so 
honourable  an  encomium ;  but  I  assure  you  that  I  feel  a  singular  satisniction  ia 
being  the  instrument  of  conveying  it  to  you.  I  must  desire  you  at  the  same  time 
to  consider  this  letter  not  merely  as  a  matter  of  compliment  and  form,  but  as  dic- 
tated by  the  feelings  of  one  who  is  most  sensibly  impressed  with  the  importance  of 
your  services,  and  the  effects  of  your  exertions,  to  enable  him  to  persevere  in  the 
arduous  task  which  be  has  undertaken. 

"  I  am,  my  dear  Sir,  with  great  truth,  your  most  obliged,  and  faithful  humble 
servant, 

"  Rutland. 

**  Bight  HononOile  the  Attomey-Geoeral,  Mount  Shaonon,  Limerick.** 
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this  latter  was  the  phase  which  the 
popolar  discontent  had  assumed,  when 
Mr.  Fitzgibbon  deemed  it  necessary 
that  the  executive  should  bo  armed 
with  extraordinary  powers*  to  defeat 
the  factious  commotions  which  threat- 
ened to  bury  society  in  ruins.  All 
reasonable  demands  had  been  con- 
ceded. The  duration  of  parliament 
was  shortened — its  independence  was 
restored ;  a  free  trade  had  been  grant- 
ed ;  the  independence  of  the  judges 
IV as  secured  ;  and  the  faith  of  the 
government  was  pledged  for  the  con- 
unnance  of  the  advantages  thus  ob- 
tainedy  even  if  they  did  not — which 
could  scarcely  be  assumed — carry  their 
guarantee  of  permanency  within 
themselves.  Everything,  therefore, 
had  been  done  which  could  be  consti- 
tutionally available  for  the  national 
prosperity  and  freedom ;  and  to  per- 
mit the  continuance  of  an  agitation, 
carried  on  in  a  spirit  of  intimidation, 
and  by  an  instrumentality  which  fain 
would  supersede  that  of  the  parlia- 
ment itself,  would  argue  a  weakness 
or  timidity  on  the  part  of  the  minis- 
ters of  the  crown,  which  might  justly 
expose  them  to  the  reproach  of  encour- 
aging violence,'  or  conniving  at  treason. 
Undoubtedly  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  was 
not  the  man  willingly  to  incur  such  an 
imputation,  nor  would  he  have  been 
worthy  of  the  office  which  he  held, 
had  he  hesitated  a  single  moment  to 
take  the  very  promptest  and  most 
vigorous  measures  against  the  system 
of  outrage  which  then  disturbed 
the  South  and  the  West,  and  of 
which  the  following  is  but  a  tame  de- 
scription. We  Quote  from  the  **  Irish 
Parliamentary  Debates  of  January 
31  St,  1787,"  in  which  he  thus  describes 
the  proceedings  of  the  insurgents  :— 

'*  Their  commencement  was  in  one 
or  two  parishes  in  the  county  of  Kerry, 
and  they  proceeded  thus : — The  people 
assembled  in  a  mass-house,  and  there 
took  an  oath  to  obey  the  laws  of  Cap- 
tain Right,  and  to  starve  the  clergy. 
They  then  proceeded  to  the  next  pa- 
rishes on  the  following  Sunday,  and 
there  swore  the  people  in  the  same 
manner,  with  this  addition,  that  they 
(the  people  last  sworn)  should,  on  the 
ensuing  Sunday,  proceed  to  the  chapels 
of  their  next  neighbouring  parishes  in 
like  manner.** 

Havmg  thus  rapidly  organised  all 


Munster  into  one  vast  conspiracy 
against  tithes,  they  next  proceeded  to 
regulate,  after  their  fashion,  the  rent 
of  land. 

"  In  all  their  proceedings  they  have 
shewn  the  greatest  address,  with  a  deeree 
of  caution  and  circumspection  which  is 
the  more  alarming,  as  it  demonstrates 
system  and  design.  Bodies  of  five  thou- 
sand of  them  have  been  seen  to  march 
through  the  country  unarmed,  and  if  met 
by  anpr  magistrate  who  had  the  spirit  to 
question  them,  they  have  not  offered  the 
smallest  rudeness  or  offence;  on  the 
contrary,  they  have  allowed  persons 
charged  with  crimes  to  be  taken  from 
amongst  them  by  the  magistrates  alone, 
unaided  with  any  force.  Wherever 
they  went,  they  found  the  people  as 
ready  to  take  an  oath  to  cheat  the 
clergy,  as  they  were  to  propose  it.  But 
if  any  one  did  resist,  the  torments 
which  he  was  doomed  to  undergo  were 
too  horrible  even  for  savages  to  be  sup- 
posed guilty  of.  In  the  middle  of  the 
night  he  was  dragged  from  his  bed,  and 
buried  alive  in  a  crave  lined  with  thorns ; 
or  he  was  set  nfu^ed  on  horseback,  and 
tied  to  a  saddle*  covered  with  thorns^ 
in  addition  to  this,  perhaps  his  ears 
were  sawed  off.  Sir,  there  is  this  day 
an  account  received  of  two  military 
men,  who  had  exerted  themselves  in  the 
line  of  their  duty,  who  were  attacked  by 
a  body  of  Right  Boys,  and,  I  fear,  mur- 
dered, for  there  is  but  little  hope  of 
their  recovering  of  their  wounds.  The 
way  in  which  the  Right  Boys  perpe- 
trated this  crime  was,  the  two  men  were 
walking  together  armed,  they  set  a 
dog  at  them,  when  one  of  the  men  fired  ; 
he  had  no  sooner  thrown  away  his  fire, 
than  a  multitude  rushed  upon  the  two 
men  from  behind  the  ditches,  and  wound- 
ed them  in  a  most  shocking  manner." 

Wo  ask,  what  should  be  thought  of 
a  goverment  which  could  permit  a  syS' 
tern  of  outrage  such  as  this  to  ride 
rough-shod  over  the  ordinary  laws  of 
the  land  ?  Upon  the  fullest  inquiry, 
it  was  found  that  no  charge  of  extor- 
tion could  be  established  against  the 
clergy.  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  states,  that 
far  fVom  receiving  a  tenth,  he  knew  of 
no  instance  in  which  they  received  a 
twentieth  of  the  produce.  And  he 
decidedly  affirmed,  that  the  disturb- 
ances were  fomented  bv  a  race  of  op- 
pressive middlemen,  wno  ground  down 
the  peasantry  by  exorbitant  rents,  and 
whose  object  in  resbting  the  clergy 
was,  not  to  relieve  the  poor,  *<but 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


680 


Gallery  of  Ulustrious  Irishmen. — No,  XV I . 


[Dec. 


that  they  might  add  the  clergy's  share 
to  the  cruel  rack-rent  alreiidy  paid." 

<<  Quos  ego sed  motos  praestat 

coroponcre  fluctus."  There  can  be 
no  aoubt  that  he  would  have  dealt 
vigorously  and  effectually  with  these 
worst  enemies  of  their  country,  had 
time  and  opportunity  been  afforded  to 
devise  the  remedies  which  the  case  re- 
quired ;  but  the  evil  immediately  be- 
fore him  admitted  of  no  delayi  and  he 
proceeded  at  once  to  meet  it  with  a 
promptitude  which  would  strike  ter- 
ror into  the  insurgents.  For  this  pur- 
pose, he  deemed  a  revision  of  the 
magistracy  indispensable.  He  also 
was  of  opinion  that  the  Right  Boy 
offences  should  be  deemed  felony — 
they  being,  by  the  existing  law,  only 
regarded  as  misdemeanours.  But  the 
most  objectionable  feature  in  the  sys- 
tem of  coercion  which  he  recommend- 
edy  was,  the  arming  magistrates  with 
authority  to  pull  down  such  popish 
chapels  as  had  been  profaned  m  the 
manner  above  described  by  the  admi- 
nistration of  unlawful  oaths  to  the  con- 
gregation. Of  this  very  strong  mea- 
sure, the  following  is,  "  quantum  va- 
Icat,"  his  justification  : — 

"  I  come  now  to  the  clause  which, 
upon  the  first  reading,  drew  forth  such 
a  string  of  feverish  epithets  from  some 
honourable  gentlemen — the  clause  di- 
recting magistrates  to  demolish  mass- 
houses  in  which  combinations  shall  be 
formed,  or  unlawful  oaths  administered. 
Sir,  I  am  as  unwilling  as  any  man  to 
abolish  Christianity ;  for  I  know  if  re- 
ligion is  abolished,  there  is  no  longer 
any  tie  over  the  minds  of  men.  1  am 
as  unwilling  as  the  right  honourable 
gentleman  to  stab  men  through  the  sides 
of  their  gods ;  but  if  they  will  make 
their  places  of  worship  places  of  com- 
bination, they  should  be  prostrated ;  if 
they  will  pervert  them  to  the  vilest  pur- 
poses, they  ought  to  be  demolished. 
However,  though  I  should  not-  press 
this  clause,  1  am  glad  it  has  appeared  in 
print ;  it  will  shew  the  bulk  of  the  peo- 
ple what  they  are  likely  to  draw  upon 
themselves  ;  and  it  will  rouse  those  who 
are  most  interested  in  their  preservation 
to  exert  themselves  for  the  prevention 
of  combinations,  and  administering  of 
unlawful  oaths  in  them." 

His  object  was  the  repression  of 
crime  ;  and  he  well  knew  that  punish- 
ment is  but  cruelty  as  long  as  that  end 
is  not  attained.  It  should  be  effectual 
for  its  purpose^  or  it  should  not  bo  at 


all.  And  there  was  mercy  as  well  as 
wisdom  in  the  resolve  to  bear  with  a 
heavy  hand  upon  transgressors  who 
could  only  be  put  down  when  the  laws 
became  as  great  a  terror  to  them,  as  they 
were  to  the  peaceable  and  unoffending. 
For  this  he  incurred  the  hatred  of  all 
who  traded  upon  popular  discontent, 
and  who  had  more  pleasure  in  seeing 
the  government  embarrassed,  than  the 
disorders  in  the  country  remedied. 
But  the  **  mens  conscia  recti"  sustained 
him;  and  although  he  did  not  wan- 
tonly court,  yet  he'  cheerfully  braved 
unpopularity,  when  it  roust  be  incur- 
red for  the  purpose  of  averting  national 
dangers. 

Nor  can  we  form  a  just  estimate  of 
the  difficulties  with  which  he  had  to 
grapple,  unless  we  consider  the  in- 
flamed state  of  parties  at  that  period, 
and  the  manner  in  which  the  political 
malecontents  of  the  north  were  pre- 
pared to  take  advantages  of  the  agra- 
rian disturbances  which  agitated  the 
south  and  the  west  of  Ireland.  He 
had  not  merely  to  take  measures  for 
extinguishing  a  house  on  fire,  but  to 
prevent  fhe  spread  of  a  conflagration 
m  the  neighbourhood  of  a  magazine  of 
combustibles,  the  explosion  of  which 
must  cause  a  universal  destruction ; 
and  he  was  therefore  compelled  to 
exert  a  degree  of  promptitude  and 
energy  which,  under  ordinary  circum- 
stances, might  not  have  been  required. 
But  that  he  was  a  humane  and  honest, 
as  well  as  a  very  able  public  function- 
ary, may  be  inferred,  we  think,  from 
the  following  observations  of  his  great 
antagonist,  Mr.  Grattan,  in  reply  to 
something  that  had  fallen  from  him  in 
the  debate  upon  the  Navigation  Act, 
which  took  place  in  the  Irish  House  of 
Commons  on  the  20th  of  March, 
1787:- 

"  The  right  honourable  member  has 
spoken  of  the  opposition  much  to  their 
disadvantage.  They  had  one  merit, 
however,  that  of  making  the  right  ho- 
nourable member  attorney-general.  Ho 
is,  however,  too  high  in  station,  ability, 
and  independence,  to  be  the  partisan  of 
the  party  in  government,  or  any  party; 
but  if  he  has  censured  the  English  op- 
position, he  has  censured  his  own  coun- 
trymen at  least  as  liberally.  Sir,  they 
were  invited  to  discuss  the  subject  by 
the  minister ;  they  gave  such  an  opinion 
as  was  approved  of  by  many  very  able 
and  very  honest  men.  We  should  treat 
that  opinion  at  least  with  good  manners ; 
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particularly  the  right  honourable  mem- 
ber should  do  80,  because  he  has  abili- 
ties and  'pretensions  to  enter  into  the 
field  of  argument  without  any  other  as- 
sistance. However,  'what  has  fallen 
from  the  right  honourable  member  is  a 
proof  that  a  certain  asperity  is  not  in- 
consistent with  an  excellent  head  and 
a  very  good  heart." 

By  "  a  certain  asperity"  he  was,  no 
doubt,  characterised.  It  was  the  rough 
rind  which  encased  a  rich  and  mellow 
fruit.  But,  beset  as  he  was  by  able 
and  harassing  antagonists,  some  harsh- 
ness of  temper  cannot  surprise  us.  The 
duties  which  devolved  upon  him  as  first 
law .  officer  of  the  crown,  were  in  the 
highest  degree  onerous  and  invidious. 
He  it  was  who  was  called  upon  to  watch 
the  excesses  of  a  seditious  press,  and  to 
curb  the  extravagance  of  intemperate 
reformers ;  and  he  very  soon  began  to 
perceive,  that  if  a  sound  discretion,  of 
which  few  hopeful  symptoms  were  then 
disco  verable,did  not  govern  the  exercise 
of  the  parliamentary  privileges  which  he 
had  aided  in  acquiring  for  his  country, 
British  connexion  could  alone  be  pre- 
served by  a  legislative  union.  He 
thus  expressed  himself  upon  the  re- 
gency question,  on  the  llth  of  Fe- 
bruary, 1789  :— 

**  I  shall,  in  as  few  words  as  possible, 
state  my  opinion.  And  first,  I  maintain 
that  the  crown  of  Ireland  and  the  crown 
of  England  are  inseparably  united. 
Secondly,  I  do  maintain  that  the  Irish 
parliament  is  perfectly  and  totally  inde- 
pendent of  the  British  parliament. 

**  The  first  position  is  your  security  ; 
the  second  is  your  freedom  ;  and  when 
gentlemen  talk  any  other  language  than 
this,  they  either  tend  to  the  separation 
of  tbo  crowns,  or  the  subjugation  of 
your  parliament ;  they  invade  either 
your  security  or  your  liberty.  Further, 
the  only  security  for  your  liberty  is  your 
connection  with  Great  Britain ;  and 
gentlemen  who  risque  breaking  the  connect 
tion^  must  make  up  their  minds  to  an 
•union,  God  forbid  I  should  ever  sco 
that  day ;  but  if  ever  the  day  on  which 
a  separation  shall  be  attempted  may 
come,  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  embrace 
a  union  rather  than  a  separation." 

It  is  well  known  that,  upon  the  im- 
portant question  then  at  issue,  the  two 
parliaments  came  to  different  conclu- 
sions ;  the  British  maintaining  that  it 
rested  with  the  Houses  of  Lords  and 
Commons  to  supply,  as  should  seem  to 
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them  most  expedient,  the  defect  of  the 
royal  authority;  the  Irish,  that  the 
regency  belonged  of  right  ,to  the  heir 
apparent,  as  soon,  and  as  long,  as  the 
incapacity  of  the  reigning  sovereign 
was  ascertained.  Thus  it  might  hap- 
len  that  regents  would  be  chosen 
»y  the  separate  members  of  the  united 
kingdom,  of  opposite  views  and  with 
different  powers ;  the  one  restricted, 
and  the  other  unlimited ;  and  th'at  a 
system  of  government,  both  foreign 
and  domestic,  might  be  devised  and  in- 
stituted by  each,  that  would  seriously 
compromise  the  integrity  of  the  empire. 
A  more  fruitful  source  of  national  dis- 
cord could  not,  indeed,  be  imagined. 
And  bad  it  not  pleased  Divine  Provi- 
dence to  restore  his  majesty  to  his 
right  mind,  tbo  extent  of  mischief 
which  might  have  ensued  must  baffle 
human  calculation.  Ireland,  flushed 
with  her  new  independence,  would  not 
have  brooked  dictation  from  a  body 
which  had  so  recently  been  compelled 
to  relinquish  its  assumed  powers  over 
her  legislature,  by  an  express  act  of 
renunciation.  And  as  little  could  it 
be  presumed  that  Great  Britain,  under 
the  government  of  Pitt,  would  have 
permitted  a  departure  from  constitu- 
tional rule  which  seemed  so  full 
fraught  with  national  ruin.  The  crisis 
was  truly  alarming ;  and  how  the 
jarring  legislatures  could  reconcile 
their  differences  without  receding  from 
views  and  principles  which  each  seem-- 
ed  resolute  to  maintain,  would  be  as 
difficult  to  discover,  as  the  evils  were 
glaring  and  imminent  which  must  have 
resulted  from  persisting  in  their  pre- 
tensions. But  the  cloud  which  had  so 
suddenly  darkened  the  horizon,  just  as 
suddenly  passed  away ;  and  no  act  of 
collision  was  rendered  necessary,  by 
any  measures  on  the  part  of  the  sepa- 
rate parliaments,  for  carrying  into 
effect  their  respective  intentions.  Not 
the  less,  however,  did  wise  men  fore- 
see that  contingencies  must  arise  when 
such  collisions  could  no  longer  be 
avoided,  and  that  if  the  empire  was 
not  to  be  divided  against  itself,  some 
better  bond  of  unity  must  be  sought 
for  than  could  be  said  to  exist  whilst 
hostile  legislatures  might  thus,  upon 
a  vital  question,  be  brought  into  such 
deadly  conflict. 

The  truth  is,  that  a  tide  had  set  in 
which  would  not,  and  could  not,  be 
resisted.     Mr.  Grattan,  at  the  head  of 
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the  popular,  or  national  party,  was 
dazzled  by  his  own  achievements,  and 
was  disposed  to  legislate  irrespectively 
of  every  thing  but  the  competency  of 
parliament  and  the  exaltation  of  Ire- 
land. Mr.  Fitzgibbon  perceived  clearly 
that  such  a  spirit  might  carry  hira  too 
far ;  that  a  sentimental  or  theatrical 
legislation  was  ill-suited  to  the  coun- 
try or  the  time  ;  and  that,  without  far 
more  of  moderation  on  the  part  of  the 
Irish  patriots  than  any  appearances 
at  that  period  would  justify,  but  little 
hope  could  be  entertained  of  mailing 
British  connexion  compatible  with  a 
full  measure  of  Irish  legislative  free- 
dom. 

Upon  the  regency  question  it  was 
that  Mr.  Grattan  and  Mr.  Fitzgibbon 
first  came  into  what  might  be  called 
angry  collision  ;  not  that  either  could 
be  said  to  have  lost  his  temper,  but 
that  both  exhibited  an  impetuous  ear- 
nestness corresponding  to  their  sense 
of  the  importance  of  the  matter  at 
issue,  and  their  so  directly  opposite 
convictions.  Mr.  Grattan  professed 
to  discuss  the  question  theoretically 
and  constitutionally,  but,  in  effect, 
reasoned  as  though  the  honour  and 
dignity  of  the  Irish  legislature  were 
alone  worthy  of  being  regarded,  and 
was,  doubtless,  under  the  influence  of 
a  strong  expectation  that  his  party 
were  about  to  come  into  power.  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon  reasoned  it  technically,  as 
a  lawyer,  but  with  a  strong  presenti- 
ment of  the  **  confusion  worse  con- 
founded" in  which  the  empire  would 
be  involved,  if  his  adversaries  proved 
successful.  The  one  was  the  plausible 
and  brilliant  orator,  affecting  to  take 
large  and  liberal  views,  but  which  pre- 
cluded altogether  paramount  imperial 
considerations.  The  other  was,  to  all 
outward  seeming,  the  narrow-minded 
and  pedantic  lawyer,  but  whose  state- 


ments and  reasonings  were  governed 
by  a  strict  regard  for  Britbh  con- 
nexion. Mr.  Grattan*s  epigrammatic 
magniloquence  won  for  him,  on  all 
sides,  the  palm  of  eloquence,  while  the 
intensity  of  his  enthusiasm  as  an  Irish- 
man commended  him  to  the  patriotic 
party  as  the  unflinching  champion  of 
national  rights,  Mr.  Fitzgibbon's 
calm  and  lucid  argument,  althoogh 
built  upon  the  very  words  of  an  ex- 
press enactment  which  had  been 
brought  in  under  the  sanction  of  Mr. 
Grattan  himself,  incurred  for  him  the 
reproach  of  being  an  anti-natiooal 
special  pleader,  while  in  reality  the 
wisdom  and  statesmanship  of  his  pro- 
positions can  admit  of  no  doubt  in  the 
minds  of  any  who  will  take  the  trouble 
seriously  to  reflect  upon  what  might 
have  been  the  issue  of  the  struggle^ 
had  it  not  pleased  a  gracious  Provi- 
dence to  render  further  proceedings 
no  longer  necessary,  by  removing  the 
mental  illness  of  the  king.* 

It  was  shortly  after  this  disoossion 
that  he  was  raised  to  the  high  office  of 
Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland.  Hb  abi- 
lities and  his  services  could  not  have 
escaped  the  notice  of  Pitt,  who,  for 
his  part,  was  not  indisposed  to  accede 
to  the  wishes  of  the  Irish  government, 
by  appointing  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  to  the 
custody  of  the  Seals.  But  Lord  Thur- 
low  was,  at  that  time.  Lord  Chancel- 
lor of  England,  and  felt  and  expressed 
the  strongest  aversion  to  the  promo- 
tion of  any  Irishman  to  a  similar  office 
in  Ireland.  He  was  a  man  of  rough 
exterior,  surly  prejudices,  and  a  tem- 
per at  the  same  time  crafty  and  violent, 
which  had  on  more  than  one  occafflon 
enabled  him,  while  he  shewed  his  tusks 
against  the  minister,  to  win,  by  a  fawn- 
ing sycophancy,  the  good  graces  of 
the  king.  Pitt  was,  therefore,  em- 
barrassed  as  to  how  he  should  proceed. 


•  The  following  letter  from  the  Prime  Minister  will  show  how  highly  he  valued 
Mr.  Fitzgibbon's  services  on  the  occasion : — 

**  Downlng-ttrcek,  Febroaiy  SSd,  1789. 

•  "  Dear  Sir — I  cannot  help  troubling  you  with  these  few  lines,  to  express  the 
strong  sense  which,  I  am  sure,  every  true  friend  to  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  mast 
entertain  of  obligation  to  you  in  the  present  critical  conjuncture,  for  the  stand  you 
have  made  in  support  of  those  principles  on  which  the  safety  of  all  for  centuries 
so  essentially  depends.  Allow  me  to  add  how  happy  I  feel  personally  at  such  t 
moment,  in  being  embarked  in  the  same  boat  with  you,  and  to  assure  you  that 
in  every  circumstance  I  must  entertain  a  grateful  recollection  of  the  support  ind 
credit  which  the  cause  of  our  crovernment  has  received  from  your  exertions. 

*•  I  am,  with  great  regard,  dear  sir,  your  obedient  and  faithful  servant, 

"  W.  Pitt. 

"  Bight  Hon.  J.  Fitsglbbon." 
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Lord  Buckingham  and  his  secretary  accompanied  her  husband  to  Ireland 

had  both  intimated  their  determina-  when  he  was  appointed   Lord  Lieu- 

tion  to  resignj  if  their  recommendation  tenant,  also,  on  this  occasion,  strongly 

were   disregarded.       The  chancellor  interested  herself  for  Mr.  Fitzgibbon. 

might  have  seriously  troubled  the  mi-  She,   too,  addressed  the  minister  on 

nister,  if  his  assent  to  it  could  not  be  his  behalf,  representing  to  him  that  no 

obtained  ;  andas  the  latter  shrank  from  one  stood  higher  in  the  confidence  of 

a  personal  conflict  with  this   touchy  her  late  husband,  or  whose  promotion 

and    irritable  personage.  Major  Ho-  to  such  an  office  would  have   given 

hart  (afterwards    Earl    of  Bucking-  him  so  much  pleasure.     Pitt  assured 

hamshire),  was  commissioned  to  wait  her  of  his  own  good  wishes,  and  shewed 

upon  him,  and  do  what  he  could  to  her  where  his  difficulty  lay.    She  then 

stroke  down  his  porcupine-quills,  and  undertook  to  solicit  Lord  Thurlow. 

win,  if  possible,  his  assent  to  an  ar-  We  cannot  say  how  far  she  may  have 

rangement  which  might  affect  so  ma-  succeeded  in  ''  smoothing  the  raven 

terially  the  stability  of  the  administra-  down    of  blackness,  till  it  smiled ;" 

tion.    The  chancellor  for  long  resisted  but  she  was  herself  under  the  impres- 

his  solicitations,  but  at  length  grufily  sion  that  his  lordship's  prejudices  gave 

acceded  to  them,  observing,  that,  '<if  way  before  the  importunate  earnestness 

government  were  resolved  to  appoint  of  her  solicitations ;  and  it  may   be 

an  Irishman,  Fitzgibbon  was  the  best  that  some  e^ect  was  produced  by  them, 

they  could  find."*  which  prepared  the  way  for    M^gor 

The  Duchess  of  Rutland,  who  had  Hobarfs  interview,  by  which  the  mat- 


*  This  we  give  upon  the  authority  of  the  present  Earl  of  Clare,  to  whom  the  facts 
above  stated  were  narrated  by  the  Earl  of  Buckinghamshire  in  1814. 

The  following  is  Sir  Jonah  Barrington's  character  of  Major  Hobart,  from  which  it 
would  appear  that  Mr.  Pitt  was  not  injudicious  in  his  selection  of  him  for  the  pur- 
pose which  he  had  in  view  : — 

"  A  perfect  gentleman  ;  cheerful,  convivial,  conciliatory,  though  decided ;  liberal, 
yet  crafty ;  kind-hearted,  bat  cautious  ;  and  with  a  mixture  of  pride  and  affability 
m  his  manner,  he  particularly  adapted  himself  to  bis  official  purposes,  by  occa- 
sionally altering  the  proportion  of  each,  as  persons  or  circumstances  required  their 
application.  With  an  open,  prepossessing  countenance,  he  gained  wonderfully  upon 
every  gentleman  with  whom  he  associated.** — Rise  and  Fall  of  the  Irish  rfation. 

The  following  letter  his  lordship  received  from  Lord  Thurlow.  It  is  very 
characteristic,  and  shews  the  reluctance  with  which  he  acceded  to  the  arrange- 
ment:— 

"4th  Jul7,  1789. 

'*  Mt  bear  Lord — Allow  me  also  to  join  in  congratulating  your  lordship  on 
your  advancement ;  which  I  do  as  sincerely  as  if  I  had  contributed  to  it.  The  rule, 
which  has  been  observed  so  long,  evidently  sprang  out  of  a  principle,  to  which 
your  lordship  gave  force  and  credit,  at  a  moment  wnen  too  many  circumstances 
contributed  to  impair  it ;  and  your  merit  to  both  countries  was  exceedingly 
enhanced  by  the  assurances  which  my  Lord  Lieutenant  was  authorized  to  give, 
that  a  disappointment  would  not  shake  your  principles,  or  change  your  conduct. 
If  it  were  clear  that  the  precedent  of  relaxing  the  rule,  out  of  attention  to  so  much 
merit,  would  never  be  repeated,  till  a  similar  occasion  should  offer,  the  exception 
would,  probably,  not  hurt  the  rule.  But  if  it  must  be  repeated,  as  often  as  similar 
merit  is  claimed^  probably  the  exception  eats  up  the  rule.  While  this  consideration 
was  depending  in  the  cabinet,  to  wtiich  I  had  the  honour  of  being  called  on  that 
occasion,  I  thought  it  inconsistent  with  that  duty  to  explain  myself  to  any  other 
person;  and  I  flatter  myself  that  your  lordship  will  accept  that  as  mv  apology 
tor  declining  to  enter  upon  that  subject  sooner.  I  shall  conclude  with  assuring 
your  lordship,  that,  whatever  may  become  of  the  example,  I  am  very  happy  that 
his  Majesty  has  in  your  station  so  able  a  minister ;  whose  personal  attachment  to 
the  king,  combining  with  his  public  principle,  is  so  likely  to  maintain  the  peace 
and  security  of  his  government,  for  the  rest  of  his  reign. 

**  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  my  dear  lord,  with  great  regard,  your  lordship's 
most  faithful  and  obedient  servant, 

<*  Thublow. 
tt  To  tlM  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ir«l«ad,  Dnblin.'* 
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ter  was  finally  arranged,  in  accordance 
with  the  wishes,  both  of  the  minister, 
and  the  government  of  Ireland.*  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon  was  at  the  same  time 
raised  to  the  peerage,  by  the  title  of 
Baron  Fitzgibbon,  of  Lower  Con- 
nelloe. 

Both  the  privy  council,  and  the  court 
of  Chancery,  soon  felt  the  influence  of 
a  courageous,  an  untiring,  and  an  en- 
ergetic mind.  He  brought  to  his  ju- 
dicial office  a  vast  amount  of  practical 
knowledge,  acquired  not  only  from 
converse  with  the  ablest  jurists,  but 
his  professional  labours,  which  had  made 
him  intimately  acquainted  with  the  title- 
deeds  of  a  vast  amount  of  landed  pro- 
perty in  Ireland;  and  his  decisions 
were  rapid  and  perspicuous  to  a  de- 
gree that  astonished  the  profession,  and 
greatly  abridged  the  inconveniences 
which  had  long  been  felt  from  vexa- 
tious or  protracted  litigation.  That 
he  was  sometimes  hasty  and  intempe- 
rate, cannot  be  denied.  A  natural  ar- 
rogance, which  he  had  never  taken 
much  pains  to  subdue  or  mitigate, 
sometimes  gave  a  haughty  and  over- 
bearing character  to  his  demeanour 
towards  the  practitioners  ;  nor  did  he 
always  forget  the  politician  in  the 
judge,  when  he  had  to  listen  to  the 
pleadings  of  those  of  whose  principles 
he  disapproved.  But  his  bark  was 
always  worse  than  his  bite  ;  while  he 
was  oflen  angry,  he  was  never  un- 
just; and  no  one  ever  more  sternly  dis- 
countenanced the  fraudulent  practices 
of  unprincipled  solicitors,  by  whom 
the  courts  of  law  were  in  his  day  so 
gfrievously  infested.  That  some  of 
his  decisions  have  been  reversed,  is 
only  what  may  be  said  of  every  Irish 
lord  chancellor;  but  we  have  heard 
one  of  the  most  eminent  counsel  of 
that  day,  and  who  was  also  a  strong 
political  opponent  of  Lord  Clare,  ob- 
serve, that,  considering  the  number 
of  cases  which  he  would  decide  in  a 
given  time,  he  was  perfectly  astonished 
at  the  correctness  of  his  judgments ; 
and  that  he  did  not  think,  that,  under 
the  same  circumstances,  an  equal  num- 
ber of  unreversable  decisions  could 


have  been  made  by  any  other  judge  m 
England  or  Ireland.f 

But  the  cabinet  was,  at  that  crisis, 
his  proper  sphere,  and  there  the  weight 
of  his  opinions  was  acknowledged, 
when  matters  came  under  discussion 
materially  affecting  the  well-being  and 
the  tranquillity  of  Ireland.  With  the 
state  of  the  country,  and  the  designs 
oftheagitators,  he  was  well  acquainted. 
That  their  demands  were  such  as  no 
safe  concessions  could  satisfy,  he  very 
well  knew  ;  and  that  an  extensive  con- 
spiracy pervaded  the  country,  having 
for  its  object  the  overthrow  of  British 
authority,  was  clear  to  him  from  the 
speeches  and  the  practices  of  those  who 
sought  to  cover  their  ultimate  designs 
under  the  specious  pretext  of  a  reform 
of  the  representation.  No  doubt  many 
there  were  who  then  joined  in  the  cry  of 
the  factious,  without  looking  beyond 
constitutional  objects.  And,  under  a 
free  government  such  as  ours,  there  will 
always  be,  in  the  best  constituted  minds, 
an  aversion  from  dealing  harshly  with 
public  leaders,  whose  extravagance 
might  justly  expose  them  to  much  ani- 
madversion. The  unpopularity  which 
must  attend  any  resolute  course  of 
counteraction,  by  which  the  seditious 
might  be  effectually  coerced,  will  indis- 
pose the  gentle  and  the  feeble-minded 
to  its  adoption ;  and  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, a  government  may  feel 
itself  overpowered,  before  it  can  be 
made  to  see  the  necessity  for  prompt 
and  energetic  action.  But  the  Irish 
cabinet  now  possessed  a  leading  mind, 
which  would  not  suffer  it  to  he  thus 
hood-winked.  Lord  Clare  was  too 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  diag- 
nostics of  treason,  to  mistake  the  symp- 
toms then  apparent,  for  any  of  the 
lighter  inflammatory  maladies,  which 
might  be  dealt  with  by  ordinary  topi- 
cal treatment.  And  he  was  not  slow 
to  impress  upon  his  colleagues,  the 
necessity,  not  only  for  caution,  but  for 
vigour,  if  they  would  not  abandon  all 
care  of  the  public  interest,  and  become 
themselves  unpitied  victims  to  the  ma- 
chinations of  restless  and  pestilent  dis- 
turbers. 


•  This  we  state  upon  the  authority  of  the  Rev.  Alexander  Franklin  of  this  dtv, 
whose  half-brother,  the  Rev.  Thomas  Franklin,  late  of  the  diocese  of  Limerick, 
stated  to  him,  that  Lord  Clare  shewed  him  the  letter  from  the  Duchess  of  Rutland, 
|n  which  the  statement  above  is  contained. 

t  The  late  Peter  Burrowes. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1847.] 


Lord  Clare, 


685 


France  w«as  then  commencing  its 
bloody  course  of  civil  and  social  dis- 
organization.  It  had  not>  as  yet,  sul- 
lied the  revolutionary  standard  by  the 
atrocities  by  which  that  ensanguined 
ensign  was  afterwards  polluted ;  and 
the  ardent  and  enthusiastic,  through- 
out all  Europe,  were  but  too  prone  to 
regard  with  a  favourable  eye  the  pro- 
ceedings of  those  who  were  loudest  in 
their  professions  of  patriotism,  and 
aimed,  apparently,  at  nothing  beyond 
the  legitimate  end  of  their  country's 
freedom. 

In  Ireland,  the  progress  of  the  re- 
volution was  hailed  with  a  wild  exul- 
tation by  the  more  ardent  of  the  pa- 
triots of  1782,  whose  unexampled  suc- 
cesses, in  extorting  concessions  from 
England,  had  encouraged  them  to 
hope  that  it  would  be  no  difficult  mat- 
ter to  obtain  whatever  remained,  for 
the  completion  of  Irish  independence. 
And  that  this,  in  their  judgment,  im- 
plied a  separation  from  Great  Britain, 
and  a  republican  form  of  government, 
is  now  confessed  by  every  candid  and 
competent  enquirer,  and  was  then  dis- 
tinctly perceived  by  the  sagacious  and 
intrepid  statesman  to  whom  those 
pages  are  devoted.  Parliamentary  re- 
form, he  well  knew  to  be  but  a  stalk- 
ing-horse, or  a  stepping-stone,  em- 
ployed for  the  purpose  of  concealing 
designs  which  could  not  be  safely 
avowed  until  the  moment  arrived  when 
they  might  be  securely  accomplished  ; 
and  that  many,  who  would  shudder,  if 
distinctly  informed  of  the  dreadful 
excesses  to  which  they  must  lead,  could 
be  but  too  easily  reconciled  to  them, 
when,  in  the  tempest  and  whirlwind 
of  revolutionary  frenzy,  the  popular 
passions  were  lashed  into  madness,  and 
the  landmarks  of  all  legitimate  autho- 
rity overthrown. 

Nor  were  the  masses  of  the  people 
unleavened  by  the  '  pestilence  which 
was  thus  manifesting  its  virulence 
amongst  the  higher  orders.  The  sys- 
tem of  Defenderism,  a  species  of 
agrarian  conspiracy,  confined  to  the 
Roman  Catholic  population,  had,  at 
that  time,  spread  its  net-work  over  a 
great  part  of  the  country,  and  bound 
its  members  by  a  solemn  oath,  not  to 
rest  satbfied  until  they  had  accom- 
plished the  extirpation  of  heresy  from 
Ireland.  To  connect  this  subterra- 
neous treason  with  the  more  decorous 
and  plausible  sedition  upon  the  sur- 


face, the  theatrical  displays  of  which 
were,  as  the  hands  and  the  dial-plate 
of  the  time-piece,  to  be  regulated  by 
the  weights  and  the  pulleys  of  the 
power  that  was  unseen,  was  the  anxi- 
ous desire  of  those  who  began  clearly 
to  perceive  that  the  hour  for  action 
was  drawinjz  near,  and  that  the  orga- 
nization of  the  rustic  conspirators 
might  be  useful  in  the  coming  con- 
flict. And  to  awaken  government  to 
the  dangers  by  which  it  was  thus  me- 
naced, and  recommend  the  measures 
most  likely  to  baffle  the  projects  of 
open  or  secret  traitors,  was  the  ardu- 
ous duty  which  was  so  well  and  so 
wisely  discharged  by  Lord  Clare,  when 
his  position  in  the  cabinet  gave  autho- 
rity to  his  opinions,  and  his  bold  and 
commanding  intellect  secured  for  him 
a  paramount  influence  in  the  public 
councils. 

That  the  Romish  population,  as 
long  as  they  continued  bhndly  devoted 
to  their  peculiar  system  of  doctrine, 
could  not  safely  be  entrusted  with 
political  power,  was  regarded  as  an 
axiom  by  Lord  Clare,  just  at  the  very 
time  when  the  influence  of  Mr.  Burke 
was  winning,  in  the  British  cabinet,  for 
the  Roman  Catholic  claims,  a  favour- 
able consideration.  Had  the  former 
been  a  temporiser,  he  might  have  pro- 
fitably fallen-in  with  the  views  of  his 
great  countryman,  and  won  un- 
bounded popularity  for  himself,  by 
aiding  in  establishing  a  perfect  civil 
and  religious  equality  between  his  Pro- 
testant and  his  Roman  Catholic  fellow- 
subjects.  But  he  saw,  or  thought  he 
saw,  too  clearly,  the  evils  to  which  it 
must  inevitably  lead  ;  and  on  every 
occasion  on  which  it  was  proposed  to 
enlarge  the  privileges  of  Romanists, 
so  as  to  weaken  the  best  securities  of 
church  and  state,  he  met  the  measure 
with  stern  and  indignant  remonstrance, 
which  nothing,  indeed,  could  justify, 
short  of  the  overpowering  conviction  un- 
der which  he  laboured,  that  what  was 
about  to  be  done  would  never  satisfy  the 
cravings  for  political  power  on  the  part 
of  the  Romanists,  while  it  involved  a 
departure  from  principle  which  must 
lead  to  other  and  more  perilous 
changes.  Nor — although  the  time  for 
any  profitable  consideration  of  them 
has  gone  by — is  it  possible  for  us  to 
omit,  as  specimens,  of  his  reasoning, 
his  eloquence,  and  his  prophetic  saga- 
city, some  passages  from  the  speech 
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which  he  delivered  in  the  Irish  House 
of  Lords,  in  1793,  when,  hy  the  con- 
cession of  the  elective  franchise,  sub- 
stantial political  power  was  conferred 
upon  those  whom  he  regarded  as  the 
most  formidable  adversaries  of  the 
church,  and  the  wooden-horse  was,  in 
his  judgment,  introduced  within  the 
walls  of  our  Protestant  constitution. 
He  thus  disposes  of  the  ground  of 
right  upon  which  it  was  contended 
that  Roman  Catholics  were  entitled 
to  the  privileges  to  which  thej  laid 
claim : — 

"  The  bill  now  upon  the  table  has 
been  backed  by  authority,  and  is  now 
by  authority  presented  to  us  as  a  de- 
mand of  right,  by  a  great  majority  of 
the  people,  who  assert  that  your  church 
establishment  is  a  profane  usurpation 
upon  a  foreign  prince,  and  claim  to  be 
admitted  to  a  rail  participation  of  the 
powers  of  the  state,  by  which  alone 
your  church  establishment  can  be  sup- 
ported. If  the  parliament  of  Ireland 
IS  to  listen  to  the  claims  of  the  Popish 
subjects  of  this  country,  to  be  admitted 
to  political  power  on  the  ground  of 
right,  I  desire  to  know  where  we  are  to 
make  the  stand  ?  Religion  is  the  great 
bond  of  society,  and  therefore,  in  every 
civilized  country,  there  must  be  a  reh- 
gion  connected  with  the  state,  and  main- 
tained by  it  against  all  attacks  and 
encroachments ;  and^  thwefort^  I  deny 
the  right  of  any  man  who  dissents  from  the 
religion  connected  with  the  state,  to  de- 
mand admission  into  the  state,  upon  which 
alone  the  established  religion  can  rest  for 
support.  If  the  principle  is  once  yielded, 
in  my  opinion,  it  c;oes  directly  to  the 
subversion  of  all  civilised  cpovernment. 
Should  the  parliament  of  Ireland  once 
admit  the  claims  of  the  Irish  Papists  to 
political  power  on  the  ground  of  right, 
I  desire  to  know  where  we  are  to  draw 
the  line?  If  Papists  have  a  right  to 
vote  for  representatives  in  a  Protestant 
parliament,  they  have  a  right  to  sit  in 
parliament;  they  have  a  right  to  fill 
every  office  in  the  state ;  they  have  a 
right  to  pay  tithes  exclusively  to  their 
own  clergy ;  they  have  a  right  to  re- 
store the  ancient  pomp  and  splendour  of 
their  religion ;  they  have  a  right  to  be 
governed  exclusively  by  the  laws  of  their 
own  church ;  they  have  a  right  to  seat 
their  bishops  in  thb  house ;  they  have  a 
right  to  seat  a  Popish  prince  upon  the 
throne ;  they  have  a  right  to  subvert 
the  established  government,  and  to  make 
this  a  Popish  country — which,  I  have 
little  doubt,  is  their  ultimate  object; 
and,  therefore,  if  I  were  to  look  only 
into  the  manner  in  which  this  bill  has 


been  brought  forward,  in  my  judgment, 
we  are  about  to  establish  a  fatal  prece- 
dent, by  assenting  to  it. 

*'  But  if  the  manner  in  which  it  has 
been  brought  forward  stood  clear  of  all 
exception,  see  whether  the  principle  of 
the  bill  can  be  justified  by  sound  policj. 
The  great  argument  in  support  of  it  has 
been,  that  we  ought  to  unite  men  of  all 
religious  persuasions  in  sentiment,  and 
in  support  of  the  present  coustitutioo. 
If  this  could  be  effected,  I  am  free  to 
acknowledge  it  would  be  a  momentous 
object ;  but  so  long  as  man  continues  a 
creature  of  passion  and  interest,  I  shall 
never  have  any  faith  in  the  efficacy  of  a 
government  founded  upon  principles  of 
sentiment  and  fratermty;  and,  there- 
fore, despairing  altogether  to  see  a  . 
renewal  of  the  golden  age,  I  indins 
strongl  V,  in  framing  laws  for  the  govern- 
ment of  man,  to  reject  speculation,  and 
to  abide  by  experience ;  and,  upon  this 
particular  subject,  if  I  am  to  look  to 
experience,  the  annals  of  Europe  do  not 
furnish  an  example  of  Protestants  and 
Papists  agreeing  in  the  exercise  of  poli- 
tical power  in  the  same  state." 

He  then  adrerts  to  the  distinctioB 
of  the  great  Lord  Somen,  between 
simple  Romanists  and  political  Papists. 
In  the  words  of  that  great  man,  **  those 
who  adhere  simply  to  the  Church  of 
Rome  are  good  Catholics ;  those  who 
adhere  to  the  court  of  Rome  are 
Papists,  enemies,  and  traitors  to  the 
realm  of  England."  *«And,  therefore- 
said  Lord  Clare, 

"  I  meddle  not  with  the  religious  and 
speculative  opinion  of  any  Roman  Catho- 
lic. If  he  ohoses  to  sul>«crit>e  to  articles 
of  fidth  whidi  my  reason  and  under- 
standing rcyeet,  that  is  his  business, 
and  not  mine.  But  I  object  to  all  inter- 
course and  conununicatiou  with  the 
court  of  Rome.  I  object  to  the  canons  i 
and  constitutions  of  the  Romish  Church, 
and  to  the  pernicious  Influence  which 
thev  have  had,  and  which  they  always 
will  have,  upon  the  government  of  every  ! 
Protestant  state  which  is  not  effeotnallj 
guarded  against  it." 

Having  specified  some  most  objec- 
tionable canons  of  the  Romish  Church, 
and  shewn,  by  practical  instances,  that 
they  were  at  that  moment  in  operation 
in  Ireland,  he  thus  proceeds : — 

"  It  is  idle  to  palliate  their  attach- 
ment to  the  court  of  Rome,  by  assertmg 
that  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  susknow- 
ledge  only  eanonioal  obedlenoe  to  tlM 
Pope.    Canooieal  obedienoe  to  die  Peps 
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is  inconsistent  with  the  dnties  of  ciyil 
allegiance  to  a  Protestant  state.  I  con- 
sider civil  allegiance  to  my  sovereign  to 
consist  in  an  explicit  acknowledgment 
of  the  powers  which  the  Constitution 
has  entrusted  to  him,  and  in  prompt  and 
implicit  obedience  to  the  laws,  civil  and 
ecclesiastical,  by  which  he  governs  his 
subjects.  And  I  know  the  canonical 
obedience  to  the  Pope,  enjoined  by  the 
laws  of  the  court  of  Rome,  is  utterly 
inconsistent  with  the  duties  of  civil  alle- 
giance to  my  sovereign,  as  enjoined  by 
the  laws  and  the  Constitution  of  the 
British  empire.  And,  therefore,  1  do 
not  scruple  to  say,  that,  in  my  opinion, 
it  is  an  act  of  insanity  in  the  parliament 
of  Ireland,  to  open  the  efficient  political 
powers  of  the  State  in  any  degree  to 
Papists,  holding  correspondence  or  com- 
munion with  the  court  of  Rome.  If  they 
do  not  make  use  of  them  to  subvert  a 
Protestant  government,  they  must  resist 
the  ruling  passions  and  propensities  of 
the  human  mind ;  and,  as  to  their  pro- 
fessions of  attachment,  I  cannot  forget 
that  James  the  Second,  when  Duke  of 
York,  requested  an  exemption,  in  his 
person,  from  the  Test  Act,  and  pledged 
his  word,  as  a  king  and  a  peer,  that  his 
religion  was  a  matter  onlv  between  God 
and  his  conscience,  and  that  it  never 
should,  in  any  instance,  it\fluence  his 
political  conduct  in  England,  I  cannot 
forget  that  he  renewed  the  same  profes- 
sions on  his  succession  to  the  throne — 
that  as  a  private  man,  he  was  always 
considered  a  man  of  truth  and  honour : 
vet  when  Mr.  Devaux,  his  confessor, 
had  access  to  him,  his  professions  were 
all  forgotten,  and  we  know  the  abuses 
which  he  afterwards  committed  under 
the  same  pernicious  influence.** 

Such  was  the  language  of  this  intre- 
pid  and  honest  man,  when,  in  1793, 
the  elective  franchise  was  conferred 
upon  the  Roman  Catholic  population. 
What  he  said  then  passed  with  many 
for  furious  and  shallow  bigotry ;  and 
his  judgment  was  equally  set  at  nought 
by  the  British  Government  and  the 
Irish  Parliament.  The  candid  reader 
must  judge  for  himself  bow  far  subse- 
quent events  have  refuted  or  justified 
his  vaticinations.  But  of  the  mea- 
sures then  taken  to  conciliate  the 
Roman  Catholic  body,  no  one,  we 
think,  can  now  hesitate  to  pronounce, 
that,  large  as  they  were,  they  could 
not  be  considered  final ;  that  too  little 
was  given,  if  more  was  not  to  be 
granted  ;  and  too  much  was  granted, 
if  anything  was  to  be  retained. 

It  cannbty  therefore,  surprise  ue> 


that  what  was  intended  as  a  message 
of  peace,  produced  only  a  spirit  of  dw- 
cord ;  and  that  the  Romish  body  began 
gradually  to  blend  itself  with  the 
United  Irishmen,  and  to  merge  their 
pecuUar  claims  in  the  more  general 
desire  for  national  freedom. 

It  would  occupy  more  space  than 
we  can  afford,  to  describe  at  length 
that  formidable  conspiracy,  and  shew 
the  manner  in  which,  at  that  period, 
it  was  spreading  itself  through  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  land.  But 
as  it  was  the  monster  evil  with  which 
Lord  Clare  had  to  contend,  some 
notice  of  it  is  indispensable,  to  the  right 
understanding  of  the  policy  by  which 
he  was  governed,  and  the  bold  and  de- 
cided course  of  action  upon  which  he 
resolved. 

It  was  a  system  which  might  be  said 
to  be  a  natural  result  of  the  distem- 
pered enthusiasm  produced  by  the 
French  Revolution,  acting  upon  the 
national  susceptibilities,  in  a  high  state 
of  irritation  from  the  collisions  which 
had  taken  place  between  the  British 
and  the  Irish  parliaments.  Ireland, 
like  an  unmanacled  maniac,  could  not 
believe  herself  raised  from  a  state  of 
bondage,  until  she  had  flung  her  chains 
into  the  face  of  her  oppressors,  and,  by 
cutting  off  all  further  intercourse, 
rendered  it  impossible  for  them,  from 
thenceforth,  to  practise  against  her  free- 
dom. And  it  was  to  carry  into  effect 
this  rash  resolve,  that  the  originators 
of  the  society,  able,  earnest,  and  un- 
scrupulous men,  directed  all  their 
powers,  by  framing  it  in  such  a  way 
as  to  include  every  denomination  of 
Irishmen  who  felt  discontented  with 
the  British  government,  and  could  be 
induced  to  merge  their  peculiar  aims 
in  a  general  and  passionate  desire  for 
liberty.  Nor  was  there  wanting  much 
of  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent,  in  the 
skill  with  whieh  all  its  arrangements 
were  contrived,  and  the  manner  in 
which,  through  all  its  ramifications, 
it  was  so  guarded  and  regulated,  as  to 
combine  caution  with  promptitude  and 
energy  ;  and,  while  it  inspired  its 
friends  with  unbounded  confidence,  to 
disarm  suspicion,  or  baffle  detection. 
In  every  class  of  society  it  had  its  ap- 
propriate organization ;  and  the  whole 
was  so  compacted  together,  that,  while 
each  of  the  component  parts  was  iso- 
lated firom  every  other,  all  were  ani- 
mated by  one  spirit^  aodin  aoondition^ 
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at  any  time,  to  be  brought  into  united 
action  against  the  government  for 
whose  overthrow  it  had  been  contrived. 

"The  press,"  observed  Lord  Clare, 
in  a  speech  from  which  we  shall  pre- 
sently make  larger  extracts,  "  has  been 
used  with  signal  success  as  an  engine  of 
rebellion :  sedition  and  treason  have 
been  circulated  with  unceasing  industry, 
in  newspapers  and  pamphlets,  and  hand- 
bills and  speeches,  and  republican  songs, 
and  political  manifestos.  Robbery,  as- 
sassination, and  massacre,  are  the  effi- 
cient powers  of  the  Union,  and  are 
executed  with  prompt  and  unerring 
vigour  by  the  order  of  every  member 
of  the  executive  in  their  several  depart- 
ments. The  communication  of  their 
orders  is  so  managed,  as  to  render  de- 
tection almost  impossible.  Each  society 
has  its  secretary,  from  the  general  ex- 
ecutive down  to  the  lower  subordinate 
clubs,  the  members  of  which  are  gene- 
rally used  as  the  agents  of  the  IJnion 
in  all  acts  of  outrage ;  and  every  order 
is  communicated  by  the  secretary  of 
the  superior  committee  to  the  secretary 
of  that  committee  or  society  which  is 
next  in  immediate  subordination  to  it ; 
no  subordinate  committee  knows  of 
whom  its  next  superior  is  composed; 
the  accredited  secretary  vouches  the 
order,  from  him  it  is  received  implicitly, 
and  is  communicated  in  like  manner, 
till^  it  reaches  every  member  of  the 
Union  to  whom  it  is  addressed.  The 
order  is  generally  verbal ;  but  if  it  be 
reduced  to  writing,  the  moment  the  per- 
son who  is  to  receive  and  communicate 
it  is  fully  instructed,  the  paper  is  de- 
stroyed. Here,  then,  is  a  complete 
revolutionary  government,  organised 
against  the  laws  and  established  con- 
stitution ;  and  let  me  ask  the  noble  lord, 
whether  such  a  combination  is  to  be  met 
or  counteracted,  much  less  dissolved, 
by  the  slow  and  technical  forms  of  a 
regular  government ;  an  invisible  power 
of  infinite  subtlety  and  extent,  which 
has  no  fixed  or  permanent  station,  which 
acts  by  the  ungoverned  fury  of  a  despe- 
rate and  savage  race,  and  scatters  uni- 
versal desolation  and  dismay,  at  its 
sovereign  will  and  pleasure." 

That  there  was  but  one  mode  of 
dealing  effectually  with  such  a  system, 
no  sane  man  can  now  deny.  Had  any 
courses  less  energetic  than  those  re- 
commended by  Lord  Clare  been 
adopted,  the  country  could  not  have 
been  saved — treason  must  have  been 
triumphant.  Arduous,  indeed,  was 
his  duty,  and  perilous  his  responsibility 
at  that  alarming  crisis ;     and   much 


reason  had  he  to  dread  that  be  would 
not  be  so  fully  sustained  by  the  Bri- 
tish cabinet  as  the  emergencies  of  bis 
position  required.  For  a  season  Whig 
influence  obtained  the  ascendant ;  and 
the  arrival  of  Lord  Fitzwilliam  in 
Ireland,  inspired  the  conspirators  with 
strong  hopes  that  all  which  was  aimed 
at  must  be  speedily  accomplished. 
Even  Wolf  Tone,  who  had  been  in 
traitorous  communication  with  Jack- 
son for  the  introduction  of  a  French 
force  into  Ireland,  became  an  expect- 
ant for  office,  which  he  hoped  to  ob- 
tain through  the  influence  of  Mr. 
Grattan  with  the  new  administration. 
But  his  hopes  were  short-lived ;  better 
councils  speedily  prevailed,  and  Lord 
Clare  again  became  the  animating  spi- 
rit by  wnich  the  councils  of  the  Castle 
were  governed  and  directed. 

♦*The  arrival  of  Lord  Camden  to 
succeed  Earl  Fitzwilliam,  was  attended," 
Sir  Jonah  Barrmgton  writes,  "with 
almost  insurrectionary  outrage.  The 
Beresfords  were  the  ostensible  cause  of 
the  people's  favourite  being  overthrown; 
on  that  family,  therefore,  they  conceived 
that  they  should  signalise  their  ven- 
geance, and  their  determination  was 
nearly  carried  into  execution. 

**  The  chancellor,  in  his  carriage,  was 
assailed  ;  he  received  a  blow  of  a  stone 
on  his  forehead,  which,  with  somewhat 
more  force,  would  have  rid  the  people 
of  their  enemy.  His  house  was  attack- 
ed ;  the  populace  wore  determined  to 
destroy  him,  and  were  ^proceeding  to 
execute  their  intentions. '  At  that  mo- 
ment their  rage  was,  most  fortunately, 
diverted  b^  the  address  of  his  sister, 
Mrs.  Jeffries,  who,  unknown,  and  at 
great  personal  risque,  had  mingled  with 
the  crowd.  She  misled  them  as  to  t^e 
place  of  his  concealment.  Disappointed 
of  their  object,  they  then  attacked  the 
Custom-house,  where  Mr.  Beresford, 
First  Commissioner  of  the  revenue,  re- 
sided. Dreadful  results  were  with 
reason  apprehended." 

Such  was  the  inflamed  stato  of  the 
public  mind  in  the  metropolis,  when 
Lord  Clare  felt  himself  called  upon 
to  direct  all  his  powers  against  the 
organised  system  of  treason  by  which 
the  country  was,  as  it  were,  reticula- 
ted. Whilst  every  man  knew  that 
something  dreadful  was  impending, 
no  man  could  tell  from  what  quarter 
the  blow  would  first  come,  or  when 
the  moment  would  arrive  which  was 
to  bring  the  signal  for   a  nniversal 
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rising.  It  was  well  known  that  the 
army  had  been  tampered  with,  and 
that  disaffection  had,  to  no  small  de- 
gree, found  its  way  into  its  ranlcs. 
Were  the  government  to  wait  until 
their  best  defence  was  thus  under- 
mined, all  the  sound  portion  of  the 
community  corrupted  or  paralysed, 
and  nothing  remained  to  craven  ad- 
ministrators but  to  capitulate  to  tri- 
umphant and  exulting  assailants  ?  Not 
so  reasoned  the  intrepid  and  energetic 
chancellor.  He  appealed,  with  a  noble 
confidence,  to  the  spirit  of  loyalty 
which  he  knew  to  be  still  alive  in  the 
bosom  of  multitudes  of  the  people, 
who  only  required  to  be  suitably  en- 
couraged, to  become  fast  friends  of 
social  order.  By  his  advice  the  yeo- 
manry were  embodied,  and  other  mea- 
sures of  a  decisive  character  taken, 
by  which  the  well-affected  became 
assured.  Wherever  insurrectionary 
outrages  broke  out,  they  were  promptly 
suppressed,  and  the  authors  of  them 
punished  with  an  exemplary  severity, 
which,  however,  fell  far  short  of  that 
with  which  they  themselves  had  often 
visited  their  unhappy  victims. 

Nor  was  it  long  before  he  had  reason 
to  perceive  that  his  measures  produced 
the  desired  effect.  The  disaffected 
were  everywhere  panic-stricken,  the 
invading  force  became  prisoners  of 
war ;  and  the  undying  hate  with  which 
traitors  of  every  description  regarded 
the  author  of  their  so  signal  discom- 
fiture, is  the  most  unequivocal  proof 
of  his  patriotic  services,  and  would 
be  the  most  honourable  inscription 
that  could  be  engraven  upon  bis  tomb. 

And  yet,  we  are  told  by  political 
wiseacres,  who  affect  to  see  clearly 
into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  while 
they  are  blind  to  what  lies  on  its  sur- 
face, that  ,the  Irish  rebellion  was  a 
contrivance  of  Lord  Clare  for  the 
purpose  of  enabling  him  to  carry  the 
Union  I  Thus  it  was  that  the  defeated 
caitiffs  of  rebellion  themselves  began 
to  whimper,  when,  by  a  vigorous  and 
most  unexpected  policy,  their  well- 
laid  plans  were  overthrown.  Oh ! 
the  naughty  Lord  Clare  I  to  seduce 
such  simpletons  as  Lord  Edward  Fitz- 
gerald, Addis  Emmet,  Napper  Tan- 
dy, Wolf  Tone,  and  Hamilton  Rowan, 
into  revolutionary  practices,  for  the 


purpose  of  striking,  through  their 
sides,  a  fatal  blow  at  the  liberties  of 
happy,  contented,  and  prosperous  Ire- 
land !  It  reminds  us  of  the  blubbering 
of  that  injured  innocent,  Rob  the 
Grinder,*  who  always  represents  him- 
self as  most  cruelly  ill-treated  or 
abused  by  every  one  whom  he  had 
predetermined  to  betray  or  injure.— 
But  Lord  Clare  was  the  very  man 
from  whom  the  revolutionary  party 
had  the  earliest  warning  of  the  dan- 
ger of  those  courses  upon  which  they 
were  about  to  enter,  and  who  most 
distinctly  foretold  to  what  they 
must  inevitably  lead.  They  were 
heedless  of  his  advice,  until  it  could  no 
longer  be  available  for  their  guidance ; 
and  when  their  own  desperate  folly 
precipitated  the  crisis  which  he  fain 
would  have  prevented,  he  undoubt- 
edly met  them  in  the  manner  that  has 
been  described.  What  a  pity  that  he 
did  not  suffer  the  leaders  to  proceed 
in  their  work  of  disorganization,  until 
they  could  no  longer  be  **  let  or  hin- 
dered" by  any  means  which  the  autho- 
rities could  employ  1  And  that  the 
peasantry,  their  sleeping-partners  in 
sedition,  were  not  permitted  to  carry 
into  effect  their  plans  of  wholesale 
massacre  and  intimidation,  without 
being  made  to  feel,  in  their  turn,  that 
if  they  were  merciless,  the  govern- 
ment could  be  severe,  and  that  if  they 
chose  to  set  at  nought  all  the  ordinary 
restraints  of  law,  there  were  terrors 
within  the  competency  of  their  rulers, 
by  which  they  must  still  be  dismayed 
and  confounded. 

But  it  is  time  to  give  the  reader 
some  specimens  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  noble  lord  could  defend 
himself,  when  attacked  by  the  most 
able  assailants.  Lord  Moira  (after- 
wards Marquis  of  Hastings),  de- 
nounced, in  the  House  of  Lords,  the 
system  of  the  Irish  government,  by 
which,  as  he  contended,  the  people 
were  goaded  into  the  commission  of 
crime.  To  this  the  chancellor  thus 
replies : — 

**  The  noble  lord,  who  is  so  forward 
to  impute  Irish  disaffection  to  what  he 
calls  a  system  of  coercion  acted  upon  by 
the  Irish  government,  and  encouraged 
by  the  British  cabinet,  will  here  please 
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to  recollect  that  the  system  of  midnight 
robbery  and  avowed  rebellion  was  com- 
pletely established  before  any  one  sta- 
tute was  enacted  here,  to  which  alone 
every  profligate  innovator  in  Great 
Britain  and  &eland  pretends  to  ascribe 
the  present  matured  system  of  Irish 
treason ;  and  he  will  also  please  to  re- 
collect that  tho  first  of  these  sta- 
tutes was  enacted  in  consequence  of  a 
report  of  a  committee  of  this  house 
which  has  been  just  now  read ;  a  com- 
mittee appointed  on  the  motion  of  a 
noble  earl  [Farnham]  unconnected  with 
government,  and  without  communica^ 
tion  with  Lord  Westmorland,  who  was 
then  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland ;  and  I 
lament  that  a  severe  accident  has  pre- 
vented that  noble  earl  from  attending 
his  duty  on  this  night." 

Having  detailed  a  series  of  murders 
perpetrated  by  the  United  Irishmen, 
for  the  purpose  of  intimidating  the 
gentry  and  magistracy  from  giving 
any  active  support  to  the  government, 
he  thus  proceeds  :^ 

<<  I  know  the  noble  lord  has  declared 
his  opinion  that  assassination  forms  no 

Eart  of  the  system  which  is  acted  upon 
y  the  Irish  brotherhood,  and  encour- 
aged by  the  privileged  orders  of  innova- 
tion. I  know  that  he  has  declared  his 
opinion  that  the  numberless  murders 
which  have  been  committed  in  Ireland 
since  the  institution  of  the  brotherhood, 
are  but  so  many  instances  of  private 
and  individual  spleen.  Nay,  more,  I 
know  the  noble  lord  has  broadly  in- 
sinuated an  opinion,  that  a  periodical 
paper  published  in  the  metropolis,  which 
recommends  assassination,  and  points 
out  individuals  for  massacre,  is  printed 
and  published  by  the  connivance  of  the 
Irish  government,  and  forms  a  part  of 
the  system  acted  upon  here,  and  en- 
couraged by  the  British  cabinet.  If  the 
noble  lord  continues  to  hold  that  opi- 
nion, I  will  for  the  present  leave  him  in 
the  undisturbed  possession  of  it,  and 
shall  only  recommend  to  him  to  peruse 
attentively  printed  reports  of  the  trial 
of  twelve  men  convicted  of  a  conspiracy 
to  murder  a  soldier  in  the  brigade  of 
artillery,  who  had  ventured  to  reveal  to 
his  officers  an  attempt  made  to  seduce 
him ;  and  of  the  trial  of  some  domestics 
of  Lord  Carhampton,  who  were  con- 
victed of  a  conspuracy  to  murder  him. 
If  the  noble  lord  doubts  the  authenticity 
of  these  reports,  I  beff  to  refer  him  to 
the  judges  who  presided  at  the  trials. 
When  public  justice  was  thus  subvert- 
ed ;  when  the  laws  were  openly  insulted 
and  beaten  down ;  when  every  gentle- 


man who  had  conraee  to  remain  in  his 
county  was  marked  for  assassination, 
and  had  no  protection  under  his  own 
roof  but  from  a  military  ^uard  ;  when 
a  plan  was  actually  formeid,  and  nearly 
ripe  for  execution,  to  disarm  and  cut 
off  the  soldiery  thus  dispersed  in  small 
bodies  for  the  protection  of  individuals; 
when  a  fierce  and  savage  fore^  enemy 
hung  upon  the  Irish  coast,  what  alter- 
native remained  for  the  executive  go- 
vernment, but  to  surrender  at  discre- 
tion to  a  horde  of  trsdtorous  barbarians, 
or  to  use  the  force  entrusted  to  it  for 
self-defence  and  self-preservation  ?  And 
what  would  have  been  the  folly  and 
debility  of  the  government  which  coold 
have  hesitated  to  assert  itself  with 
vigour  and  decision  at  such  a  crisis? 
Lord  Camden  did  not  hesitate,  but,  as 
became  him,  issued  an  order  on  the  Sd 
of  March,  to  disarm  the  rebels  in  the 
northern  district:  and  if  he  had  not 
issued  the  order,  I  do  not  scruple  to  say 
that  he  would  have  betrayed  his  trust." 

That  such  an  order  was  not  uncon- 
stitutional under  the  then  circum- 
stances of  the  country,  he  boldly 
avers,  and  refers  to  a  similar  one  is- 
sued in  London  in  1779,  when  Lord 
George  Gordon's  ianatical  mob  had 
almost  made  themselves  masters  of  the 
city.  He  acknowledges  that  the  mi- 
nister who  issues  such  an  order  is 
deeply  responsible  for  it ;  and  that  if 
he  does  it  wantonly,  and  on  light 
grounds,  he  is  highly  criminal ;  but  if 
tne  occasion  requires  it,  and  the  mi- 
nister withholds  it,  he  is  responsible 
for  all  the  evil  that  may  ensue.  If 
he  issues  it  wantonly,  or  withholds  it 
improperly,  he  is  equally  subject  to 
impeachment ;  "  But  the  approbation 
of  both  houses  of  parliament  is,  by 
the  constitution  of  these  kingdoms, 
his  full  justification  for  giving  or  with- 
holding the  order.*'  He  then  goes  on 
to  say : — 

**  In  obedience  to  these  orders.  Gene- 
ral Leake  did  proceed  to  disarm  the 
rebels  in  the  northern  district,  and  exe- 
cuted this  service  with  all  the  modera* 
tion,  ability,  and  discretion  which  have 
always  marked  his  character  as  a  gen- 
tleman and  an  officer ;  and  in  executing 
this  service,  he  did,  amongst  others, 
disarm  the  rebels  of  the  noble  lord's 
town  of  Ballinahinch,  which,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  has  been  for  some  years  a  main 
citadel  of  treason.  In  proportion  to  its 
size,  it  may  vie  in  treason  with  the  town 
of  Belfast.  The  noble  lord  is  of  a  dif- 
ferent opinion,  and  has  very  fairly  as- 
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signed  hU  reasons.  He  says,  that  he 
explained  to  Ids  tenants  in  that  town 
and  its  yioinity  the  horrors  of  republi- 
canism, the  many  advantages  of  the 
government  and  constitntion  under 
which  they  live  ;  and  above  al],  that  be 
explained  to  them  the  splendid  virtues 
of  the  heir  apparent  of  the  crown  ;  that 
they  all  made  to  him  the  most  unbound- 
ed professions  of  loyalty,  in  which,  how- 
ever, he  would  not  have  put  implicit 
confidence,  if  he  had  not  observed  the 
countenance  of  every  man  to  whom  he 
had  addressed  himself,  beam  with  joy 
and  triumphant  affection,  when  he  men- 
tioned the  name  and  splendid  virtues  of 
faJs  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Giving  the  noble  lord  full  credit  as  a 
physiognomist,  I  must  conclude,  if  he 
will  excuse  me  for  a  little  professional 
pedantry,  that  the  loyalty  of  this  town 
of  Ballinahinch  is  in  abeyance,  during 
the  life  of  his  present  majesty.  And, 
as  the  noble  lord  has  ver^  fairlv  stated 
the  grounds  of  his  opinion,  1  will  as 
frankly  state  the  grounds  of  mine ;  and 
first,  let  me  refer  the  noble  lord  to  the 
war-office,  where  he  will  find  minutes  of 
the  general  court  martial,  which  tried 
and  condemned  several  soldiers  of  a  re- 
giment of  militia,  four  of  whom  were 
shot,  and  he  will  there  find  that  these 
unhappy  men  were  seduced  into  a  con- 
spiracy by  the  people  of  this  town  of 
Ballinahinch,  to  betray  to  the  rebels  of 
Belfast  the  military  posts  which  it  was 
their  duty  to  defend,  and  that  they  were 
also  seduced  to  accept  of  military  com- 
missions and  military  rank  in  the  revo- 
lutionary army  of  Belfast  and  Ballina- 
hinch, which  was  then  organized,  and 
waited  only  the  opportunity  to  come 
forth  in  battle  array.  Let  me  refer  the 
noble  lord  to  General  Leake,  for  ano- 
ther proof  of  the  loyalty  of  the  town  of 
Ballinahinch." 

As  much  has  been  said  of  the  mili- 
tary outrages  which  his  majesty's 
troops  were  represented  to  have  per- 
petrated at  Belfast*  and  as  the  story 
has  been  often  since  repeated,  without 
any  reference  to  the  triumphant  answer 
which  it  then  received,  we  have  the 
less  hesitation  in  presenting  the  fol- 
lowing extract  to  our  readers  : — 

'*  The  noble  lord  has  thought  good 
on  this  night  to  retract  the  charges 
originally  advanced  by  him  against  the 
army  of  Ireland,  and  to  declare  that  the 
excesses  and  extravagancies  of  which 
he  complained,  were  committed  under 
the  direct  and  immediate  orders  of  the 
executive  government.  The  particular 
instances  of  military  outrage  adduced 


by  the  noble  lord  were — *  The  destruc- 
tion of  the  printing-press  of  a  news- 
paper, called  the  Northern  Star,  at 
Belfast.  The  story  of  a  child  in  con- 
vulsions, whose  nurse  was  ordered  to 
extinguish  her  lights.  The  picketing 
one  blacksmith,  and  half-strangling  ano- 
ther.' As  to  the  first  of  these  charges, 
in  the  terms  in  which  it  was  originally 
advanced  by  the  noble  lord,  an  indiffer- 
ent and  uninformed  hearer  would  have 
imagined,  that  a  regiment,  headed  by 
its  officers,  had  at  noon-day  marched, 
with  drums  beating  and  colours  flying, 
under  the  eye  of  a  general  officer,  at 
head-quarters,  to  demolish  the  house 
and  the  printing-press  of  a  news  printer 
who  had  made  himself  obnoxious  to  the 
executive  government.  But  what  is  the 
fact,  of  which  the  noble  lord  might  have 
been  fully  and  distinctlv  apprized  ?  A 
regiment  of  militia,  which,  I  am  well 
ioK)rmed,  until  it  was  cantoned  at  Bel- 
fast and  Ballinahinch,  was  considered 
as  one  of  the  best  behaved  and  best  dis- 
ciplined regiments  in  the  service,  had 
been  corrupted  by  traitors  in  both  quar- 
ters ;  several  of  the  soldiers  had  oeen 
capitally  convicted  by  the  sentence  of  a 
court  martial,  and  four  of  them  had  been 
shot,  upon  clear  evidence  that  they  had 
yielded  to  the  seduction  practised  upon 
them.  The  regiment,  to  retrieve  its 
character,  subscribed  to  a  fund  for  dis- 
covering and  punishing  any  new  at- 
tempt to  seduce  the  soldiery,  and  made 
a  determined  declaration  of  loyalty 
to  their  king  and  his  government. 
A  body  of  the  soldiers,  attended  by 
some  non-commissioned  officers  not  on 
duty,  went  to  the  printer's  office  to  de- 
sire that  this  declaration  of  loyalty 
might  be  printed  in  his  newspaper, 
offering  to  pay  for  it :  he  refused  to  re- 
ceive their  advertisement,  and  accom- 
panied his  refusal  with  some  taunting 
reflection  on  the  soldiers,  who  did  at 
the  instant,  goaded  with  the  recent  exe- 
cution of  their  companions,  which  they 
attributed,  perhaps  with  some  degree  of 
reason,  to  the  poison  diffused  by  the 
Northern  Star,  and  with  the  taunting 
refusal  of  the  printer  to  receive  the  de- 
claration which  they  would  have  pub- 
lished, proceed  to  acts  of  violence  against 
him,  and  did  very  nearly  destroy  his 
types  and  printing-press.  Colonel  Les- 
lie, who  commanded  the  regiment,  al- 
most immediately  interposed,  brought 
off  his  men,  and  shut  them  up  in  their 
baiTack;  however,  while  he  was  thus 
•ngaged,  another  party,  composed  prin- 
cipally of  yeomanry,  who  were  not  in 
uniform,  again  attacked  the  printer's 
house,  and  completed  the  destruction 
of  his  types  and  printing-press.  Let 
me  ask  the  noble  lord,  whether  he  will 
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venture  gravely  to  assert  in  this  as- 
sembly, that  he  believes  this  outrage 
upon  military  discipline  and  the  muni- 
cipal law,  to  have  been  contrived  and 
committed  under  the  immediate  direc- 
tion of  Lord  Camden  ?  And  if  he  will 
venture  to  make  the  assertion,  let  me 
ask  him,  whether  I  am  to  understand  his 
apology  for  General  Leake  and  the 
officers  under  his  command,  to  be,  that 
they  have  tamely  suffered  the  king's  re- 
presentative to  pass  by  them,  and  to 
issue  secret  orders  to  the  soldiery  under 
their  command,  to  go  forth  a  mob,  to 
the  utter  subversion  of  military  disci- 
pline ?  Am  I  to  understand  his  apology 
for  his  brothiT  officers  to  be,  that  they 
hold  their  situations  under  a  govern- 
ment which  has  maintained  a  secret  cor- 
respondence and  communication  with 
the  soldiery  under  their  command,  and 
has  stimulated  them  to  acts  of  outrage, 
which  tlio  noble  lord  did  distinctly,  in 
in  his  first  statement  upon  this  subject, 
insinuate,  as  scandalous  and  disgrace- 
ful to  the  military  character  in  Ireland  ? 
If  this  be  the  noble  lord's  apology  for 
General  Leake,  and  for  the  officers  in 
command  in  his  district,  in  pure  respect 
for  them,  I  beg  to  deprecate  it ;  and  in 
pure  respect  for  these  deserving  officers, 
I  beg  of  the  noble  lord  to  abide  by  his 
first  charge  against  them,  however  ill- 
founded." 

In  dealing  with  the  other  charges. 
Lord  Clare  shewed  how  easily,  by  a 
plain  tale,  he  could  put  to  shame  all 
his  accusers.  Having  disposed  of  the 
case  of  the  blacksmith,  and  deplored 
the  cruel  necessity  which  sometimes 
imposed  it  as  a  duty  upon  military  gen- 
tleraen  to  take  summary  vengeance 
upon  such  offenders,  and  shewn  that, 
by  the  punishment  of  that  individual, 
a  whole  district  was,  in  all  probability, 
saved  from  destruction,  he  then  in- 
forms the  House  of  what  was  the  con- 
duct of  his  noble  antagonist,  when  he 
himself  held  a  military  command  in 
America : — 

**  The  noble  lord  was  employed  on 
this  service  in  America,  where  he  was 
reduced  to  the  painful,  but,  I  am  confi- 
dent, the  indispensable  duty  of  ordering 
a  gentleman  who  bore  the  commission 
of  a  colonel,  to  summary  execution,  with- 
out the  formality  of  a  trial.  He  will 
readily  perceive  that  I  allude  to  the  case 
of  Colonel  Isaac  Haynes,  who  was  hang- 
ed at  Charlestown,  in  the  year  1781. 
This  gentleman  had  taken  the  oath 
of  allegiance  to  his  majesty,  and  was 
suffered  to  retire  to  his  plantation  some 


miles  up  the  country ;  the  use  which  he 
made  of  this  indulgence  was,  to  excite 
sedition,  disaffection,  and  disturbance 
in  the  adjacent  district ;  to  terrify  the 
weak  and  timid  into  an  union  with  him ; 
and  to  murder  every  man  who  had  con- 
stancy enough  to  resist  his  solicitations. 
Of  this  description  was  an  Irishman  of 
the  name  of  Creighton,  whose  house  be 
surrounded  with  an  armed  banditti  in 
order  to  murder  him;  but  Creighton 
had  time  to  make  his  escape  to  Charles- 
town  ; — and  a  patrole  having  come  up 
with  Haynes,  and  seized  him,  on  iden- 
tifying his  person  by  a  court  of  inquirj, 
he  was  hanged  at  Charlestown,  by  order 
of  the  noble  lord  and  of  Colonel  Bal- 
four. I  state  these  facts  from  the  prmt- 
ed  reports  of  the  debates  of  the  Britbh 
House  of  Lords,  in  February,  1782 ;  and 
upon  the  same  authority  I  will  state, 
that  the  defence  made  for  the  noble  lord 
in  that  assembly,  by  a  near  friend  and 
connection  of  his,  was,  that  the  com- 
mander-in-chief had  fully  approved  of 
the  execution  of  Colonel  Haynes,  and 
that  similar  executions  had  taken  place 
in  hundreds  of  instances  during  the 
American  war.  Let  me  repeat,  that  I 
do  not  allude  to  this  act  of  extreme 
military  severity  in  any  manner  with  a 
view  to  condemn  it :  I  am  confident  that 
the  noble  lord,  in  issuing  his  order,  felt 
that  it  was  an  act  on  his  part  of  pain- 
ful and  indispensable  duty ;  but  with 
that  feeling  in  his  mind,  I  cannot  bat 
wonder  that  the  noble  lord  has  brought 
forward  the  story  of  the  curfew,  and 
the  story  of  the  inquisition,  the  story  of 
the  nurse  and  child,  and  the  story  of  the 
blacksmith,  more  especially  when  I  re- 
collect the  strong  comment  which  the 
noble  lord  has  transmitted  to  posterity 
upon  a  proposed  parliamentary  inquiry 
into  the  execution  of  Colonel  Haynes, 
as  an  unpardonable  abuse,  in  his  opinion, 
of  parliamentary  privilege  and  autho- 
rity." 

Now,  we  venture  to  say,  a  clearer 
case  was  never  made  out,  on  the  part 
of  a  great  public  functionary,  to  justify 
him  in  the  course  which  he  felt  it  his 
bounden  duty  to  pursue.  Easy  Whig 
nobleman  and  gentleman,  residing  in 
another  country,  might  find  it  a  very 
agreeable  and  popular  thing  to  indulge 
in  a  sentiment  of  commiseration  for 
the  sufferings  of  the  wicked  or  the 
deluded  of  the  United  Irishmen  who 
became  obnoxious  to  the  severe  mea- 
sures which  they  themselves  had  ren- 
dered indispensable  to  the  public 
safety.  But  no  man  who  considered 
loyalty  as  a  duty,  and  who  r^[irded 
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treason  as  a  crime,  could  condemn  the 
promptitude  and  vigour  which  were 
necessary  to  maintain  the  one>  and 
repress  the  other.  Either  the  insur- 
gents  must  be  put  down  with  a  high 
hand,  or  the  country  must  be  aban- 
doned to  the  tender  mercies  of  restless 
and  infatuated  traitors.  And  we  have, 
even  from  the  acknowledgments  of  his 
adversaries,  abundant  proof,  that  while 
Lord  Clare  had  the  head  to  perceive, 
and  the  nerve  to  decide  what  the  emer- 
gencies of  the  country  required,  he 
also  had  the  heart  to  feel  for  the  severe 
domestic  agonies  of  those  whose  rela- 
tives had  been  involved  in  guilt,  and  to 
whom  pardon  could  not  be  extended. 

When  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  lay 
wounded  in  prison,  and  strict  orders 
were  given  that  no  one  of  his  friends 
or  relatives  should  be  suffered  to  see 
him,  his  sister.  Lady  Louisa  Connelly^ 
called  upon  the  Chancellor,  and  ear- 
nestly entreated  his  interference,  that 
the  restriction  might  be  relaxed  in  her 
favour.  He  came  out  from  a  dinner- 
party to  see  her,  and  his  heart  was 
wrung  as  he  listened  to  her  piteous  so- 
licitations. He  knew  that  no  written 
order  from  him  could  effect  the  object 
which  she  had  in  view ;  and,  there- 
fore, dressed  as  he  was,  he  stepped 
into  the  carriage  with  her,  and  drove 
directly  to  the  prison  in  which  the 
culprit  was  confined.  He  there,  by  his 
personal  influence,  procured  for  her 
permission  to  see  him,  and  waited  be- 
low daring  the  whole  of  that  long  and 
most  painful  interview,  which  Mr. 
Moore  has  so  well  described.  Was 
this  the  conduct  of  a  ruthless  and  in- 
exorable tyrant  ?  A  tyrant  should  be 
made  of  sterner  stuff. 

The  following  we  extract  from 
"  The  Rise  and  Fall  of  the  Irish  Na- 
tion," by  Sir  Jonah  Barring^on — a 
work  distinguished  not  less  for  a  keen 
discrimination  of  character,  than  for  a 
frantic  and  ungovernable  antipathy  to 
the  authors  and  contrivers  of  the  le- 
C^lative  Union.  In  speaking  of  the 
execution  of  the  Sheares's,  he  thus 
writes:— 

"  It  is  only  justice  to  Lord  Clare  to 
record  an  incident  which  proves  that  he 
was  not  unsusceptible  ot*  humane  feel- 
ings, and  which  often  led  me  to  believe 
that  his  nature  might  have  been  noble, 
had  not  every  feeling  of  moderation 
been  absorbed  by  that  ambition,  the 
Vol.  XXil— No.  180. 


final  disappointment  of  which  at  length 
hastened  his  dissolution. 

"  By  some  unfortunate  delay,  a  letter 
of  Henry  Sheares  to  me  was  not  deli- 
vered till  eleven  o'clock  of  the  morning 
after  the  trial.  I  immediately  waited  on 
Lord  Clare.  He  read  it  with  preat  at- 
tention. I  saw  he  was  moved ;  nis  heart 
yielded ;  I  improved  on  the  impression. 
He  only  said,  *  What  a  coward  he  is  I 
but  what  can  we  do?  John  Sheares 
cannot  be  spared.  Do  you  think  Henry 
can  say  anything,  or  make  any  species 
of  discovery,  which  could  authorize  the 
Lord  Lieutenant  to  make  a  distinction 
between  them  ?  If  so,  Henry  may  be 
reprieved.'  He  read  the  letter  again, 
and  was  obviously  affected ;  I  had  never 
seen  him  so  amiable  before.  *  Go,'  said 
he.  *  to  the  prison ;  the  execution  will 
be  deferred  for  one  hour.  See  Henry 
Sheares ;  ask  him  the  question ;  and  re- 
turn to  me  at  Cooke's  office.  I  lost  no 
time ;  but  I  found,  on  my  arrival,  that 
orders  had  been  given  that  nobody 
should  be  admitted  without  a  written 
order.  I  instantly  returned  to  the 
Castle.  They  were  all  at  council ;  Cooke 
was  not  in  his  office.  I  was  delayed  se- 
veral minutes ;  at  length  the  secretary 
returned — gave  the  order  to  see  them, 
and  to  the  sheriff  to  delav  the  execution 
for  one  hour.  I  hastened  to  Newgate ; 
and  arrived  at  the  very  moment  the  ex- 
ecutioner was  holding  up  the  head  of  my 
old  College  friend,  and  saying,  *  Here  is 
the  head  of  a  traitor.*  I  was  deeply  af- 
fected." 

These  unhappy  young  men  were  a 
•very  painful  specimen  of  the  evil  spirit 
of  the  times.  One  of  them — we  be- 
lieve Henry — Mr.  O'Connell  used  to 
describe  as  a  most  sanguinarv  enthu- 
siast. He  met  him  in  a  packet-boat» 
as  he  was  passing  from  France  to  Eng- 
land, and  was  deeply  shocked  when  hi 
exultingly  produced  a  handkerchief 
stained  with  the  blood  of  Louis  XVI. 
and  professed  to  regard  it  as  a  precious 
memorial  of  the  triumph  of  liberty 
over  tyrants  1  Poor  misguided  youth ! 
he  little  knew  how  rapidly  the  time 
was  approaching  when  he  himself 
would  be  compelled  to  taste  the  bit- 
terness of  an  ignominious  death  ;  and 
that,  without  exhibiting  the  meekness 
and  constancy  of  the  royal  victim,  who^ 
whatever  might  have  been  his  previous 
weakness,  displayed  a  noble  fortitude 
in  his  latter  end. 

But,  if  we  may  trust  Sir  Jonah  Bar- 
ringt6n,  had  it  not  been  for  the  acci- 
dent above  narrated,  even  be  would 
3a 
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have  been  spared.  Indeed^  when  we 
look  back  upon  this  melancholy  period^ 
and  behold  the  numbers  who  were 
compromised^  and  of  whose  guilt  the 
government  had  indubitable  proof,  our 
wonder  is,  that  so  many  were  suffered 
to  escape,  whom  it  required  but  the 
forms  of  law  to  consign  to  the  hands 
of  the  executioner.  Does  any  man 
now— could  any  man  then,  doubt  the 
ffuilt  of  Addis  Emmet,  of  Mr. 
M'Nevin,  of  Arthur  O'Connor,  of 
Oliver  Bond,  and  of  a  host  of  others, 
who  yet  were  treated  with  a  clemency 
which  they  never  would  have  expe- 
rienced, had  the  Irish  authorities  been 
bent  upon  bloody  courses  ?  A  doubt, 
indeed,  may  be  entertained  as  to 
whether  forbearance  was  not  carried 
too  far ;  but  none  in  any  sane  mind, 
that  it  had  not  fully  reached  the  limits 
beyond  which  it  could  not  pass  with- 
out a  degree  of  weakness  on  the  part  of 
our  rulers,  scarcely  less  criminM  than 
treason. 

That  the  severities  which,  in  the 
dreadful  state  of  the  country,  were 
sometimes  practised,  occasionally  ez- 
oeeded  due  bounds,  is^  we  fear,  but 
too  true;  as  also  that  the  innocent 
sometimes  suffered  with  the  guilty. 
But  who  were  properly  responsible 
for  these  calamities  ?  Not  those  who 
were  compelled  by  oircumstances  to 
make  use  of  instruments  whom  they 
could  not  always  entirely  control ;  but 
those  by  whom  they  were  reduced  to 
the  painful  alternative  of  employing 
such  instruments,  or  conniving  at  trea- 
son. The  animus  of  government,  and 
of  its  leadine  member.  Lord  Clare,  is 
not  to  be  collected  from  the  desultory 
acts  of  individuals  whom  it  was  neces- 
sary to  invest  with  a  brief  authority, 
during  that  season  of  trouble  and  of 
tribulation,  but  from  their  own  re- 
corded  dealings  with  the  disaffected, 
80  many  of  whom  were  in  their  power, 
and  so  few  of  whom  were  made  ex- 
amples. 

Upon  the  colleffe  visitation,  in  1798, 
we  shall  not  dwell,*  as  it  has  been  so 
fully  described  in  a  former  number.* 
Lord  Cliu'e,  throughout  his  life,  retain- 
ed a  strong  regard  for  the  theatre  of 
his  early  distinction  ;  and  he  was  na- 
turally desirous  to  protect  the  youths 
brought  up  within  its  walls  from  the 


corrnptinff  influences  by  which  their 
loyalty  might  be  undermined.  That 
treason  had  found  its  way  into  tliat 
sanctuary  of  good  letters,  he  had  too 
much  reason  to  believe ;  and  his 
object  was,  by  a  strict  inquiry,  to  dis- 
cover, if  possible,  the  extent  of  the 
evil,  and  separate  the  sound  from  the 
unsound  portion  of  the  university. 

The  result  was,  in  his  judgmoit, 
highly  creditable  to  the  coll^^  About 
nineteen  individuals  were  found  to  be 
so  seriously  compromised,  as  to  ren* 
der  a  sentence  of  expulsion,  or  of  sus- 
pension, necessary.  There  were  few 
who  did  not  lament  that  the  amiable 
and  gifted  Dr.  Stokes  should  be  of  the 
number.  His  sentence  was,  suspen- 
sion from  his  fellowship  for  three 
years ;  and  that,  not  upon  the  groimd 
that  he  had  been  involved  in  traitorous 
practices,  but  that  some  indiscretions 
were  imputed  to  him,  which,  in  such  a 
perilous  crisis,  rendered  it  unmeet  that 
ne  should  hold  his  seat  amongst  the 
governing  body  of  the  college,  until 
the  troubles  which  just  then  agitated 
the  country  had  passed  away. 

Of  the  Union,  we  have  not  space  to 
write  at  the  length  which  would  be 
necessary,  if  we  were  to  discuss  that 
important  question  in  all  Its  bearings. 
SuJffice  it,  for  the  present,  to  say.  Lord 
Clare  felt  that  it  was  rendered  indis- 
pensable, by  the  turbulent  and  unruly 
use  which  had  been  made  of  Irish 
legislative  independence.  In  an  united 
parliament  he  noped  to  find  some  re- 
medy for  the  manifold  evils  of  Ireland, 
and  had  no  hope  whatever  that  mat- 
ters would  not  proceed  from  bad  to 
worse,  as  long  as  there  were  separate 
houses  of  Lords  and  Commons  m  the 
united  kingdom.  Nor,  in  oompassiog 
that  measure,  did  he  do  more  than 
carry  into  effect  convictions  whi^  be 
had  long  formed,  and  fully  exnr^sed, 
when,  upon  the  questions  of  the  com- 
mercial propositions  and  the  r^^eocy, 
the  connection  between  the  countries 
was  so  seriously  endangered. 

He  was,  undoubtedly,  of  opinion, 
that,  by  the  Union,  the  British  and 
Protestant  interests  in  this  country 
would  be  maintained.  What  his  con- 
victions  would  have  been,  had  he  been 
able  to  foresee  the  time  when  both 
were  to  be  abandoned,  it  might  be 


•  See  No.  CLXL,  for  May,  1846. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


1847.] 


Lord  Clare. 


695 


rash  to  affirm ;  but  we  do  not  hesitate 
to  express  our  belief  thaty  could  he 
have  oistiDctlj  anticipated  all  that  has 
since  taken  place,  he  would  have  been 
a  reluctant  party  to  that  arrangement. 

When  he  left  Ireland  to  take  his 
seat  in  the  English  House  of  Lords^ 
he  might  haye  been  considered  as 
"  functus  officio. "  The  great  business 
of  his  life  was  done,  and  he  felt  himselfj 
with  rapidly  declining  strength^  upon 
a  new  theatre  of  action,  from  which 
all  his  habits  were  estranged.  The 
bold  and  haughty  defiance  with  which 
he  used  to  challenge  and  bear  down 
opposition  in  his  own  country,  were 
misplaced  in  an  assembly  over  which 
he  had  never  exercised  any  influence, 
and  amongst  nobles  who  prided  them- 
selves on  their  high  descent,  and  could 
little  brook  that  a  parvenu  and  an 
Irishman  should  bear  himself  with  any 
authority  in  their  deliberations.  Of 
his  mortified  vanity,  when  he  was  said 
to  have  sunk  under  the  quiet  and  dig- 
nified castigation  of  the  Duke  of  Bed- 
ford, much  has  been  written.  It  has 
even  been  hinted  that  it  hastened  his 
demise.  But  the  labours  and  anxie- 
ties of  office  had  broken  down  an  iroti 
frame,  and  he  might  be  regarded  as  a 
spent  thunderbolt,  when  he  rolled  at 
the  feet  of  the  nobleman  who  is  said  to 
have  done  such  execution  upon  him. 

He  died  in  1802.  Had  he  lived  but 
another  year,  the  country  might  haye 
been  spared  the  disgrace  and  horrors 
of  Emmet*8  abortive  insurrection. 

Of  the  public  character  of  this  great 
man,  we  have  failed  altogether,  if  we 
have  not  conveyed  a  clear  idea  in  the 
previous  pages ;  but  the  following  ob- 
servations, which  we  extract  from  the 
*'  Lives  of  Illustrious  Irishmen,"  by 
the  Rev.  James  Wills,  are  too  just, 
and  too  discriminating  not  to  be  sub- 
mitted to  our  readers : — 

"  His  intellect  was  rapid,  clear,  and 
full  of  power ;  but  its  power  seems  to 
have  more  consisted  in  sagacity  and 
sound  common  sense,  than  in  depth,  or 
extraordinary  comprehensiveness ;  still, 
for  mere  intellect,  he  may  be  placed  at 
the  head  of  the  eminent  Irishmen  among 
whom  he  was  an  actor.  He  was  still 
more  eminently  above  these  illustrious 
persons  in  the  moral  features  of  his  cha- 
racter. With  profound,  but  rough  and 
masculine  strength  of  feeling,  he  was 
endowed  with  a  degree  of  moral  firm- 
ness, and  a  superiority  to  popular  in- 


flnenoes,  rarely  belonging  to  public  men. 
Without  the  nigh  and  chivalric  scorn, 
which  for  a  season  impelled  G  rattan  to 
shake  off  the  base  dictation  of  the  rab- 
ble, or  the  comprehensive  enthusiasm 
which  raised  the  flight  of  Burke  far 
above  it,  Lord  Clare  pursued  a  steady 
course,  under  the  guidance  of  settled 
principle,  and  wholly  impassive  to  the 
influences  of  opinions  and  passions  in 
which  he  had  no  participation,  and  for 
which  he  entertained  no  respect." 

Of  his  private  character,  we  believe 
there  was  but  one  opinion.  He  was 
the  best  of  fathers,  the  kindest  of  hus- 
bands, the  most  generous  and  indul- 
gent of  landlords,  and  the  steadiest  of 
friends.  In  his  dealings  with  his  trades- 
people, liberality  and  punctuality  were 
his  characteristics. 

In  his  style  of  living,  without  verg- 
ing to  excess,  he  was  mindful  of  the 
splendor  which  beseemed  his  station ; 
and  those  who  were  admitted  to  his 
private  intimacy,  have  often  witnessed 
a  jovial  urbanity  very  strikingly  con- 
trasted  with  the  sternness  and  severity 
which  he  often  thouffht  it  right  to  put 
on,  in  the  exercise  of  his  judicial  func- 
tions. 

Against  the  incorruptible  integrity 
of  his  conduct  as  Lord  Chancellor, 
even  when  the  fiercest  animosity  raged 
against  him,  there  never  was  a  whis- 
per } — nor,  with  all  his  vast  political 
influence,  did  he  take  any  advantage 
of  his  high  position  to  increase  his 
private  patrimony,  which  he  left,  we 
believe,  very  little,  if  at  all,  increased 
beyond  what  it  was  when  he  received 
it. 

The  part  which  he  took  in  putting 
down  rebellion,  and  afterwards  in  ac- 
complishing the  Union,  subjected  him 
to  severe  censure  on  the  part  of  those, 
whose  policy^  if  adopted,  would  have 
led  to  [separation  from  Great  Britain. 
But  by  none  who  desire  that  the  empire 
should  continue  one  and  indivisible,  can 
his  conduct,  upon  these  critical  emer- 
gencies, be  regarded  with  any  other  feel- 
ings than  those  of  gratitude  and  admi- 
ration. His  was  the  fortitude  which 
braved  the  responsibility,  from  which 
weaker  minds  would  have  shrunk  ap- 
palled ;  and  the  wisdom  and  the  sagacity 
to  devise  the  measures,  by  which  alone 
the  most  frightful  national  calamities 
could  be  averted.  The  execrations 
with  which  he  was  regarded,  pursued 
him  even  to  his  grave  ;  and  doubtless. 
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inanj  yfho,  at  his  interment^  profaned  exulted,  with  the  fury  of  beasts*  and 

the  sanctity  of  the  burying-ground,  the  malice  of  demons ! 

by  outrage  the  most  revolting,  may  "Requiescat  in  pace."    We  hare 

have  been  of  the  number  of  those,  now  done  our  devoir  in  offering  this 

who,  in  the  day  of  his  power,  partook  tribute  to  his  memory.     But  history 

his  clemency,  when,  had  he  been  ex-  will  yet  do  ample  justice  to  the  wise 

treme  to  mark  what  they  did  amiss,  and  indomitable  counsellor,  who,  al- 

they  must  have  experienced  the  fate  of  most  alone,    advanced    to   meet  the 

traitors.     But  as  he  only  followed  his  enemies  of  the  constitution  in  the  gate; 

nature,  when   he  extended  to  their  and,  amid   weakness,  defection,  and 

crimes  a  generous  forgiveness,  so  they  obloquy  the  most  dispiriting,  by  his  vi* 

but  followed  theirs,   when  that  ven-  gour  and  firmness  maintuned  the  cause 

geance  which  they  could  not  wreak  of  Britbh    rule,   and  preserved  bii 

upon  him  living,  they  visited  upon  him  country  from  the  horrors  of  anarofaj 

dead,  and,  over  his  insensate  corpse^  and  revolution. 


THE   OLD  HAN*S  PLAINT. 

'Tis  bleak  December,  cold  and  drear, 

The  wintry  winds  pipe  shrill  and  high ; 
The  red  deer  crouch  within  their  lair. 

And  wild  birds  to  the  thicket  fly. 
The  hoar-frost  silvers  hedge  and  tree, 

Now  sparkling  in  the  pale  moon-ray. 
The  world  seems  growing  old  to  me, 

For  I'm  aweary,  old,  and  grey — 

Aweary,  weary,  old,  and  grey. 

The  Christmas  chime,  in  olden  time, 

Rang  out  a  joyous  peal  for  me; 
The  yme-los  bkus'd,  while  mirth  and  mime, 

And  laughter  echoed  cheerily. 
But  now,  ^as  1  how  changed  the  scene. 

How  sadly  sounds  that  peal  to-day ; 
The  world  is  not  what  it  hath  been. 

And  I'm  aweary,  old,  and  grey.— 

Aweary,  weary,  old,  and  grey. 

I  miss  the  happy  faces  now, 

That  circled  once  our  festiye  board, 
When  pleasure  lighted  every  brow, 

And  every  touch  wak'd  friendship's  chord ; 
Whilst  now,  like  harp  of  shattered  string. 

Whose  melody  hatn  pass'd  awav, 
I  droop,  a  faded,  soulless  thing. 

Forsaken,  weary,  old,  and  grey — 

Aweary,  weary,  old,  and  grey. 

But  hush  1  what  sounds  come  stealing  o'er, 

Like  seraph  choir,  mine  aged  ear, 
Strains  that  my  soul  hath  lov'd  of  yore. 

When  all  was  mine  that  made  life  dear. 
A  light  gleams  o'er  me — yes,  I  hear 

The  bells  chime  forth  their  olden  lay. 
And  feel,  with  every  gushing  tear. 

That  I  alone  am  old  and  grey — 

Aweary,  weary,  old,  and  grey. 
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THE   FETTT   SESSIONS   OP  CABRIONACROE. 


"  To  what  cause  are  we  indebted  for 
the  honour  of  your  presence  in  our 
little  court  this  morning,  Mr.  Quiffle?" 
said  the  presiding  justice  of  Petty-Ses- 
sions at  Carrignacroe,  as  he  shook  the 
rain  from  his  broadleafed  hat,  and  depo- 
sited the  same,  along  with  a  thick  frieze 
coat,  and  a  thong-whip,  in  a  convenient 
corner  of  the  room,  which  answered 
the  purposes  of  justice  in  that  rising 
village. 

The  individual  to  whom  the  ques- 
tion was  addressed,  was  seated  at  a 
table,  which  served  as  a  barrier  be- 
tween the  bench  and  the  populace. 
He  had  an  Act  of  Parliament  open 
before  him,  together  with  sundry 
papers  tied  up  with  bright  red  tape. 
But  without  these  professional  em- 
blems, there  would  be  no  great  saga- 
city required  to  divine  his  calling ;  a 
confident,  yet  deferential  air,  with  a 
sharp  physiognomy,  and  a  certain 
swell-mobbish  pretension  of  dress,  de- 
noting him  for  a  provincial  attorney. 

*'  1  have  merely  dropped  in,  sir,**  he 
pertly  replied  to  the  questfon,  "  as  the 
shower  of  rain  said  to  the  pic-nic  party 
at  Lambay,  knowing  how  welcome  I'd 
be,  and  wishing  to  look  after  an  ho- 
nest client.  1  hope  I  see  you  well, 
Mr.  Fitzdoodle." 

"  Much  obliged,"  said  Fitzdoodle, 
proceeding  further  to  uncase  himself 
from  an  inner  surcoat,  and  to  unwind 
a  thick  woollen  scarf  from  about  his 
jaws ;  an  operation,  which,  added  to 
his  recent  exertions  in  dismounting  at 
the  door,  and  jostling  through  the 
crowd,  caused  him  to  pant  like  a  fat 
buck  after  a  burst  through  the  brakes 
of  Ballynascorny  ;  "  A  sheepstealer, 
ehr 

**  No,  your  worship.  That's  Mr. 
MacRoary's  vocation.  We  only  burned 
a  house." 

"  Only  I"  ejaculated  the  gentleman, 
who  rejoiced  in  the  name  last  men- 
tioned, and  whose  person  also  bore 
the  visible  form  and  pressure  of  the 
same  gentle  craft  with  Mr.  Quiffle. 
"  Listen  to  that  I  Only  burned  a 
house  1  That's  what  he'd  say  if  it  was 
after  putting  a  lighted  turf  they  were 


into  the  roof  of  Saint  Lawrence 
O*  Toole,  We  only  burned  a  churchy 
he'd  say  ;  bad  luck  to  the  more." 

"  O  ho  I"  cries  Quiffle,  in  a  jeering 
accent,  **i8  that  the  way  with  you 
this  morning,  after  the  defence  you 
made  the  other  day  for  firing  through 
the  parlour  window  of  the  Red  Cow 
at  Kisheen,  when  the  two  English 
gentlemen  were  at  dinner  ?  Your  client 
was  very  sorry  indeed  for  his  oifence  ; 
but  he  would  not  have  done  such  a 
thing,  only  he  thought  the  agent  was 
in  it." 

The  crowd  of  auditors  laughed  with 
all  their  hearts ;  but  whether  they 
were  more  amused  by  the  force  of 
Quiffle's  rejoinder,  or  at  the  practical 
Tipperary  wit  of  his  antagonist's 
client,  a  mere  observer  could  scarcely 
distinguish.  They  were  mightily 
tickled ;  that's  certain.  And  one  fel- 
low could  not  restrain  his  glee,  or 
prevent  himself  from  shouting  aloud, 
as  he  reached  forth  his  hand  to  tap 
the  attorney  on  the  back,  *«  More 
power!'*  For  which  breach  of  order 
Sergeant  Scrabby,  of  the  police,  forth- 
with seized  him  by  the  scruff  of  the 
neck,  and  pushed  him  out  headfore- 
most upon  the  pavement. 

*'  There's  more  power  for  you," 
cried  the  gentle  preserver  of  the 
peace,  as  he  looked  towards  the  bench, 
expecting  a  nod  of  approbation ;  but 
if  such  was  his  hope,  it  was  not  grati- 
fied ;  for  a  Stipendiary  Magistrate,  who 
had  just  entered,  and  taken  his  place 
beside  the  president,  shook  his  head 
severely  and  said — 

"  Less  force  another  time,  Mr, 
Constable,  is  what  I  should  recom- 
mend." 

Whereupon  the  constable  shook  his 
head  too,  which,  if  ever  a  shake  of  the 
head  spoke,  said  most  articulately — 
"  God  be  with  long  ago  I"  or  words 
to  that  effect ;  and  then  he  cast  a  me- 
nacing glance  at  the  malicious  by- 
standers, who  kept  mopping  and 
mowing  at  him,  but  taking  good  care 
to  utter  no  sound  indicative  of  their 
satisfaction. 

*'  Silence  1"    shouted    the    enraged 
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constable,  rapping  with  his  knuckles, 
for  want  of  any  thing  else  to  rap  them 
against,  upon  the  cross  rail  which  shut 
out  the  public  from  the  court. 

"  We'll  not  braithe  at  all,  your  ho- 
nour," whispers  a  wag  in  the  crowd. 

**  Whisht  I  tiazy  voo ;"  says  another, 
in  the  same  under-titter ;  "  don't  ye 
see  he's  going  to  read  the  Ri'ting  Act?" 

"  Murther  in  Irish  T*  exclaims  ano- 
ther, sotto  voce  like  the  rest,  "he 
has  it  at  his  finger's  inds  a'ready." 

The  Sergeant  was  clutching  his 
truncheon  nervously  with  both  hands, 
as  if  it  were  as  much  as  he  could  do 
to  restrain  it  from  flying,  of  its  own 
motion,  into  collision  with  the  beads 
of  his  tormentors. 

**  Ah  then,  boys,"  said  one  of  them, 
"have  ye  no  regard  for  yourselves? 
Sure  he's  like  a  cat  in  a  bowle,  only 
watching  his  opportunity  to  give  one 
of  yez  a  claw." 

"Silence  1"  bellowed  the  chafed  Con- 
stable, more  like  a  bull  tied  to  a  stake, 
than  a  cat  in  anything ;  **  silence  in 
the  court  1" 

"Keep  your  temper.  Sergeant," 
said  the  President;  "you  seem  to 
have  all  the  noise  at  your  side.  Be 
silent,  and  call  Thady  Ryan  against 
Denis  Quirke,  Maurice  Quirke,  Mar- 
tin Quirke,  Biddy  Quirke,  and  Nelly 
Quirke." 

"  We're  all  here,  your  honour ;" 
cried  the  Quirkes,  stepping  forward 
"  in  conscious  virtue  bold." 

They  consisted  of  a  man  and  his 
wife,  well  stricken  in  years,  with  their 
grown-up  children,  all  well  clad,  and 
apparently  of  the  class  of  peasant- 
farmers.  Their  demeanour  was  res- 
pectful, and  the  frank  and  debonnair 
expression  of  the  whole  family,  was 
calculated  to  prepossess  the  court  in 
their  favour.  The  parents  had  the 
fresh  and  florid  hue  of  healthful  in- 
dustry ;  and  the  young  people,  parti- 
cularly the  girl,  were  very  good  look- 
ing. 

The  complainant,  on  the  other  side, 
was  a  hard  featured  person,  of  mean 
appearance,  with  a  sullen  cast  of  fea- 
tures, and  a  certain  timidity  of  man- 
ner, which  argued  either  a  want  of 
a  good  cause,  or  a  consciousness  that 
the  general  feeling  was  aeainst  him. 

"  What  is  your  complaint  against 
these  persons  ?"  demanded  the  prin- 
cipal magistrate,  in  no  very  encourag- 
ing tone. 


"  They  risky'd  me ;"  replied  the 
accuser. 

"Rescued  you?"  said  the  Stipen- 
dary  Justice,  a  military  gentleman, 
but  lately  taken  into  the  civil  service 
of  the  crown.  "  From  what  ?  Were 
you  in  danger  of  anything  ?" 

"In  very  great  danger,  plase  your 
honour,  if  it  was'nt  for  my  hat.*' 

Here  he  exhibited  the  coverlid  al- 
luded to,  which,  beside  the  wear  and 
tear  of  common  usance,  was  cloven 
from  the  crown  downwards^  about  an 
inch  and  a-half. 

"  Only  for  that,*'  he  added,  pushing 
his  finger  through  the  fissure,  "I 
know  where  I'd  be  this  blessed  day." 

"  Do  you  swear  that  f "  said  Mac 
Roary,  tauntingly. 

The  witness  scowled  at  the  attorney, 
and  the  attorney  leered  at  the  witness. 

"  It  isn't  here  I'd  be  at  all  events," 
said  the  latter ;  "  nor  in  company 
with  you,  by  any  mains." 

This  turned  the  laugh  rather  against 
the  man  of  law ;  and  men  of  law- 
even  the  most  jocund — do  not  often 
enjoy  the  laugh  of  a  layman.  Mr. 
Mac  Roary,  therefore,  was  about  to 
call  for  the  protection  of  the  court ; 
but  the  Court  interrupted  the  colloquy, 
to  ask  the  prosecutor  if  he  "felt  it?" 

"  No,  tl^cJoks  bu  to  marcy  and  your 
worship,  I  did  not." 

"  He's  hard  of  feeling  then,"  ob- 
served the  Attorney,  with  a  grimace 
intended  for  the  public,  "  oonsidering 
it  is  a  felt-wound." 

And  the  public  laughed  till  Sergeant 
Scrabby  told  them  they  should  faugh 
presently  at  the  other  side  of  their 
mouths  ;  whereupon  order  being  re- 
stored, the  court  proceeded  with  its 
investigations. 

"  Do  you  know  who  did  it?" 

"  Those,"  exclaimed  the  man,  with 
fierce  emphasis,  designating  with  an 
angry  jerk  of  his  thumb,  the  pleasant 
smiling  family,  who  occupied  the  space 
at  his  left  hand. 

"  I  don't  comprehend  you,  man,"  said 
the  Stipendiary  Magistrate;  "Didn't 
you  say  this  moment  that  these  people 
rescued  you  ?" 

"  Sure  I  did,  sir  ;  risky'd  me  first, 
and  bett  me  afther." 

The  Magistrate,  who  was  evidently 
a  child  in  the  language  of  the  Irish 
local  courts,  cast  an  inqoiring  glance 
at  his  brother-magistrates,  who  were 
laughing  in  theur  sleeves  at  his  igno- 
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ranee  ;  but  Quiffle,  to  whom  a  nod 
was  as  good  as  a  wink  any  day,  obli- 
g^ingly  made  haste,  as  amicus  curue,  to 
enlighten  him. 

*'  Allow  me,  sir,  and  Til  explain  it 
to  you.  Thady  Ryan  here,  a  driver 
of  my  Lord  Bohermore,  is  not  the 
first  of  his  trade  that  has  made  a  baste 
of  himself  in  this  court.  When  a 
gentleman  of  his  quality  complains 
against  people  for  rescuing  him,  he 
means  to  say,  that  they  rescued  an 
ass •' 

The  Lawyer  paused  a  moment  for 
the  sake  of  effect. 

««  An  ass,  Mr.  Quiffle  ?"  said  the 
Magistrate,  with  indignation ;  "  I  must 
say  this  levity  is  unbecoming.'* 

"  Yes,  sir,  with  respect  to  your 
worship,  I  repeat  the  word.  They 
rescued  an  ass,  or  perhaps  a  pig,  or 
some  other  animal  as  noble  as  Thady 
Ryan  himself,  but  twice  more  valua- 
ble." 

*'  Oh,  I  think  I  understand  it  now;" 
said  the  tardy-witted  Justice,  who,  as 

"  He  did  oontract  and  pune  his  brow  together,'* 

appeared  all  at  once  to  have  acquired 
half  a  dozen  additional  torinkles :  '*  1 
see  it  all  now.  He  made  a  seizure 
from  them ;  they  rescued  it ;  and  that 
is  what  he  calls  rescuing  him. 

**  Precisely  so,  answered  the  amused 
Attorney,  adopting  the  emphatic  enun- 
ciation  of  the  bench.  **  That  is  what 
he  calls  rescuing  him.  Your  worship 
is  surprisingly  quick  and  apprehen- 
sive." 

MacRoary  eyed  his  brother  in  the 
law  with  a  leer  of  droll  amazement, 
which  would  have  seduced  features 
less  brazed  by  custom  of  impudence, 
into  a  broad  grin.  But  Quiffle  only 
frowned  a  frown  of  reproof,  just  mov- 
ing, at  the  same  time,  the  nether  lid 
or  his  right  eye,  ever  so  impercep- 
tibly, by  way  of  a  wink.  But  the 
critical  public  were  less  reserved  in 
their  comments,  and  wondered,  almost 
aloud,  what  their  Saxon  tyrants  could 
mean  by  sending  a  "  magisthrate" 
among  them,  who  did  not  understand 
enough  of  good  English  to  tell  what 
was  meant  by  "  a  risky." 

The  outrage  was  in  nothing  differ- 
ent from  that  form  of  resistance  to 
the  law  and  the  rights  of  property, 
which  has  grown  into  a  usage  as 
oommon  as  the  assertion  of  "  tenant* 
right."      The   party    complained    of 


owed  two  years'  rent,  and  the  land- 
lord thought  it  reasonable  to  ask  for 
one.  They  were  "  willing  to  pay*' 
(where  is  the  tenant  who  Is  not?)  but 
"fware  would  they  get  it?"  They 
had  cattle,  to  be  sure ;  but  there  was 
grass  running  to  waste,  and  it  stood 
to  raison  that  they  could  not  be  pre- 
pared for  the  next  year's  rent,  if  tneir 
present  stock  was  taken.  They  had 
oats,  but  that  they  must  keep  for  fbod } 
and  little  enough  there  was  iv  it. 
There  was  a  good  stack  of  wheat  be- 
side the  barn  door;  but  did  the 
landlord  want  to  ruin  them  entirely, 
by  requiring  it  to  be  threshed,  and 
the  market  so  low  as  it  was,  com- 
pared to  what  it  might  be  ?  There 
was  a  horse;  but  he  could  not  be 
spared  from  the  farm  ; — half-a-dozen 
sheep,  but  they  belonged  to  *'  the  little 
girl;" — and  three  or  four  pigs  in  the 
bawn,  but  when  the  Indian  corn  they 
had  consumed  came  to  be  paid  for  at 
the  mill,  'twas  little  would  be  left  for 
landlord,  or  tenant,  or  for  anybody 
else. 

For  all  these  excellent  reasons,  the 
landlord  and  his  driver  were  consi- 
dered an  unconscionable  pair  of  ex- 
tortioners, to  expect  anything  out  of 
the  farm  in  such  a  year  as  the  present  | 
and  accordingly,  when  the  latter  went 
upon  the  land,  and  took  possession  of 
the  live  stock,  he  was  set  upon  by  this 
very  mild,  good-tempered  looking  fa- 
mily, and  by  their  neighbours,  from  all 
sides,  as  far  as  a  cow's  horn,  lustily 
blown  upon  the  emergency,  oould 
summon  them.  Amid  great  uproar 
and  tumult,  spades,  pitchforks,  flails, 
and  stones  were  plied,  with  little  re- 
spect of  persons ;  and  the  bailiff,  with  bis 
mermaidens,  as  MacRoary  was  pleased 
to  denominate  half-a-dozen  ragged 
bludgeoneers,  who  had  assisted  in  driv- 
ing out  the  cattle,  were  "  very  proud 
to  find  themselves  at  home  again,*' 
without  their  caption,  and  with  only 
a  few  contusions  to  remind  them  of 
their  morning's  work. 

All  these  circumstances  were  duly 
substantiated  by  evidence,  during  the 
delivery  of  which  the  accused  parties 
gazed  alternately  at  the  court,  and  at 
one  another,  with  the  roost  decorous 
amazement.  To  judge  by  their  very 
expressive  dumb-show,  a  stranger  to 
that  mode  of  defence,  which  is  com- 
mon enough  in  the  early  stage  of  an 
Irish  prosecution,  would    have  pro- 
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nounced  them  to  be  the  most  harmless, 
and  the  most  slandered  of  human 
beines.  Each  appealing  glance  to  the 
bencn  was  so  eloquent  in  repudiation 
of  the  charge,  and  fraught  with  such 
pity  for  the  unfortunate  soul  of  the 
adverse  witness,  that  it  was  difficult  to 
resist  the  prejudice  created  by  their 
mute  expostulations.  The  women 
were  peculiarly  effective  in  the  use  of 
this  artillery,  pointing  it,  as  they  did, 
with  many  a  pretty  interjection  and 
gesture,  indicative  of  the  most  artless 
surprise. 

The  new  magistrate  was  sensibly 
impressed  by  such  demonstrations; 
and  demanded  of  the  complainant,  in 
a  peevish  tone — *'  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that  delicate  young  woman  was  an 
active  party  in  an  assault  upon  your- 
self and  the  six  hulking  fellows  you 
had  under  your  command  ?'* 

The  fair  subject  of  the  question 
courtesied,  and  looked  ten  times  more 
innocent  than  before. 

"  I  won't  swear,  sir,"  was  the  un- 
gallant  reply,  "  but  that  she  was  the 
worst  of  the  whole  lot.  It  wasn't  her 
fault  that  one  of  us  left  the  place 
alive." 

"  Oh  1  Misthur  Ryan,"  exclaimed 
the  fair  Nelly,  her  full,  dark  eyes,  flash- 
ing with  an  expression  not  quite  so 
soft  as  that  of  her  voice — "  God  for- 
give you,  sir  1" 

*'  After  that,"  subjoined  her  mo- 
ther, **  he'd  swear  a  tunnel  through 
the  Rock  of  Gibraltar.  Eveleen*  a- 
roori,  what  did  ye  ever  do,  to  be  scan- 
dalbed  in  this  manner  before  the  pa- 
rish?" 

The  damsel  squeezed  out  a  tear, 
which  added  much  to  the  concern  her 
situation  appeared  to  give  the  court. 

"  Didn't  she  fetch  out  a  hatchet," 
exclaimed  the  terrified  complainant, 
**  and  tell  her  brother  Maurice  to  take 
the  heads  off  us»  like  so  many  salt  her- 
rings?— and  didn't  she  fire  a  whole 
kettleful  of  bilin'  wather  at  me,  which, 
if  it  hadn't  been  that  Jack  Rafter 
struck  her  hand  down  a  little,  would 
have  scalded  the  hair  of  my  head,  as 
dane  aff  as  if  I  was  a  pig?'* 

**  And  so  you  wor,"  said  the  pout- 
ing damsel,  her  bright  eye  sparkling 
out  with  the  conceit, 

*<  From  tke  long  Ueheg  round  it,!^ 


in  a  manner  that  infected  the  behold 
ers.  "  That's  your  name,  as  true  as 
you  were  christened  Thady." 

Every  one  laughed,  except  the  un- 
fortunate driver,  who  was  too  anxious 
to  complete  his  statement  to  heed  the 
interruption. 

"  As  it  was,"  he  proceeded,  **  the 
dischargewas  too -well  aimed.  I  did  not 
lose  a  spoonfnl  of  it ;  and  when  I  took 
off  my  stockings  at  night,  saving  your 
worship's  presence,  the  skin  peeled 
down  off  my  two  shins  like  biled 
innions." 

The  young  lady's  discretion  could 
no  longer  tutor  her,  but  she  burst 
into  a  loud  and  hearty  laugh ;  which 
was  renewed  when,  suiting  the  action 
to  the  word,  her  victim  cautiously  laid 
bare  one  of  the  outraged  limbs,  and 
displayed  a  very  considerable  raw. 
The  exhibition  also  contributed  greatly 
to  the  merriment  of  the  crowd,  whose 
speculations  on  the  ugliness  of  that 
leg,  and  the  presumed  greater  ug^- 
ness  of  the  other,  led  to  the  offering 
of  several  bets  of  small  amount  in 
the  nominal  currency  of  the  coun- 
try. 

The  legal  defence  of  the  accused 
was  conducted  by  Mr.  MacRoary, 
who  represented  his  clients  as  a  roost 
peaceful,  orderly,  and  ill-used  family ; 
always  submissive  to  the  laws ;  always 
willing  to  pay  their  own  rent ;  but  al- 
ways most  unwilling  to  pay  the  rent 
of  other  people.  This  was  the  point, 
upon  which  the  merits  of  the  assault 
complained  of  hinged.  They  had 
underlet  a  large  piece  of  their  farm,  at 
a  profit  rent,  the  differential  propor- 
tion of  which  left  them  clear  of  all 
charges,  upon  that  part  of  it  which 
they  retained  in  their  own  hands. 
Yet  they  would  not  hold  themselves 
liable  for  the  head-rent  reserved  in 
the  landlord's  lease ;  but  would  merely 
pay  him  for  the  few  acres  in  their  own 
possession,  leaving  him  to  glean  the 
balance,  as  brother  Jonathan  would 
call  it,  from  the  denuded  fields  of  their 
well-drained  cottier  tenants. 

This  is  a  form  of  middleman  roguery, 
which  seldom  comes  before  the  public 
as  a  popular  grievance.  It  cuts  the 
other  way,  being  one  of  the  many 
forms  of  collusion  between  the  differ- 
ent classes  of  our  peasantry,  by  which 
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contracts  are  set  at  nought,  and  the 
proprietors  of  land  are  huilied  and  de- 
frauded of  their  rights. 

In  this  case,  the  legal  gentleman 
made  a  great  parade  of  the  readiness 
of  his  industrious  and  honest  client  to 
paj  for  twelve  acres  of  a  farm  that 
consisted  of  iive-and-twenty,  he  having, 
all  the  while,  a  large  profit-rent  arising 
from  the  other  thirteen,  already  se- 
cured in  his  pocket.  It  is  a  very  usual 
process  of  realizing  *'  the  tenant- 
right*'  in  Ireland ;  and  when  a  land- 
lord gets  refractory,  and  will  not  sub- 
mit patiently  to  be  thus  thimble-rigged 
out  of  half  his  estate,  an  outcry  is 
raised  against  him  in  the  newspapers  ; 
and  if  he  is  not  shot  at  from  behind  a 
hedge,  he  is  siure  of  being  made  a  tar- 
get for  every  handier  of  small  wit, 
in  the  minor  law  courts,  to  launch  his 
popgun  at. 

Of  such  a  nature  was  the  law  and 
logic  employed  upon  this  occasion  by 
Mr.  MacRoary.  He  was  instructed 
to  offer  ten  pounds,  where  the  sum 
demanded  was  beyond  twenty ;  and  his 
tender  being  refused,  he  shook  his 
head ;  did  not  wonder  that  the  country 
should  be  in  a  barbarous  condition ; 
thought  his  clients  were  more  to  be 
pitied  than  blamed,  for  having  been 
provoked  to  take  the  law  into  their 
own  hands ;  and  then  sat  down  beside 
his  brother  craftsman  to  bewail,  in  pri- 
vate, on  the  part  of  another  client, 
the  impossibility  of  borrowing  money 
at  six  per  cent.,  on  the  security  of  an 
Irish  rental. 

A  reporter  for  one  of  the  numerous 
*'  Vindicators,**  who  spin  texts  for  lec- 
turing statesmen,  ran  home  with  his 
notes,  but  was  far  from  blushing  as  he 
gave  them  in,  as  good  material  for 
enlarging,  in  strains  of  indignant  elo> 
quence,  on  the  oppression  which  drives 
wise  men  mad  in  other  places,  and 
makes  murderers  of  them  in  Tipperary ; 
and  the  magistrates,  glad  to  elude  the 
responsibility  of  dealing  with  an  invi- 
dious subject,  coolly  decided,  that  they 
did  not  sit  there  to  try  titles,  and 
would,  therefore,  remit  the  whole  af- 
fair to  the  Quarter- Sessions. 

The  houseburning,  in  which  Mr. 
Quiffle  was  concerned,  came  on  next. 
It  was  one  of  those  numerous  outrages 
which  the  grasping  class  of  **  half-sirs" 
perpetuate  upon  uie  property  of  their 
unfortunate  dependants,  and  of  which 


the  odium  is  commonly  cast,  by  igno- 
rant or  prejudiced  writers,  upon  the 
Irish  gentry. 

Mary  Dempsey*s  tale  was  a  simple 
one.  Her  father  had  retained  posses- 
sion of  a  cabin  and  some  land,  which 
a  certain  Mr.  Daniel  Darmody  thought, 
or  pretended  to  think,  himself  better 
entitled  to ;  but  the  law  being  tedious, 
as  well  as  costly,  and  its  issues  uncer- 
tain, he,  Mr.  Darmody,  took  a  ''main 
advantage,'*  as  the  poor  girl  expressed 
it,  while  the  strong  man  lay  on  the 
broad  of  his  back,  to  effect  a  clearance. 
Fever,  which  has  been  lately  so  preva- 
lent and  so  fatal,  had  seized  upon  this 
poor  family.  The  mother  first  became 
its  victim,  and,  after  her  death,  the  fa- 
ther was  struck  down. 

Hospitals  are  not  generally  accessi- 
ble to  our  rustic  population,  nor,  indeed, 
in  much  request  among  them.  They 
commonly  prefer,  even  when  they  have 
a  choice,  to  stretch  themselves  under 
a  few  wattles,  at  the  side  of  a  dry  ditch, 
where  the  pure  air  passes  over  them 
in  a  continual  current,  and  the  lights, 
which  garnish  the  heavens,  give  them 
assurance,  by  day  and  night,  that  there 
is  an  eye  watching  above  them,  which 
neither  slumbers  nor  sleeps. 

Into  such  a  shed  had  John  Dempsey 
caused  himself  to  be  removed,  lest  he 
should  impart  infection  to  his  little 
motherless  children ;  and  whilst  he 
lay  thus  helpless,  Mr.  Daniel  Darmody 
took  hold  of  the  opportunity  as  too 
good  to  be  lost,  to  render  all  further 
legal  procedure  unnecessary,  by  anni- 
hilating the  principal  object  of  dispute. 
Waiting  a  favourable  moment,  there- 
fore, when  the  neighbours  were  aJl 
absent  at  the  turf- bog,  he  came  down 
with  his  mermaidens,  (as  his  learned 
advocate  might  have  said),  and  having 
inveigled  the  sick  man's  children  out 
of  doors,  he  nimbly  dislodged  the  few 
articles  of  household  use  they  had  left 
within ;  and  then,  in  '^  haste  to  des- 
troy," lest  the  boys  from  the  bog 
should  step  in  and  interrupt  his  indus- 
try, he  set  fire  to  the  roof,  and  speedily 
left  the  whole  tenement  in  ashes. 

The  atrocity  of  such  a  deed  was 
much  aggravated  by  the  knowledge 
which  its  perpetrator  had,  that  the 
man  of  whom  he  took  that  **  main 
advantage,"  was  then  lying  in  his 
agony,  and  that  the  last  light  he  be- 
held on  earth  was  a  flash  from  the  fire 
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which  made  his  children  houseless,  at 
the  same  moment  that  the  hand  of  God 
made  them  orphans.* 

« Well,  Mr.  Quiffle,"  said  Fitzdoo- 
dle,  "  what  more  can  your  client  do, 
if  this  be  only  a  house  on  fire  ?" 

Mr.  Quiffle  was  almost  put  out  of 
countenance ;  but,  as  hit  familiar  an- 
tagonist remarked,  *^  his  stock  of  ofsuT' 
ance  made  any  sort  of  fire  sit  light 
upon  his  mind  ;*'  and  he  immediately 
entered  into  the  defence  of  his  client 
with  warmth,  insisting  on  that  grand 
principle  of  law  and  equity  (wher- 
ever he  found  it),  "nullum  tempus 
occurrit  legi," — <*  which  means,"  said 
he,  *«  that  every  time  is  the  right  time 
for  doing  as  a  man  likes  with  his  own.*' 
Mr.  Darmody  had  no  doubt  that  the 
bouse  of  the  interloper,  John  Dempsey, 
was  his ;  and  acting  upon  that  impres- 
sion, he  had  taken  a  short  method  of 
doing  the  same  thing  that  other  land- 
lords do  in  a  more  roundabout  way. 

'*  I  repeat  it,"  said  Mr.  QuifHe,  tying 
up  one  of  his  manifolded  papers  very 
tightly  with  a  piece  of  red  tape,  "  that 
we  only  burned  a  house ;  and  if  we 
had  no  right  to  burn  it,  the  law  is  open. 
The  sooner  our  accusers  resort  to  it, 
the  better  Til  be  pleased." 

*'  That's  as  true  a  thing  at  you 
said  to-day,"  tartly  interjected  Mac- 
Roary — **  A  bad  cause,  and  a  good 
action  at  the  back  of  it,  is  the  very 
thing  to  shoot  a  professional  gentle- 
man, who  has  a  young  shoneen,  just 
enriched,  for  his  client." 

It  was  a  fact,  that  Darmody  had 
but  recently  administered  to  his  de- 
ceased uncle.  Farmer  Roger,  of  the 
same  ilk,  who  had  taken  his  death 
from  a  wetting  he  got  at  a  tenant- 
right  meeting,  a  very  short  time  be- 
fore. Master  Daniel  was  his  sole  heir 
and  representative ;  and  the  youth's 
first  public  act,  on  setting  up  for  him- 
self, was  to  attack  a  poor  family  in 
their  affliction,  and  burn  them  out, 
with  the  circumstances  of  cruelty  we 
have  attempted  to  describe. 

*'  Your  worship,  I  submit,"  said 
Quiffle,  ''that  this  is  a  question  of 
civil  right  altogether.  It  is  out  of  the 
jurisdiction  of  the  court." 

«  That  I  deny,"  cried  MacRoary, 


who  enacted  the  part  of  SecondLawyer 
In  the  comedy.  <'  It  is  a  crimuuil 
court,  and  takes  cognizance  of  all 
offences,  from  dram-drinking  to  high 
treason.  Arson,  then,  is  clearly  withia 
its  jurisdiction." 

"  Arson  1"  screamed  First  Lawyer, 
with  welUaoted  disdain — "  Arson- 
farce — on!  Did  ever  anybody,  since 
the  Bill  of  Rights  first  became  the  law 
of  the  land,  hear  of  a  gentleman  be- 
ing held  amenable  for  arson^-for  s^ 
ting  fire  to  a  oabin  not  worth  forty 
shillings  ?  Arson,  may  it  please  your 
worship,  may  be  committed,  as  often 
it  is,  against  persons  who  live  in  valu- 
able houses,  and  possess  a  right  there- 
in :  but,  to  smoke  out  an  ov^rholding 
tenant,  is  no  more  a  criminal  off^not 
than  it  is  unfair  to  kindle  wet  straw 
at  the  mouth  of  a  badger's  den.  How 
are  you  to  make  him  bolt,  unless  yoa 
do  something  of  the  kind  ?" 

A  murmur  of  indignant  horror  ran 
through  the  crowd,  which  raised  Mr. 
Quiffle,  for  the  moment,  in  the  ettima- 
tion  of  Sergeant  Serabby,  to  the  rank 
of  a  fellow -martyr. 

The  young  female  who  represented 
the  remains  of  the  burned-out  family, 
nudged  her  attorney  angrily,  at  the 
comparison  of  the  badger,  and  asked 
him  if  he  was  ''going  to  stand  that? 
For,  if  you  do,"  said  she,  « I  wont ;" 
and,  without  waiting  for  the  effect  of 
the  appeal,  she  turned  upon  the  offen- 
der, and  demanded,  "  What  badger 
was  smoked,  the  night  he  jumped  out 
of  the  tinker's  garret  ?"  with  sundry 
other  interrogative  reminiscences, 
which  made  every  person  in  the  pre- 
sence merry,  except  the  facetious  Mr. 
Quiffle. 

That  sensitive  gentleman  took  re- 
fuge in  the  professional  safeguard, 
thd  dignity  of  the  Court,  where  such 
coarse  repartees  cannot  be  tolerated, 
without  endangering  the  unsullied 
robe  of  Justice  herself.  Her  lady- 
ship's garment  is  unpoliutable,  it 
seems,  by  any  foulness  that  may  pro- 
ceed out  of  a  privileged  mouth  ;  bnt, 
the  least  spatter  firom  the  lips  of  the 
profane  vulgar  renders  it  unfit  to  be 
seen. 

The  young  woman  was,  thertfor^ 


♦  The  writer  was  present,  during  last  autumn,  at  the  trial  of  a  case,  of  whick 
this  description  is  no  exaggeration. 
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admonished  to  remember  where  she 
was ;  to  understand  the  respect  due  to 
her  superiors ;  to  learn  not  to  **  badger" 
any  gentleman,  as  she  had  presumed 
to  badger  Mr.  Quiffle — with  other 
moral  precepts,  calculated  to  form  the 
manners  of  persons  in  low  degree, 
when  they  come  in  contact  with  witty 
practitioners  in  the  minor  courts  of 
justice.  Whereunto  she  meekly  con- 
formed, with  a  subdued  and  stricken 
aspect,  merely  observing,  without  ap- 
pearing to  address  the  observation  to 
the  court,  that  she  *'  didn't  know  he 
(meaning  the  said  Quiffle)  was  a  gen- 
tleman, but  thought  he  was,  only  an 
attorney." 

Fitzdoodle,  who  overheard  the  sar- 
casm, and  marked  the  titter  it  pro- 
voked, smiled  and  said,  '*  That  is  the 
severest  *  only '  we  heard  as  yet ;" 
which  remark  caused  each  man  of  law 
to  cock  his  right  eye  rather  fiercely  at 
the  Bench,  and  then  to  turn  aside 
with  shrugs  and  grimaces,  which  spoke 
as  directly  as  any  series  of  contortions 
could  speak — "  Never  mind.  Every 
bird  is  a  cock  on  his  own  dunghill ; 
but  wait  a  while.  We  bide  our  time ;" 
and  divers  significant  intimations  be- 
sides, which  it  were  tedious  to  trans- 
late  into  litera  scripta. 

The  plea  of  simple  incendiarism, 
however,  was  for  the  moment  victo* 
rious.  The  Magistrates  agreed  with 
Mr.  Quiffle  that  the  case  was  only  one 
of  house-burning,  and  advised,  rather 
than  decided,  that  it  should  be  made 
the  subject  of  a  civil  process.  The 
bearing  of  the  case  being  explained  to 
the  complaining  party,  she  readily  ac- 
quiesced in  the  proposal  to  carry  it  to  a 
higher  tribunal.  For  though  justice 
is  dear  to  the  Irish,  they  love  satisfac^ 
turn  better ;  and  there  is  nothing  that 
more  satisfies  the  injured,  after  the 
first  warm  feelings  of  resentment  have 
had  time  to  cool,  than  to  obtain  solid 
compensation  for  wrongs  sustained. 
To  the  Quarter- Sessions,  therefore, 
the  question  was  referred,  and  an- 
other case  was  called  on. 

This  was  an  ordinary  affiiir  of  as- 
sault, and  remarkable,  in  that  both 
doer  and  sufferer  belonged  to  the 
softer  sex.  They  were  trim-built  and 
clean-rigged  craft  both  of  them,  be- 
tween thirty.five  and  forty,  with  rather 
a  pleasant,  not  to  say  a  jolly  expres- 
sion of  countenance.  Trespass  of  cat- 
tle had  furnished  a  pretext  for  the  en- 


counter, of  which  the  foundation  had 
been  in  existence  ever  since  their 
spinsterhood,  when  rival  swains  con- 
tended at  hurlings  and  patrons  for 
their  smiles.  It  had  happened  in  the 
rough-running  course  of  true  love, 
that  each  had  been  constrained  to  be- 
stow her  hand  in  marriage  upon  the 
favoured  admirer  of  the  other  ;  and 
by  a  still  more  mischievous  freak  of 
fortune  they  were  both  located  upon 
the  same  quartern  of  land,  whereof 
their  lords  and  masters  were,  together 
with  several  others,  joint  co-partners. 
Hence  an  ancient  grudge  was  foment- 
ed on  either  side,  which  they  were 
well  pleased  to  gratify,  when  Mrs. 
Quigley  was  provoked  to  strike,  and 
still  worse  to  objurgate,  with  many 
side-wind  reflections  at  the  owner, 
Mrs.  O'Rafferty'scow. 

Cows  in  general,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, have  an  unnatural,  and  even  a 
spiteful  appetite,  for  muslin  handker- 
chiefs, and  odds*and-ends  of  aprons  or 
cotton-stockings;  and  Mrs.  Quigley, 
who  had  placed  her  Sunday  cap  to  dry 
upon  a  thorn-bush,was  provoked  beyond 
measure  to  find  the  bush  empty  in  a 
few  minutes  afterwards,  while  her 
neighbour's  cow  stood  coolly  chewing 
the  cud  before  the  door,  with  the  un- 
deniable ribbons  of  the  cap  wagging 
to-and-fro  from  the  opposite  corners 
of  her  mouth.  The  animal's  behaviour 
was  enough  to  aggravate  the  temper 
of  a  Griselda;  for  she  affected  an 
utter  unconsciousness  of  the  enormity 
of  her  transgression,  and  stood,  fla^ 
grante  delicto,  looking  over  the  wall 
of  Mrs.  Quigley's  garden,  with  a 
pleased  and  drowsy  expression  of 
countenance,  as  if  she  felt  herself  to 
be  really  completing  a  praiseworthy 
action. 

There  was  nothing  strange  in  the 
incidents  of  the  case.  Mrs.  O'Rafferty 
overheard  the  cow  that  gave  milk  to  her 
children,  evil  spoken  of.  She  came  to 
to  the  door,  and  saw  the  useful  crea- 
ture roughly  entreated  also.  This 
she  could  not  stomach  nor  excuse ; 
for  she  had  lost  no  cap.  Much  was 
she  vexed,  therefore,  at  all  that  she 
saw  and  heard;  "A  smaller  thing, 
indeed,  was  enough  to  rise  her,  let 
alone         ■" 

She  said  no  more.  Let  us  follow 
her  example,  and  leave  her  husband 
to  say  for  her.  His  evidence  spoke 
volumes.     He  had  beeu  ploughing  in 
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an  adjacent  field,  when  rumours  of 
war  came  to  his  ear.  Curiosity  in- 
duced him  to  look  towards  the  spot 
from  which  the  sounds  proceeded,  and 
he  saw  the  two  Amazons  down,  seem- 
ingly rolled  into  one,  his  own  share  of 
the  compound  being  undermost.  "  Upon 
the  same^       " 

"  Well,"  demanded  Fitzdoodle, 
*'  what  did  you  do,  upon  the  same  ?" 

*'  Faix  I  went  back  to  my  plough." 

"  And  the  other  lady's  husband — 
do  you  happen  to  know  what  he  was 
doing  ?" 

"  Looking  over  his  own  hedge,  your 
worship,  helping  me  to  see  fair  play  ; 
and  wondering  which  would  prove  the 
best  man  of  the  two." 

«*  And  what  was  the  result  of  his 
inquiry  ?" 

*'  How  can  I  tell,  sir,  when  I  did 
not  wait  to  see  it  out  ?  I  only  know 
that  my  wife  had  her  eye  shut  up  for 
two  days,  to  that  degree,  it  was  asham- 
ed to  look  upon  its  nearest  friend." 

A  boy  of  fifteen,  of  diminutive 
figure  and  childish  appearance  for  that 
age,  was  brought  forward  as  a  witness 
for  one  of  the  gentle  belligerents.  A 
wild,  dark-eyed,  bare-legged  urchin  he 
was,  with  his  hair  matted  glibbe- 
fashion,  and  the  ends  of  it  bleached 
by  the  weather  to  the  colour  of  beaten 
hemp ;  his  garments,  jagged  and  mi- 
tred like  those  of  Robinson  Crusoe» 
were  held  together  with  pieces  of 
packthread.  He  carried  a  stick 
reaching  from  the  floor  to  the  height 
of  his  chin,  which  occasionally  rested 
upon  it,  his  left  hand  was  thrust, 
with  an  air  of  fashionable  nonchalance^ 
into  what  might  be  supposed  to  be  a 
pocket,  whilst  his  eyes  took  a  rambling 
survey  of  the  Bench,  and  of  each  in- 
dividual ornament  thereof,  in  succes- 
sion. 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Fitzdoodle, 
'*  you're  quite  u^je  ne  sgais  quoi  sort  of 
gentleman,  with  your  flail  in  your  fist. 
Pray  which  of  the  factions  do  you  be- 
long to — the  Quigleys,  or  the  O'Raf- 
fertys  ?" 

"  He  belongs  to  the  ThrasherSt 
your  worship,"  said  Mr.  Quiffle,  jeer- 
mgly  pointing  to  the  boy's  staff". 

"  Tiiel  s'agam  kear  tha    thu  ra,"* 


replied  the  youth,  still  scanning  their 
worships  with  a  curious  eye. 

«  What's  that,  my  man  ?"  said  the 
Stipendiary  Justice. 

"  I  have  no  Ingalish,"  answered  the 
boy,  as  he  jerked  his  bead  backward^ 
and  threw  a  conscious  glance  towards 
the  attorney,  who  knew  he  had. 

*'  An  Irish  witness,"  said  the  magis- 
trate ;  "  let  the  interpreter  swear  him." 

The  Interpreter  did  bis  office  ac- 
cordingly, repeating  the  Celtic  for- 
mula, which  concludes,  like  the  Saxon, 
with  an  injunction  to  kiss  the  book. 

"Ask  him  now,"  said  Fitzdoodle, 
"  does  he  know  the  nature  of  an  oath?" 

The  question  would  have  been  more 
timely,  had  it  been  proposed  before  the 
ceremony  of  swearing  was  gone 
through.  But  the  order  of  things  is 
not  very  exactly  observed,  even  in 
higher  courts  than  that  of  Carrigna- 
croe.  The  youngster,  however,  was 
up  to  the  mark. 

**  Tha  meanm,"  said  he,  in  answer 
to  the  interpreter's  question ;  as  much 
as  to  say,  in  the  Petruchio  vein, "  Aye, 
'pon  my  sowl." 

"  I  think  that'll  do  ;"  remarked 
Fitzdoodle,  drily. 

"  What  does  he  say  ?"  eagerly  de- 
manded the  Englishman. 

*'  He  does  know  the  nature  of  an 
oath,  your  worship,"  answered  the 
faithful  interpreter. 

"  Then  let  him  explain  what  it  is," 
said  the  Justice. 

«  Tell  the  Court  (said  the  Interpre- 
ter in  Irish,  addressing  the  witness) 
what  an  oath  is  ?" 

**  Tha  ishea  meanm  an  Dhtaotd,*^^ 
said  the  hopeful,  with  a  knowing  look 
towards  the  bench,  while  the  people 
tittered. 

"That  is  of  the  nature  of  an  oath 
indeed,"  said  the  Attorney. 

The  answer  was  explained  to  the 
Stipendiary  Magistrate,  who  looked 
amazed  at  the  definition,  but  not  de- 
terred from  pursuing  this  interesting 
metaphysical  investigation  ;  "  Ask  him 
now,"  said  he,  "  what  will  happen, 
should  he  take  a  false  oath?" 

"  Tha  me  meanm  an  Diaoul^^'X  was 
the  answer  to  this  question. 

"  And  90  endi  Law*»  Catechion.** 


♦  I  don't  know  what  you  say.  f  "  It  is,  *your  soul  to  the  d— 1.' " 

+  That  is,  my  soul  to  the  someplace! 
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The  Bench  were  unanimously  of 
opinion  that  the  witness  was  in  a  very 
proper  and  suitable  stage  of  know- 
ledge to  be  examined.  His  evidence, 
however,  after  so  great  a  preface,  was 
not  material.  It  merely  established 
the  fact  of  the  demolition  of  Mrs. 
Quigley's  cap,  and  the  strong  pre- 
sumption which  had  already  taken  pos« 
session  of  the  court,  that  both  the  la- 
dies were  in  the  wrong.  In  the  poetic 
phraseology  of  the  young  Celt,  Mrs. 
Q.  had  flung  a  rock  at  the  cow,  which 
made  her  drop  the  fragments  of  the 
cap  much  faster  than  a  Christian  in 
these  times  would  be  disposed  to  drop 
a  hot  potato ;  and  Mrs.  R.,  or  O'R. 
(for  she  reads  it  both  ways)  had  taken 
an  unreasonable  sheaf  of  hair  out  of 
her  neighbour's  head,  in  addition  to 
threats  of  an  awful  nature,  such  as — 
that  she  would  chew  her  neighbour 
up  into  a  more  shapeless  mass  than 
her  cap,  and  make  brass  of  her  ;  all 
of  which  this  witness  verily  believed 
she  might  have  done,  but  for  the  lucky 
hit  which  deprived  this  warlike  dame 
of  the  assistance  of  the  best  of  her 
two  eyes,  just  in  the  very  crisis  of  the 
engagement. 

The  Rule  of  the  Court  was,  that  the 
two  ladies  should  enter  into  a  bond  to 
our  Sovereign  Lady  the  Queen,  that 
they  would  mutually  keep  the  peace 
for  the  space  of  twelve  months ;  and 


their  husbands  were  required  to  join 
in  the  security. 

The  poor  men  protested  very  ear- 
nestly  against  such  an  obligation  being 
imposed  upon  them,  and  declared, 
with  apparent  sincerity,  that  they 
would  rather  see  their  better  halves 
marched  off  at  once  to  cool  themselves 
upon  the  treadmill,  than  subscribe 
to  a  condition,  of  which  experience 
had  convinced  them  both,  long  ago, 
that  the  fulfilment  depended  not  upon 
themselves. 

"  Plase  your  honours,"  said  Mr. 
O'Rafferty,  **  consider  the  hardship 
of  it." 

**  Plase  your  worships,"  echoed  Mr. 
Quigley,  **look  to  its  onpossability." 

But  the  Law  considers  nothing  hard 
or  impossible  |  and  although  the  Ma- 
gistrates were  all  married  themselves^ 
they  insisted  on  the  terms  of  the  sen- 
tence. Most  unwillingly,  therefore, 
were  the  two  husbands  obliged  to  per- 
fect the  bail-bonds  of  their  respective 
helpmates,  one  of  them  muttering,  as 
he  scrawled  his  name  upon  the  paper, 
that  it  was  *^  as  good  as  a  five-pound 
note  thrun  into  the  say ;"  and  the 
other  asseverating,  that  **  it  was  the 
quarest  law  that  ever  was  known,  to 
call  upoh  him  to  answer  for  any  wo- 
man's behavor,  let  alone  his  own 
wife's." 


SONNET  ON  THE  DEATH  Of  PROFESSOR  MAC  CULLAOH. 

Wrapped  as  we  are  in  an  o*erwhelming  cloud 

Of  grief  and  horror,  shake  we  off  awhile 

That  horror,  and  that  grief  with  words  beguile ; 
And  from  our  full  hearts  breathe,  though  not  ^oud. 
Our  minds  to  God's  mysterious  dealings  bowed. 

And  mourninff  with  the  Genius  of  the  land. 

Take  we  awhUe  our  reverential  stand, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  MacCuUagh's  shroud. 

Great,  good,  unhappy  I  for  his  country's  fame 
Too  hard  he  toiled ;  from  too  unresting  brain 
His  arachnsean  web  of  thought  he  wove. 
The  planet'form*  he  loved,  the  crystal's  frame 

Through  which  he  taught  to  trace  light's  tremulous  train,t 
Shall  be  his  symbols  in  the  cypress  otoyc. 

W.  E.  H. 

October  27, 1847. 


•  The  Ellipsoid. 


t  The  vibrations  of  the  ether. 
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MICK  MULLOT    AND   THE  BLESSED  LATEERDf. 
BBIMO  HO.  IZ.  OV  THB  ZISBOOB  PAPBR8. 

"  Well,  'tis  lucky  'tis  here — ^there's  the  village  in  view. 

And  the  nag  needn't  wait  very  long  for  a  shoe." 

"  The  village  !"*  cries  Darby,  with  puzzle-pate  air—. 

"  Begorra,  your  honour,  we'll  get  no  shoe  there." 

**  No  shoe  in  the  village  I — you  surely  don't  mean 

That  there  isn't  a  smithy  in  Ballytraneen." 

"Kit's  forge  that  you  mane,  sir,  tis  many  a  day 

Since  the  rmg  of  an  anvil  was  heard  there  to  play ; 

And  fine  music  'tis,  too,  and  a  rale  pleasant  sight, 

To  stand  be  the  forge  of  a  cowld  winter's  night. 

While  the  neighbours  talk  over  the  news  of  the  day. 

And  the  big,  brawny  smith  sledges  bravely  away. 

And  the  white  sparks  fly  joyfuUv  up  in  the  air. 

Like  the  short  hopes  that  flash  through  a  lone  man's  despair ; 

And  a  hard  curse  it  was,  the  Lord  knows,  on  the  place. 

And  perhaps  if  there  wasn't  a  saint  in  the  case, 

One  might  think  'twasn't  fair ;  but  the  saints  do  what's  right. 

And  the  blessed  Lateerin  was  too  good  and  bright 

To  be  harsh  without  rayson."     *•  But,  Darby,  my  friend," 

I  exclaimed,  half  afraid  that  he  never  would  end, 

"  What  the  deuce  has  the  blessed  Lateerin  to  do 

With  the  fix  that  we're  in  from  the  loss  of  a  shoe. 

Who  was  he  himself?"    "  Stop,"  he  cries,  in  alarm ; 

** Twas  a  lady,  your  honour  JLord  save  us  from  harm! 

And  to  spake  of  the  saints  so,  it  don't  show  your  sinse. 

For  they're  mighty  quick  sometimes  at  taking  oflince. 

And  this  same  St.  Lateerin,  though  quiet  enough, 

Shews  the  things  they  won't  matter  to  do  in  a  huff,*' 

**  Well,  be  it  so.  Darby.     I'll  walk  by  the  car. 

For  there's  no  use  remaining  all  day  as  we  are ; 

'Twill  lighten  the  work  on  the  limping  old  grey. 

And  you'll  tell  the  tale  of  the  saint  on  the  way." 


dabbt's  legend. 

«  Well,  many's  the  day,  sir,"  so  Darby  began, 

**  For  'tis  time  out  of  mind,  or  the  mimory  of  man. 

Since,  down  by  that  village  of  Ballytraneen, 

Lived  the  fairest  youn^  cailin  that  ever  was  seen : 

Her  hair  was  like  sunshine,  so  goolden  and  bright. 

And  the  canavan's  down  on  her  oreast  wasn't  wnite ; 

And  her  eye — ^but,  begorra,  'tis  foolish  to  try 

And  describe  thiU  at  all,  'twas  so  modest  and  shv — 

But  it  was  blue,  sir,  av  coorse ;  and  to  talk  of  the  rose 

In  one  breath  with  her  lips,  would  be  nonsense.  Lord  knows ; 

And  the  look  on  her  face  was  as  soft  and  as  mild 

As  the  smile  on  the  cheek  av  a  sleepin'  young  child ; 

And  her  motion  and  shape  wor  as  graceful  to  see. 

As  in  soft  summer  winds  a  young  mountain-ash  tree ; 

And  in  short,  sir,  though  many  a  cailin  was  there 

That  the  boys  of  the  vSlage  thought  comely  and  fair. 
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And  that  vxnr  comely  too,  faix,  and  fit  for  a  prince. 
There  was  never  among  *em  before,  thin,  or  since. 
Or,  indeed,  for  the  matter  o'  that,  through  all  Erin, 
One,  a  match  for  the  beautiful,  blessed  Lateerin. 

"  Well,  a  beauty  she  was,  but  as  often*s  the  case. 
All  the  riches  she  owned,  sir,  she  had  in  her  face, 
Always  barrin'  the  blessed  good  nature  within. 
And  a  soul  that  was  free  as  an  infant's  from  sin ; 
And  av  coorse,  sir,  beyant  that,  her  beautiful  self. 
What  I  mane  is,  she  hadn't  a  rap  on  the  shelf. 
But  for  all  that,  there  wasn't  a  boy  in  the  place. 
Wouldn't  take  for  a  fortune  that  beautiful  face. 
And  be  right  glad  to  get  it ;  and  maybe,  at  first. 
There  was  hope  in  the  feelin*s  that  some  of  *em  nurst. 
And  the  good  lookin*  bouchals  about — and  small  blame — 

Might  have  thought  that  a  fancy  for  them  was  no  shame 

Bo^s  the  life  of  a  pattern,  a  fair,  or  a  wake. 

With  girls  by  the  score  that  would  die  for  their  sake. 

Good  plump  rosy  caiUns,  with  plenty  of  fun, 

That  a  clane,  strappin*  boy  may  be  proud  to  have  won ; 

The  blame,  as  I  said,  to  such  chaps,  sure  was  small. 

To  think  that  they  shouldn't  be  sneezed  at,  at  all. 

**  Howsomever  that  may  be,  at  last  it  was  plain. 
They  were  throwin*  sheep's  eves  at  Lateerm,  in  vain. 
For  'twas  truth  what  she  tould  'em,  not  any  desate, 
That  her  mind  was  made  up  not  to  alter  her  state. 
But  St.  Bridget  herself  for  a  patron  to  take. 
And  a  vargin  remain,  all  through  life,  for  her  sake. 
So  they  gev  up  all  hopes  of  her  afler  a  while, 
Thouffn  they  couldn't  help  lovin*  her  beautiful  smile. 
And  her  '  uod  save  you  kindly,*  though  simple  the  words. 
Sounded  sweet  in  their  ears,  as  the  song  of  the  birds ; 
And  the  blessin's  an*  prayers  of  the  ould  and  the  young. 
Like  the  flowers  of  the  spring  in  her  footsteps  wor  flung. 

"  Well,  in  them  days,  faix.  Bally traneen,  you  may  swear, 

Didn't  want  for  a  forge — 'twas  a  brave  one  was  there-^ 

And  a  fine  trade  the  smiths  had,  in  troth,  of  it  then, 

Makin'  shoes  for  the  horses,  an*  pikes  for  the  men  ; 

And  'twould  do  one's  heart  good,  faix,  to  look  at  the  sight. 

And  to  hear  the  sledge  ringin'  from  momin*  till  night. 

But,  at  all  events,  then,  there  wor  few  in  the  trade — 

Mick  Mulloy  couldn't  manage  to  put  in  the  shade ; 

A  stout,  swarthy  fellow,  wiUi  limbs  like  an  oak. 

And  the  divil's  own  janius  for  crackin'  a  joke : 

In  fact,  up  to  ev*ry  divarsion  and  fun. 

With  the  boys  and  the  girls,  to  Mick  'twas  all  one. 

At  laste  with  'em  both  his  time  pleasantly  passed. 

But  the  bint  of  his  fancy  inclined  for  the  last ; 

And  indeed  not  a  girl  in  the  place  was  so  coy, 

That  she  hadn't  a  smile  for  the  gay  Mick  Mulloy. 

"As  I  tould  you,  the  blessed  Lateerin,  poor  thing. 
Was  as  poor  as  a  mouse,  though  fit  match  for  a  king  ; 
And  her  mother,  a  little  lone  'oman,  and  she. 
Lived  together  as  simple  as  simple  could  be. 
A  thing  which  we  think  quare  enough,  to  be  sure. 
But  by  all  accounts  most  of  the  saints  wor  as  poor. 
Howsomever  Lateerin  had  plenty  to  do. 
To  keep  the  place  tidy  an'  nate  for  the  two ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


708  Kiskoge  Papers.— No.  IX.  [Dec. 

Besides  mindin'  her  prayers,  and  thim  same,  faix,  they  say, 

Wor  a  bisness  that  put  a  good  hole  in  the  day. 

For  the  saints,  sir,  av  coorse,  do  a  dale  in  that  line, 

Since  'tis  mostly  by  prayin*  and  fastin*  they  shine. 

She  had  work  enough,  'troth,  a  young  'ornan  to  tire. 

But,  av  coorse,  her  first  bisness  was  lightin  the  fire. 

And  so,  at  the  top  o*  the  momin'  aich  day. 

To  Mick  Mulloy's  forge,  faix,  she  used  make  her  way. 

For  a  red  sod  of  turf;  for  the  smiths  long  ago 

Used  turf  in  the  forges,  not  coal,  sir,  you  know  ; 

And  that  same  was  the  rayson,  I  often  heerd  tell. 

Why  the  smith's-work  in  thim  times  was  timpered  so  well. 

But,  at  all  evints,  Mick  was  well  plazed,  as  he  might. 

To  see  every  mornin*  so  beauteous  &  sight ; 

That  still  through  the  summer  and  winter-time  came. 

And  smiled  on  his  work,  like  a  beautiful  dhrame. 

**  Now,  though  Mick  used  to  joke  with  the  girls  of  the  place. 
And  be  praisin'  the  charms  av  aich  beautiful  face, 
And,  in  troth,  have  some  sootherin'  talk  for  'em  all. 
Whether  dark-haired,  or  fair-haired,  short,  middlin',  or  tall. 
Yet  seein'  Lateerin  was  blessed  all  out, 
An*  of  that,  faix,  himself  had  the  proof,  beyant  doubt ; 
For  she  tuck  the  red  fire  from  the  forge  every  day, 
Without  burnin'  or  scorch,  in  her  apron  away — 
By  St.  Bridget's  protection,  who  didn't  permit 
The  turf,  though  'twas  blazin',  to  harm  her  a  bit. 
Seein*  this — though  the  praise  on  his  lips  often  hung — 
He  thought  best,  faix,  to  keep  a  good  guard  on  his  tongue. 
And  to  lave  ofi"  his  coaxin',  for  somehow  he  guessed 
That  she  mightn't,  perhaps,  take  his  words  like  the  rest ; 
Nor  be  plazed — ^though  the  harm  it  could  do  would  be  pmall 
K  he  put  his  comhether  upon  her  at  all. 

**  WeU,  one  momin'  she  came  to  his  forge,  like  the  rest. 

And,  faix,  she  was  lovely,  and  lookin'  her  best. 

But  the  thing  that  was  most  aggravatin'  of  all 

Was,  the  skirt  of  her  gown  was  unusual  small. 

And  her  illigant  limbs,  without  stockin'  or  shoe, 

Left  a  little  beyant  her  white  ankles  to  view. 

And  the  dew  from  the  grass  hung  like  pearls  on  her  skin. 

Which  was  fair  as  the  beautiful  spirit  within. 

*  God  save  you,*  says  Mick^-*  God  save  you,  Mick,*  says  she. 
And  there  never  was  man  so  dumb-founder'd  as  he. 

But  he  gev  her  the  turf — and  said  never  a  word. 

Fascinated  he  stud  on  the  spot,  like  a  bird. 

At  tiie  look  of  a  sarpint.    As  usual,  she  placed 

The  fire  in  her  apron,  not  mindin*  the  laste 

That  Mick  stud  there  admirin' ;  and,  faix,  the  words  hung 

For  a  long  time  enough  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue ; 

Till  At  last  says  he — 'Gor,  he  said  nothin*  by  halves — 

*  Why,  thin,  blessed  Lateerin,  you've  beautiful  calves  1* 

**  Well,  we*re  wake  craytures,  surely — Lord,  mark  us  to  grace— 

And  flattery  comes  over  the  best  of  our  race ; 

And  saint  as  she  was,  troth,  her  eyes  droppin'  down, 

Gev  one  little  peep  near  the  hem  of  her  gown 

At  them  beautiful  ankles — quite  proud  av  the  praise — 

When  her  apron — Lord  save  us — burst  out  in  a  blaze ; 

For  St.  Bridget  detarmined  she  shouldn*t  again 

Take  pride  in  the  sootherin*  words  av  the  men. 
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An'  sevarely  enough  she  was  8C(»:ched,  you  may  swear. 
Besides  losin*  the  whole  of  her  beautiful  hair ; 
An'  good  rayson  she  had  to  remimber  the  day 
That  deludherin'  smith  set  her  notions  astray. 

"Well,  we're  tould  by  the  laygend  her  pinance  was  sore. 

But  St.  Bridget  resaved  her  to  favor  once  more. 

And  from  that  till  she  died — in  a  blessed  ould  age — 

She  shut  herself  up>  like  a  bird  in  a  cage. 

In  her  own  contemplations ;  and  never  again 

Let  her  thoughts  be  divarted  at  all  by  the  men. 

But,  in  holy  vescation  av  spirit^  she  set 

The  curse  on  ihe  village,  that  sticks  to  it  yet — 

That  all  smiths  who  set  up  there,  bad  luck  should  attend 

Whatsoraever  they  do,  till  the  world's  at  an  end. 

And  them  same  that  did  try  it,  'tis  bad  luck  befel 

The  haythens  an*  heretics,  as  I  heard  tell ; 

An*  my  gran'mother's  aunt  tould  my  mother,  an'  she, 

With  her  own  blessed  lips,  tould  the  story  to  me. 

That  one  Johnny  Carrol,  who,  when  she  was  young, 

Made  the  trial,  was  tuck  up  for  murther,  an*  hung ; 

And  that  some  av  the  neighbours  would  swear  to  the  sight 

Of  the  divil  a-blowin'  his  bellis  all  night  : 

And  from  that  time  to  this,  no  one  else,  you  may  swear, 

Eisked  the  curse  of  Lateerin  by  settin*  up  there. 

*'  Mick  Mulloy,  sir,  the  innocent  cause  av  the  blaze. 
Never  worked  at  a  forge  for  the  rest  av  his  days ; 
But  tuck  to  religion,  an*  grew  so  devout. 
That  he  didn't  want  much  of  a  saint,  faix,  all  out. 
An'  'twas  he  was  in  luck,  sure,  1o  make  the  remark 
That  he  did  that  same  momin',  or  maybe  the  spark 
Of  devotion  might  never  be  lit  in  his  breast. 
So  you  see  what  advant^e  may  come  av  a  jest ; 
*  *Ti8  a  bad  wind  blows  nobody  good,'  as  they  say. 
An'  how  true  it  is,  surely,  he  lamed  on  that  day." 

So  ended  the  legend — the  moral  is  quaint. 

And  may  serve  other  folk  than  a  blacksmith  or  saint* 
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THE    COMIC    ALPENSTOCK. 


BT  fltriPO  MOVRJOY. 


OBJECTS   HOST  DESEBVINa    OF    NOTICE 
IN   SWITZERLAND. 

It  is  generally  agreed  by  travellers 
and  topographers^  that  Switzerland 
owes  its  sublimilPjr  to  their  highnesses^ 
the  Alps; 'it  would  be  gross  flattery 
to  call  them  their  "  serene  highnesses," 
for  they  are  as  subject  to  storms,  as 
the  great  folk  of  the  world  are  to  the 
gusts  of  passion,  or  the  freaks  of  for- 
tune. Murray,  in  chirurgical  imagery, 
calls  them  *'  the  dorsal  ridge,  or  baok> 
bone  of  the  continent."  Owing  to 
the  disorders  that  now  prevail  in 
Switzerland,  Europe  may,  therefore, 
be  said  to  labour  under  a  spinal  com- 
plaint. We  trust  the  case  is  not  yet 
beyond  the  reach  of  medicine.  How- 
ever, she  is  an  old  country — so  old 
that  Hannibal  and  Csesar  eqjoyed  her 
acquaintance — and  we  are  not  to  won- 
der if  she  is  subject  to  colds  and 
aches  ;  particularly  to  the  tooth-ache, 
for,  aged  as  she  is,  she  has  still  a  few 
teeth  left — ^the  Dent  de  Jaman,  the 
Dents  de  Midi,  and  two  or  three 
more,  including  that  very  old  stump, 
the  Dent  Noire. 

Switzerland  bemg  a  mountainous 
region,  it  follows  (observes  the  learn- 
ed Montanus  Quinapulus)  that  the 
people  are  mountaineers.  The  coun- 
try is  hilly  and  chilly ;  some  philoso- 
phers attribute  the  cold  to  the  snow ; 
others  ascribe  the  snow  to  the  cold. 
You  may  investigate  the  question,  and 
prepare  a  paper  about  it  for  the  next 
meeting  of  the  British  Association  at 
Swansea. 

Ice  is  so  abundant  that  there  are 
seas  of  it,  yet  much  better  ice  is  to  be 
had  in  Paris,  or  at  Rome  (even  in  the 
height  of  summer),  than  on  the  most 
extensive  mer-de-glace  in  Switzerland. 
Tortoni's  beats  Chamouni  hollow  for 
ices,  even  for  strawberry-ice,  though 
strawberries  in  the  Alps  are  as  plenty 
as  blackberries  elsewhere.  As  to 
peach- ice,  apricot-ice,  and  pine-apple 
ice,  when  you  reach  the  summit  of 


the  Wengern  Alp,  or  the  Faulhorn, 
^ou  may  call  for  them,  if  you  please ; 
]t  is  as  good  a  way  as  any  to  enjoy  the 
magnificent  Alpine  echoes. 

AVALANCHES. 

Avalanches  are  fine  things,  and  not 
beneath  your  notice ;  but  you  must 
carefully  avoid  getting  beneath  them, 
unless  you  wish  to  "  aidorn  a  tale"  in 
the  Landscape,  or  Picturesque  An- 
nual, entitled  "  An  Alpine  Catastro- 
phe, or  the  Fate  of  Mr,  Fumbally." 
Survey  such  objects  at  a  respectful 
distance,  or  take  them  on  report; 
don't  be  too  inquisitive  into  the  secrets 
of  nature ;  she  dislikes  the  Paul  Pry, 
who  is  always  popping  his  head  into 
her  crypts  and  cabinets,  and  it  is  her 
just  delight  to  punish  severely  such 
impertinent  curiosity.  Recollect  the 
story  of  Peeping  Tom  and  the  lady 
Godiva,  that  admirable  illustration  of 
the  disastrous  consequences  of  being 
over  penetrative  into  lady's  doings. 
The  Alps  are  "  the  palaces  of  Na- 
ture," as  your  pocket  Byron  will  in- 
fof  m  you — 


**  Abore  me  we  the  Alps, 
The  paUces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walli 

Hayc  pinnacled  in  clonds  their  snovy  lealpf. 
And  throned  eternity  in  icj  halli 
Of  cold  niblimity,  where  ibnna  and  fkUa 

The  Aralanche,  the  thunderbolt  of  mow.** 


Now,  do  not  you  enact  the  part  of 
"  the  boy  Jones,"  and  constitute  your- 
self inspector  and  supervisor  of  queen 
Nature's  domestic  doings.  What  bu- 
siness is  it  of  yours,  to  creep  after  hep 
into  every  Alpine  nook  and  crevice  of 
the  glaciers  ?  Let  her  form  her  ava- 
lanches in  private ;  if  you  intrude  into 
her  chambers,  she  is  very  likely  to 
fling  one  at  your  head,  as  a  choleric 
queen  might  -a  footstool  at  the  little 
In-i-go  caught  under  a  canopy,  or  be- 
hind a  curtain,  to  get  a  peep  at  her 
majesty  "  eating  bread  and  honey." 

Several  accounts  are  given  of  the 
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causes  of  avalanohes ;  tome  consider 
them  to  be  masses  of  snow,  detached 
from  the  mountain-brows  by  their  own 
weight ;  some  attribute  their  fall  to 
the  loosening  effects  of  solar  heat ; 
others  to  the  concussions  of  the  at- 
mosphere produced  by  thunder-storms, 
but  the  true  cause  of  the  phenomenon 
remains  to  be  stated;  it  is  a  result, 
not  of  gravity,  but  of  levity  j  not  of 
solar  action,  or  atmospheric  action, 
but  of  comic  action.  We  have  no 
hesitation  to  affirm,  that  it  is  nothing 
but  the  convulsive  mirth  to  which  the 
Alps  are  addicted,  that  brings  the  ava- 
lanches down,  by  shaking  their  sides, 
laden  with  the  snows  of  centuries. 
Mountains  were  always  hearty  laughers* 

"  Ipai  Ictltia  TOMi  ad  ildcra  jactant 
Intonsl  montes," 

as  Virgil  says,  who  knew  the  family 
well ;  and,  believe  me,  they  are  as 
fond  of  a  jolly  laugh  now  as  ever, 
although  they  are  now  some  eighteen 
hundred  years  older  than  they  were  in 
the  davs  of  the  Mantuan  bard.  Be 
counselled  by  me,  and  be  as  merry  as 
they  are;  but,  "be  merry  and  wise," 
and  while  you  laugh  with  the  Alps, 
beware  of  slipping  with  the  avalanches. 

LAKES. 

Madame  de  Stael,  unable  to  imagine 
even  a  mountain  CAisting  without  a 
looking-glass,  considers  the  Swiss  lakes 
as  mirrors,  placed  by  nature  at  the 
feet  of  the  Alps,  to  enable  the  dowa- 
gers to  enjoy  the  reflections  of  their 
dear  old  faces,  in  their  white  turbans. 
Lord  Byron  compares  the  Lake  of 
Geneva,  not  only  to  a  mirror,  but  to 
a  sofa.     In  one  line  it ' 


"  Tlw  mirror  where  the  rtare  and  mountains  view 
The  itillneM  of  their  aspect.*' 

In  another,  he  tells  us  that  the  Ehone 
hath  there 

••  spread  hlmadf  a  comcA.*' 

The  Rhone,  according  to  Byron's 
idea,  would  seem  to  have  an  hydro- 
pathic partiality  to  a  damp  bed ;  or, 
it  is  possible  that  the  poet  may  have 
had  in  his  mind's  eye  the  water-beds 
which  are  sometimes  used  by  invalids. 
A  juster  comparison  for  the  lake  in 
question  would  have  been  a  bath,  or 


lavatory  for  the  celebrated  old  river, 
seeing  that  he  plunges  into  it  all  be- 
grimed with  the  soil  of  his  native 
mountains,  and  issues  from  it  fresh 
and  bright  as  a  bridegroom,  on  a  May 
morning,  bound  for  St.  George's, 
Hanover-square. 

The  general  opinion  with  us  is,  that 
the  beauty  of  lakes  consists  in  water } 
we  like  them  the  better  for  possessing 
that  element  in  abundance ;  but  the 
Swiss  taste  is  different,  and  somewhat 
Irish ;  they  prefer  dry  lakes  to   wet 
ones ;  and,  in  process  of  time,  they 
will,  doubtless,  drain  all  their  lakes 
as  they  have  done  that  of  Lungern. 
This  was  once  one  of  the  prettiest 
lakes  in   Switzerland,  embosomed  in 
mountains,  clothed  with  wood,  which 
descended  to  the  water-edge,  unprofit- 
ably  picturesque.  The  thrifty  dwellers 
on  its  banks  had  no  eye  for  the  pictur- 
esque ;  but  a  shrewd  one  for  the  proflt 
to  be  reaped  by  destroying  it.     They 
formed  a  joint-stock  companv,  tapped 
the  lake,  and  gained  five-hundred  acres 
of  very  ugly  land,  in  place  of  five- 
hundred  acres  of  very  lovely  water* 
So  much  for  Lungernese  taste,  which 
is,  however,  likely    to   prove    conta* 
gious ;  for  we  are  told  that  the  expe- 
riment of   tapping   Lungern  havmg 
S roved  successful,  a  similar  operation 
( to  be  performed  upon  the  exquisite 
lake  of  Sarnen ;  and  the  system  will 
probably  be  extended,  in  time,  to  all 
the  lakes  of  Switzerland,  unless  rival 
joint-stock  companies  are  formed  to 
buy  them  up,  on  the  part  of  the  tour- 
ing   public,  and    secure  them    from 
drainage  and  desecration.     We  shall, 
ourselves,   take  shares  in  the   Lake 
of  Lucerne   Preservation    Company. 
There  is  much  to  respect  in  the  can- 
ton of  \jnderwalden,  particularly  that 
good  old  law  by  which  every  inhabi- 
tant is  bound  to  guide  the  stranger  on 
his  way,  without  fee  or  reward ;  but 
we  should  certainly  have  made  their 
conduct,   with    respect    to    Lungern 
lake,  a  casus  belli,  and  we  heartily  be- 
lieve it  would  be  as  good  a  ground  for 
hostilities  as  that  which  is  now  arming 
the  Diet  and  Sonderbund. 

WATERFALLS. 

It  is  comical  enough,  but  the  Swiss 
waterfalls,  like  the  Swiss  lakes,  are 
divisible  into  two  classes  :.— 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


712 


The  Comic  Alpenstock* 


[Dec. 


1.  Waterfalls,  with  water. 

2.  WaterfallM,  without  water. 

In  a  comic  point  of  view,  the  latter 
are  preferable  ;  and  I  have,  for  some 
time,  been  in  treaty  with  the  people 
of  the  Bernese  Oberland  for  a  few 
cascades  of  the  second  class,  to  pre- 
sent to  my  friend,  Blundell  M'Blun- 
dell,  of  Blundell  Park,  to  embellish 
that  elegant  demesne. 

*'  The  attempt,"  says  Murray,  "  to 
fix  an  order  of  precedence  for  the  Swiss 
waterfalls,  is  not  likely  to  meet  with 
general  approval ;  because  much  of 
the  interest  connected  with  them  de- 
pends on  the  seasons  and  the  weather, 
as  well  as  on  the  tastes  and  temper  of 
the  spectator."  The  order  of  prece- 
dence ought  to  be  settled  by  heraldic 
authority;  for  it  is  melancholy  to 
think  of  the  traveller's  temper  being 
continually  ruffled  by  the  rival  claims 
of  waterfalls.  At  the  same  time,  our 
advice  to  the  tourist  is,  not  to  involve 
himself  in  the  disputes  of  the  Staubach 
with  the  Giesbach,  or  the  Giesbach 
with  the  Pissevache.  If  the  Rhine 
and  the  Aar  cs^vCifall  without  falling 
out^  the  more  shame  to  them.  Rivers 
of  their  station  and  high  descent 
ought  to  fall  with  dignity,  as  Caesar 
did.  Imagine  a  brawl  for  precedence 
amongst  the  parties  in  question. 

**  I  am  a  cataract,*  roars  the  Fall  of 
the  Rhine ;  "cousin  to  Niagara.  What 
are  you  aJl  but  a  pack  of  trumpery 
cascades  ?" 

**  Marry-come-up,"  cries  the  Fall  of 
the  Aar.  "  You  a  cataract  1 — you  re- 
lated to  Niagara  I  I  am  the  only  fall 
in  Switzerland  that  combines  all  the 
great  qualities  which  a  fall  should  pos- 
sess— a  grand  elevation,  and  a  vast  vo- 
lume of  water.  If  you  don't  believe 
me,  believe  Mr.  Murray." 

**  Volume  of  water!"  exclaims  the 
Staubach,  with  infinite  scorn.  **  What 
has  water  to  do  with  the  matter  ?  I 
am  merely  a  thread ;  yet  I  flatter  my- 
self I  am  the  only  cascade  in  the  Alps 
worth  looking  at." 

"  Not  while  the  Giesbach  condes- 
cends to  tumble,"  cries  the  fall  of 
Brienz. 

**  A  prettv  notion  you  have  of  tum- 
bling," quoth  the  Reichenbach. 

"  And  what  do  you  know  about  it  ?" 
says  the  Pissevache ;  "  for  a  truly  beau- 
tiful fall,   with  an    equally  charming 

name,  find  a  match  for  me,  if  you  can 

though  I  say  it,  who  should  not." 


NATURAL  HISTOBT. 

Amongst  quadrupeds,  the  wolf  holds 
the  first  place.  Don't  go  in  quest  of 
him ;  you  are  very  well  off,  if  be  docs 
not  go  in  quest  of  you.  The  character 
of  the  Swiss  wolf  is  wolfishness  ;  he  is 
said  to  have  a  taste  for  lamb,  but  eats 
it  (Latrobe  is  of  opinion)  without 
mint-sauce.  Next  to  the  wolf  is  the 
chamois.  Chamois-hunting  is  good 
sport,  but  it  is  needless  to  advise  you 
to  take  it  coolly,  especially  over  the 
glaciers.  The  Swiss  hunt  on  foot ; 
but  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  you 
trying  it  in  a  char'O-banc.  If  you  are 
an  invalid,  a  lady,  or  an  alderman,  fol- 
low the  chamois  in  a  chaise-^porieur. 
Nothing  can  possibly  be  more  divert- 
ing to  the  spectators ! 

*'  What  kind  of  a  chaise  is  a  chmse" 
h-porteuT  f* 

**  A  trc^sesseV* 

"  And  what  is  that,  pray  ?" 

'«  Why,  Mr.  Fumbally,  you  know 
neither  French  nor  German  l" 

"  Not  an  iota  of  either." 

*'  Well,  then,  open  your  Red- Book, 
and  you  will  find  it  there  stated,  that 
'  even  the  a^ed  or  invalid  female  is  by 
no  means  debarred  the  pleasure  of 
takine  a  part  in  difficult  mountun 
expeditions.  Those  who  are  too  weak 
to  walk  or  ride,  may  be  carried  over 
the  mountains  in  a  chatse-^porteur, 
whith  is  nothing  more  than  a  chair, 
supported  in  the  manner  of  a  sedan, 
by  poles." 

"  Poles !     Why  not  Switzers  ?" 

"  How  dull  you  are,  Mr.  Fumbally  I 
I  don't  mean  natives  of  Poland,  but 
wooden  poles." 

"  Oh  1  I  comprehend ;  a  charming 
thing  is  a  iragsessel,  very.  I  have  a 
grand-aunt  in  Suffolk,  who  has  been 
bed-ridden  for  the  last  ten  vears,  and 
now  that  I  see  it  is  practicable,  I  shall 
certainly  treat  her,  next  summer,  to  the 
excursion  over  the  Wengern  Alp." 

*^  Do,  by  all  means,  and  take  the  old 
lady  to  the  top  of  the  Faulhorn,  and 
down  by  the  Giesbach  fall  to  Brienz." 

But,  to  return  to  our  natural  his- 
tory—  there  is  a  great  bird,  of 
the  eagle  or  condor  species  (some- 
thing smaller  than  the  roc),  called  the 
Laramergeyer,  because,  like  the  wolf, 
he  is  fond  of  lamb's  flesh.  Take  care 
not  to  confound  him  with  the  Lan- 
damman.  You  may  shoot  the  former, 
but  to  shoot  the  latter  is  homicide.  In 
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most  parts  of  Switzerland  you  will  find 
the  passer  communis,  or  common  spar- 
row  of  the  British  isles.  Swallows 
have  been  seen  in  some  cantons ;  and  I 
myself  have  seen^  at  more  than  one 
icAle'd'-kote,  a  bird  extremely  like  the 
ordinary  duck  of  our  English  ponds. 
Geese  you  will  meet  everywhere— 
geese  of  all  countries,  French,  Ger- 
man, Russian,  English,  and  occasion- 
ally a  specimen  of  the  Irish  green- 
goose  ;  you  may  know  him  by  his  in- 
cessant gabble,  and  by  his  ridiculous 
attempts  to  soar  like  an  eagle,  and  sing 
like  a  swan.  The  French  goose  is  a 
martial  bird ;  you  would  fancy  he  had 
no  bone  in  his  body  but  the  drum- 
stick. The  German  goose  is  known 
by  the  foul  state  of  his  plumage ;  there 
is  no  passing  a  night  on  the  same  roost 
with  him ;  he  feeds  on  garlic  and  to- 
bacco, and  swims  in  beer.  The  Eng- 
lish variety  is  the  famous  goose,  that 
lays  golden  eggs.  The  Swiss  delight 
in  him ;  he  visits  them  every  year,  and 
his  principal  haunt  is  Interlacken,  be- 
cause it  resembles  so  much  his  favour- 
ite watering-places  at  home. 

Cows,  goats,  and  sheep  constitute 
the  principal  wealth  of  the  Swiss. 
The  Swiss  cow  yields  milk,  like  the 
English ;  the  milk  yields  cream,  the 
cream  produces  cheese,  the  cheese 
money, — there,  you  have  the  indus- 
trial history  of  the  Gruyere  district, 
from  first  to  last — I  do  not  see  what 
more  is  to  be  known  on  the  subject, 
unless  you  want  roe  to  give  you  the 
memoirs  of  all  the  dairy-maids  in  the 
Simmenthal ;  I  can  assure  you,  the 
book,  if  illustrated  by  the  portraits  of 
those  damsels,  would  not  be  a  book  of 
beauty.  I  always  thought  the  Swiss 
cow  a  much  prettier  animal  than  the 
Swiss  milk-maid.  The  Switzers  de- 
corate their  cows  with  bells  ;  and  the 
only  Bell-Assemblee  to  be  seen  in  the 
twenty-two  cantons,  is  a  herd  of  those 
useful  animals.  The  Swiss  peasant  is 
very  fond  of  his  cow ;  the  classical 
proverb — *'  Every  one  to  his  taste,  as 
the  man  said  when  he  kissed  his  cow,*' 
is  of  Swiss  origin.  They  pet  their 
kine  as  the  Irish  pet  their  pigs  ;  the 
only  difference  is,  the  cow  does  not 
sleep  with  the  Switzer,  as  the  pig 
does  with  Paddy  ;  but  that  is  entirely 
owing  to  the  cow  having  horns,  which 
the  Irish  pig  is  fortunately  unprovided 
with. 

The  Kanz-des-Vaches  is  the  *•  Pa- 


trick's Day,'*  or  the  MarseiUaise  Hymn 
of  Switzerland.  The  word  means^ 
"rows  of  cows;**  the  thing,  or  the 
music  itself,  is  partly  vocal,  partly  in- 
strumental, a  combioation  of  sounds 
from  a  wooden  tube  called  the  Alp- 
Horn,  and  from  the  throats  of  the 
shepherdesses  and  milk-maids,  of  whose 
personal  charms  we  have  just  spoken. 
We  shall  say  no  more  of  them  at  pre- 
sent, as  we  have  a  treatise  in  hand  upon 
Swiss  husbandry — a  subject  intimate* 
ly  connected  with  the  natural  his- 
tory of  the  young  women  of  the  coun- 
try. 

Of  bears  we  have  said  nothing; 
when  you  are  at  Berne,  the  city  of 
bears,  you  will  see  and  hear  enough 
of  them.  The  bear  is  the  emblem, 
and  almost  the  god  of  the  Bernese: 
they  hug  him — which  is  better  than 
being  hugged  by  him ;  thejt  paint  him 
on  canvas,  carve  him  in  stone,  endow 
him,  and  swear  by  him.  Their  dar- 
ling institution  is  the  bear,  as  by  law 
established;  to  defend  and  maintain 
him,  is  the  oath  of  every  citizen — of 
equal  sanctity  to  our  oaths  of  alle- 
giance and  abjuration.  You  have  him 
alive  in  pits,  dead  in  museums,  and 
stuffed  in  both.  They  not  only  stand 
by  their  bears,  but  they  go  by  them-^ 
for  the  town-clock  is  a  marvellous 
piece  of  machinery,  which  tells  the 
time  of  the  day  by  the  periodical  issue 
of  a  procession  of  wooden  bears  across 
the  dial-plate.  In  fact,  at  Berne,  the 
bear  is  a  bore.  "  No  traveller,"  says 
the  sage  author  of  the  Red- Book, 
**  will  quit  Berne  without  paying  the 
bears  a  visit,  unless  he  wishes  to  have 
the  omission  of  so  important  a  sight 
throtcn  in  his  teeth  every  time  the  name 
of  Berne  is  mentioned'* — a  frightful 
penalty,  but  not  too  severe  for  the 
crime.  The  true  comic  tourist  will 
see  everything  that  is  visible,  hear 
everything  audible,  eat  everything 
eatable,  note  everything  notable,  and 
laugh  at  everything  laughable.  But 
there  are  travellers  of  another  sort, 
who  make  it  a  rule  to  do  just  the  re- 
verse— fellows  who  would  make  the 
tour  of  the  firmament  without  visiting 
Ursa  Major,  if  they  were  only  in- 
formed it  was  a  great  curiosity,  and  a 
thing  to  be  seen.  Better  take  the 
gruffest  bear  in  the  bear-garden  of 
Berne  itself  for  a  travelling  compa- 
nion, than  an  ill-conditioned  creature 
like  this. 
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OOTERNMBKT, 

'*  The  twenty-two  cantons  are  uni- 
ted," says  Mr.  M'Culloch,  in  his  Geo- 
graphical  Dictionary,  **on  equal  terms, 
in  a  confederation  for  mutual  defence.*' 
The  proof  of  this  is,  that  fifteen  of 
the  number  are  now  combined  against 
the  remaining  seven,  and  actually  at 
war  with  them.  Instead  of  union  for 
mutual  defence,  this  looks  extremely 
like  disunion  for  mutual  destruction. 
Switzerland  presents  a  comic  picture 
of  confederation,  and  a  good  name 
for  the  country  would  be  "the  Dis- 
united States."  The  general  con- 
stitution  may  be  called  a  mixed  an- 
archy— a  composition  of  pure  anarchy, 
with  a  dash  of  republican  institutions. 
The  cantonal  governments  are  highly 
democratic,  owing  to  the  natural  in- 
fluence of "  the  mountain- nymph,  sweet 
Liberty,"  in  so  very  mountainous  a 
country.  In  Uri,  Schwytz,  Zug,  and 
two  or  three  more  cantons,  there  ex- 
ists universal  suffrage,  or  nearly  the 
same  thing — the  only  exception  being, 
that  infants  do  not  vote,  which  is,  no 
doubt,  considered  a  grievance  in  the 
Swiss  nurseries,  and,  like  all  nursery 
evils,  a  crying  one. 

The  Diet  is  composed  of  deputies, 
or  delegates,  from  all  the  cantons,  who 
vote  according  to  the  instructions  they 
receive  —  so  that  puppets,  or  lay- 
iigures  would  answer  quite  as  well, 
or,  indeed,  much  better,  for  automaton 
legislators  would  neither  talk  non- 
aense,  nor  use  inflammatory  language, 
but  simply  raise  their  wooden  arms  at 
the  touch  of  a  spring,  and  throw  their 
votes  into  a  box,  or  an  urn.  The  de- 
legates lose  their  proper  names  directly 
they  enter  the  Diet,  but  the  loss  is  not 
much  to  be  deplored,  their  names  in 
general  are  so  harsh  and  cacophonous. 
They  take  the  names  of  the  cantons 
which  they  respectively  represent : 
Lucerne  jumps  up  to  call  Geneva  to 
order ;  Vaud  rises  to  second  the  mo- 
tion of  Zurich  ;  Tessino  moves  that 
Uri's  bill  be  read  that  day  sfx  months ; 
Berne  calls  Friburg  a  papist;  Fri- 
burg  calls  Berne  an  infidel ;  and  Zug 
threatens  to  pull  AppenzelFs  nose. 
The  duty  of  the  Diet  is  to  declare 
war,  a  duty  it  performs  efficiently — 
and  to  conclude  peace,  an  office  which 
it  does  not  discharge  quite  so  well ;  it 
also  contracts  foreign  alliances  (with 
the  king  of  Dalkey,  or   with  Queen 


Pomare,  for  example),  and  spends  the 
flnancfes  of  the  confederation.  It 
roves  about  Switzerland,  like  a  gypsy 
camp,  or  a  society  of  tinkers,  or  the 
British  Association,  or  anything  mi- 
gratory you  choose  to  compare  it  to.  It 
cannot,  for  its  life,  sit  more  than  two 
years  in  one  place.  When  it  ceases  to 
sit,  a  body  called  the  Vorort  stands  in 
its  place,  and  governs  the  country  at 
its  indiscretion.  The  contributions 
of  the  cantons  to  the  general  revenue 
are  called  contingents,  because  their 
collection  is  contingent  upon  the  plea- 
sure or  ability  of  each  canton  to  pay. 
There  is  no  standing  army,  in  the 
strict  sense  of  the  word,  but  only  a 
militia,  liable  to  be  called  out  for  any 
occasional  throat-cutting  which  the 
Diet,  in  its  wisdom,  may  resolve  on. 
The  Swiss  inn- keepers  might  be  fDrmed 
into  a  very  effective  rj^-corps ;  and  the 
tourists,  if  enlisted,  would  constitute  a 
formidable  army  of  o&wrrartwi.  There 
is  no  navy  in  Switzerland,  owing, 
some  think,  to  there  being  no  ships ; 
others  opine  that  it  is  raUier  because 
there  is  no  sea  to  float  them  in — at  least, 
no  sea  but  the  mer-de-glace,  the  naviga- 
tion of  which  wottld  puzzle  Drake  or 
Nelson  themselves,  although  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Fumbally,  with  all  the  Fombtlly 
squadron,  made  a  voyage  across  it,  on 
the  memorable  fifteenth  of  Aogust, 
A.D.  1845. 

SKELETON   TOUES. 

A  quiet,  easy  tour  made  by  Mr.  La- 
zenby  and  Mr.  Noddy  in  the  summer 
of  1844.  The  remarks  are  taken 
mostly  from  their  memoranda. 

Days. 

"Schaffhausen. 
Rhine  Falls. 

Zurich — Hotel   da  Lac — capital 

beds,  commanding  a  view  of  the 

lake.    Mr.  Noddy  lost  his  niglit- 

cap  and  bought  a  new  one. 

Righi — ^two  days  to  ascend  and 

two  to  descend. 
■Altorf. 
St.  Gothard. 

Andermatt.     Rest  for  a  day — eat 
(.    trout  and  play  backgammon. 
rFurca  and 
Grimsel  Passes,  in  a  ehatse-h-poT' 
teur.     Halt  half-a-day  at  the 
Hospice  on  the  Grimsel,  atnd 
order  turtle-soup,  if  you  fancy 
.     it. 

Meyringen.     Repose  a  day  and  a 
night.     Cigars  and  donuBoe. 
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Qrindelwald.  Dine>  skep,  saunter 
about  the  inn^  and  look  at  the 
glaciers  through  a  telescope. 

Lauterbrunnen.  See  the  Stau- 
bach  fall,  from  the  inn-door ; 
explore  the  upper  part  of  the 
valley  on  horseback,  or  in  a 
sedan.  It  is  the  most  curious 
valley  in  Switzerland,  for  Mur- 
ray informs  us  that  it  is  fisited 
by  nobody,  and  "Mads  no- 
where." 

Interlacken.  Hotel  Belfidere. 
Secure  a  bed  commanding  a 
view  of  the  Jungfrau;  make 
yourself  at  home,  and  live  as  if 
you  were  at  Harrowgate ;  go  to 
the  balls,  and  chat  with  the 
ladies  about  wolves  and  ava- 
lanches ;  relate  your  adven- 
tures on  the  Riehi ;  get  up  pic- 
nics, and  drinlc  lots  of  iced 
champagne )  wear  an  enormous 
straw  hat  and  patent-leather 
boots ;  subscribe  to  the  read- 
ing-room, and  play  whist  or 
ecarte.  Cultivate  your  mous 
tache,  and  threaten  to  volun- 
teer in  the  service  of  the  Diet 
against  the  Jesuits.  Stay  at 
Interlachen  as  long  as  you  like ; 
the  position  is  charming,  be- 
tween two  of  the  finest  lakes  in 
Switzerland,  without  the  possi- 
bility of  getting  a  glimpse  at 
either. 

Thun. 

The  Simmenthal.     A  celebrated 

{»astoral  district*  Make  buco- 
ical  observatious ;  quote  Varro 
aud  Columella ;  and  as  to  the 
dairy-maids,  judge  fur  yourself. 

Vevay. 

Castle  of  Chillon. 

Bex. 

Martigny. 

Tete  Noire — in  dLchaise-h-porteur, 

Chamouni. 

Geneva.  Home  leisurely  through 
France,  or  proceed  quietly  to 
Basle,  and  float  down  the  Rhine 
to  Cologne. 


48  Days. 


Whatever  tour  you  take,  let  it  in- 
clude the  ascent  of  the  Righi ;  if  you 
omit  that,  you  lose  the  best  laugh 
to  be  had  in  all  Switzerland.  The 
culm  of  the  Righi  is  the  culminating 
point  of  whatever  is  ridiculous  and 


farcical  in  the  habits  of  that  strange 
animal,  the  common  tourist.  Righi  Is 
derived  from  rig — travellers  run  such 
rigs  there ;  and  the  village  of  Waggis, 
from  which  you  generally  ascend,  takes 
its  name  from  wag,  owing  to  the  infi- 
nite food  for  waggery  always  to  be  had 
there  in  the  summer  season.  The 
great  exploit,  or  rig  of  the  Righi,  is  to 
pass  a  detestable  night  in  "  a  Babel  of 
sounds  and  smells'*  (as  Murray  ele- 
gantly expresses  it),  under  a  wooden 
shed,  facetiously  termed  at)  inn,  the 
thermometer  being  at  zero  \  and  then 
to  be  roused  an  hour  before  daWn  by 
the  braying  of  a  horn^  worse  than  Dis- 
cord's, to  stand  shivering  in  your 
night-cap,  gazing  at  the  point  where 
the  sun  ought  to  rise,  but  very  rarely 
does,  no  doubt  expressly  to  disappoint 
the  crowd  of  impertinent  donkeys  as* 
sembled  on  the  culm  to  stare  at  him. 
What  a  sight  it  is  to  see  the  Fumbally 
family,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Stubbs 
(newly  married),  old  Mrs.  Fazakerly, 
with  her  passport  in  her  baud,  the 
Puddicomes,  with  their  thenUom^ter 
and  sextant,  six  of  them,  and  Mr. 
Thomas  Perkins  of  Alderm&nbnry, 
with  his  ferocious  whiskers,  tryitig  to 
look  like  William  Tell. 

No  wonder  the  Alps  are  such  laugh- 
ers ;  what  can  they  do  but  laugh,  be* 
holding  our  countrymen  and  country- 
women on  the  Righi.  Imagine  Mr* 
Fumbally,  in  hisrednlehtcap,andWrap« 
ped  in  a  green  quilt ;  Mrs.  Fumbally  in 
her  husband's  white  great  coat ;  Mr. 
Puddicome  with  a  blanket  about  him» 
and  Mr.  Perkins  politely  informing  him 
that,  as  it  is  the  blanket  from  his  bed, 
he  is  under  the  disagreeable  necessity  of 
requesting  him  to  surrender  it  forth- 
with. A  very  disagreeable  necessity  It  is 
to  Mr.  Puddicome,  whose  teeth  are  ac- 
tually chattering  with  the  cold,  and 
his  nose  blue  as  an  Italian  sky,  to  sav 
nothing  of  reasons  drawn  from  consi- 
derations of  propriety,  which  make 
him  very  reluctant  to  part  with  his 
blanket  at  that  particular  moment. 
But  there  is  no  resisting  the  menacing 
tone  and  aspect  of  Mr.  Perkins — he 
will  have  his  blanket ;  and  Mr.  Pud- 
dicome scuttles  back  to  the  shed,  for 
his  old  mackintosh  ;  but  that  having 
been  seized  upon  by  some  unknown 
depredator,  he  is  driven  to  the  last  re- 
sort, and  snatches  up  a  sheet,  just  in 
time  to  confront  the  **  Spectre  of  the 
Bighi'^not  half  so  ghastly  an  appa- 
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rition  as  his  sheeted  spectator  from 
London* 

The  spectre  of  the  Righi  is  an  at- 
mospheric phenomenon — oh«  I  humblj 
beg  Miss  Patty  Puddicome*s  pardon ; 
she  can  explain  it  much  better  than  I 
can.  How  prond  it  makes  the  mother 
of  that  philosophical  young  lady  to 
hear  her  prattling  on  the  laws  of  reflec- 
tion and  refraction^  upon  halos  and  the 
prismatic  colours,  to  young  Mr.  Fum- 
bally*  who  would  understand  the  op- 
tical lecture  somewhat  better,  if  it 
were  delivered  at  a  lower  altitude  than 
6,000  feet  above  the  level  of  the  Me- 
diterranean, and  if  the  morning  was 
not  quite  so  polar. 

If  you  are  not  cold  enough  after  the 
sun-gazing  business  is  over,  vou  have 
only  to  Uke  a  plunge  in  the  Kaltes 
Badf  or  cold  bath,  a  spring  of  roost 
delicious  frigidity,  at  some  short  dis- 
tance from  the  sunmiit.  The  droU 
custom  was,  to  lie  down  in  the  bath 
with  your  clothes  on,  and  afterwards 
walk  about  in  the  sun  until  they  dried 
on  your  back.  Try  it,  bv  all  means, 
if  you  are  too  warm.  The  spring  is 
called  the  **  Sisters'  Fountain,*^  from  a 
tradition  of  three  spinsters,  who  sought 
refuge  there  from  an  Austrian  baiSff. 
A  capital  place  it  is  to  this  day  for  an 
asylum  from  bailiffs  ;  the  sharpest 
catchpole  in  London  would  scarcely 
recognize  his  man  in  the  morning 
toilette  of  the  Righi  Culm. 

As  I  have  g^ven  you  a  skeleton  of 
a  quiet  tour,  you  would,  perhaps,  like 
to  have  one  of  the  opposite  character ; 
you  shall  have  Doctor  Swift's  and 
Mr.  Trotter's.  They  started  from 
London^  on  July  26th,  and  on  the 
1st  of  Augosty  dined  at  the  Bergues, 
at  Geneva. 


August  2d.  Chamouni,  and  a  peep  mt 
Mont  Blanc.  A  hasty  toilette,  hurried 
breakfast,  and  abrupt  dinner. 

3d.  Martigny ;  delayed  two  hours  ; 
very  impatient. 

4th.  Chillon,  Vevay,  Lausanne, 
posting  at  full  gallop. 

5th.  Lausanne  to  Freyburgj  all 
night,  by  diligence. 

6tb.  'Thun  $  posting— double  trin- 
keld  to  the  postilions  ;  neck  or  nothing. 

7th.  Interlacken,  by  steam ;  late  for 
table-d'-hote  ;  sandwiches ;  steam 
again  to  Brienz.  Mr.  Trotter  pro- 
posed to  see  Grindelwald,  but  Doctor 
Swift  said  Grindelwald  wasahumbi]^, 
and  Mr.  Trotter  did  not  care  much 
about  it. 

9th.  Lucerne  ;  across  the  Brunig, 
from  Brienz.  Would  have  seen  the 
Lake  of  Sarnen,  but  it  was,  unfor- 
tunately, too  dark. 

1 0th.  Voyage  across  the  lake  to 
Fluellen ;  back  to  Wegges ;  up  the 
Righi,  at  midnight,  would  have  seen 
the  sun  rise,  only  for  clouds;  down 
again,  running  the  whole  way,  as  if 
for  a  wager. 

llth.  Lucerne,  again;  compelled  to 
dine  and  sleep  there;  Mr.  Trotter 
annoyed;  Doctor  Swift  beside  him- 
self. 

12th.  Berne ;  posting — horses  ven" 
tre-h'terre.  Saw  the  bears ;  dined ; 
engaged  a  return  voiture  to  Lau- 
sanne. 

14th.  Lausanne  and  Geneva ;  back 
to  London  on  the  19th  of  August ; 
Switzerland  done  perfectly.  Mr.  Trot- 
ter published  his  remarks  on  the  man- 
ners and  customs  of  the  Swiss,  and 
Doctor  Swift  intends  to  favour  the 
world  with  **  Observations  on  the 
Glaciers." 
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In  the  article  upon  the  Boyne,  which 
appeared  in  our  June  Number,  we  con- 
ducted our  readers  from  Clonard  as  far 
as  Bectiye,  where  we  would  now  re- 
sume the  strain  of  our  discourse. 
When  we  last  wandered  together  by 
the  banks  of  the  Boyne,  the  sun  was 
high  in  heaven,  the  warm  air  of  sum- 
mer around  us,  the  trees  still  green 
with  the  foliage  of  spring,  and  musical 
with  the  notes  of  birds ;  the  kine  stood 
in  the  ford,  splashing  in  the  stream 
which  quietly  rippled  by  them;  the 
cuckoo  revelled  in  the  grove,  and  the 
rail  craiked  in  the  meadow ;  the  per- 
fume of  the  thorn  still  lingered  about  the 
hedgerows,  and  the  dragon-fly  flitted 
to  and  fro  among  the  flaggers  by  the 
water's  edge.  The  scene  is  changed  over 
all  the  land — the  com  has  been  gathered 
in,  and  now  stands  in  well-built  stacks 
round  the  snug  homestead :  the  stream 
has  filled  up  its  brinks,  and  spread 
partly  into  the  adjoining  meadows, 
while  its  surface  is  ruffled  by  the  fitful 
gusts  of  the  October  blast,  or  thrown 
into  bubbles  by  the  heavy  patter  of  the 
passing  shower  of  this  autumnal  April. 
The  various  shades  of  green  which 
decked  the  forest  and  plantation,  have 
given  place  to  the  glowing  orange,  or  the 
more  sombre  russet  tints  of  umber  and 
sienna ;  and  the  haws  have  crimsoned 
the  hedges  ;  the  leaves  are  falling  fast, 
and  rustling  into  nooks  and  crannies  for 
shelter ;  occasional  gleams  of  bright  sun- 
shine give,  at  times,  a  glow  of  warmth 
to  the  landscape,  but  they  nevertheless 
forbode  the  shower,  or  nerald  in  the 
rainbow.  A  few  of  the  early  trees 
have  become  completely  stript  of  their 
foliage,  and  form  graceful  studies  for 
the  student  of  nature,  who,  if  he  would 
excel  in  painting  trees  with  their  foliage 
on,  should  study  the  anatomy  of  the  leaf- 
less branches  with  as  much  care  as  the 
figure-painter  devotes  to  the  dry  bones 
of  the  skeleton.  The  lapwing  wheels 
and  peeweets  over  the  dreary  moor,  and 
clouds  of  fieldfares  and  starlings  appear 
in  the  distance,  as  if  gathering  for  the 
winter's  campaign.  Such  is  the  scene 
as  it  is  now  presented  to  us ;  we  would 
rather,  however,  describe  it  from  our 
summer  recollections,  when  piles  of 


the  richest  foliage  were  shadowed  in 
the  deep  pools  of  the  placid  waters, 
and  when  the  lark  carolled  high  above 
us :  or  the  long  calm  twilight  of  mid- 
summer, with  all  its  poetic  associations, 
induced  us  to  linger  amidst  those  lovely 
scenes  of  beauty,  isary  legend,  and 
historic  interest. 

From  the  bridge  of  Bective,  or 
Begty,  situate  midway  between  Trim 
and  Navan,  we  obtain  a  pleasing  view 
of  the  adjoining  abbey,  from  which  it 
is  distant  scarcely  a  quarter  of  a  mile, 
upon  the  left  bank  of  the  river.  From 
this  point  the  ruins  present  an  imposing 
and  picturesque  appearance  of  a  noble 
castellated  mansion,  rearing  high  its  tur- 
rets, gables,  and  chimneys,  and  shew- 
ing that  its  architect  had  both  comfort 
and  security  in  view.  The  tints  which 
usually  play  upon  the  walls  of  Bective, 
are  of  a  richer  and  more  varying  hue 
than  we  have  ever  seen  before.  The 
square  grey  towers,  rendered  in  some 
parts  perfectly  golden  by  the  most  bril- 
liant  orange  and  yellow  lichens,  and 
in  parts  festooned  with  the  dark-green 
drapery  of  the  Irish  ivy  rising  out  of 
the  light  feathery  foliage  of  a  plantation 
of  young  larch,  and  standing  in  the 
midst  of  a  field  of  corn,  which  stretches 
between  the  ruins  and  the  blue  waters 
of  the  Boyne,  forms,  upon  a  summer*8 
evening,  one  of  the  most  lovely  objects 
in  nature.  The  ruins  are  among  the 
most  perfect  in  Meath,  and  enough  still 
remains  to  enable  the  tourist  to  decide, 
with  a  tolerable  degree  of  certainty, 
upon  the  original  use  of  each  compart- 
ment, and  every  room  and  cell  in  the 
building ;  and  as  the  present  proprie- 
tor has  enclosed  them  with  a  wall,  they 
are  less  desecrated  than  most  of  the 
ecclesiastical  remains  in  Ireland.  It 
is  a  fact,  strange,  but  true,  that  the 
peasants,  who  will  not,  for  love  or 
money,  touch  a  stone,  or  remove  a 
mound  believed  to  be  of  pagan  origin, 
will  wantonly  pollute,  or,  for  ordinary 
building  purposes,  dilapidate  the  no- 
blest monastic  structure,  or  the  most 
sacred  Christian  edifice !  Around  the 
ruins  of  Bective  Abbey,  a  young  plan- 
tation is  yearly  obscuring  its  fair  pro- 
portions.     The  dark  wid^si^r^e^dl"^ 
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yew,  the  gnarled  oak,  the  stunted  elder, 
or  the  blasted  ash,  form  fit  companions 
for  the  crumbling  wall  and  falling  arch ; 
but  those  young  trees  are  anything  but 
suited  to  the  locality,  and  will,  in  a 
short  time,  completely  hide  the  lower 
portions  of  this  noble  pile.  Whether  do- 
mestic comforts,  more  than  piety  and 
self-mortification,  influenced  the  found- 
ers and  early  tenants  of  this  monastery, 
or  that  the  condition  of  the  country  at 
the  time  required  a  castellated  man- 
sion for  defence,  rather  than  an  edifice 
erected  for  the  service  of  religion,  it 
is  difficult  to  say,  but  certain  it  is, 
that  while  we  are  able,  satisfactorily 
to  trace  the  various  halls,  corridors, 
kitchens,  galleries,  courts,  dormito- 
ries, and  cloisters,  it  is  with  great 
difiiculty  tve  can  decide  tipon  the  situa- 
tion of  the  church.  Two  tall,  lancet- 
shaped  arches  outside  the  enclosure, 
and  the  remains  of  a  handsome  win- 
dow, which  splays  outward  from  the 
great  court  of  the  building,  would 
lead  us  to  conjecture,  that  it  must 
have  been  situate  adjoining  the  north- 
ern point.  Others  have,  however, 
supposed  that  it  stood  over  the  gallery 
which  formed  the  southern  endosure 
of  the  court-yard. 

This  abbey,  called  in  Irish  Lieltrede, 
or  old  bridge,  was  founded  from  Melli- 
fbnt,  in  the  middle  of  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury, by  Murchadh  0'Melaghlin,kingof 
Meath,  fbr  monks  of  the  great  Cister- 
cian order,  under  the  title  of  the  Abbey 
de  Beatitudine,  and  dedicated  to  the 
Virgin.  The  endowment  was  re- 
markably rich,  the  demesne  con- 
sisting of  two  hundred  and  fof ty-five 
acres,  besides  a  mill  and  fishing  weir 
on  the  Boyne.  The  Lord  Abbot  of 
Bective  sat  as  a  spiritual  peer  in  Par- 
liament, one  of  the  fifteen  abbots  en- 
titled to  that  dignity  iti  Ireland. 

There  is  a  remarkable  historic  inci- 
dent attached  to  this  ancient  house. 
After  the  murder  of  Hugh  de  Lacy 
at  Durrow,  in  1186,  an  account  of 
which  we  gave  iti  one  of  our  former 


articles,  the  body  was  not  recovered 
for  several  years,  till  1195,  when  "the 
Archbishop  of  Cashel,  L^ate  of  Ire- 
land, and  John  Archbishop  of  Dublin 
brought  from  the  Irish  country  the 
body  of  Hugh  Lacy  (who  had  con- 
quered Meath),  and  buried  it  in  the 
Abbey  Beatitudinis,  that  is,  of  Bec- 
tive 5  his  head  they  buried  in  the 
church  of  St.  Thomas,  DubHn.*^ 
(Grace's  Annals  of  Ireland.)  Now, 
as  this  latter  establishmetit  had  been 
founded  bv  one  of  the  Atiglo- Norman 
barons,  William  Fitz-Andelm,  a  com- 
panion of  the  great  Palatine,  br 
whom  also  it  was  largely  endowed, 
the  brotherhood  of  St.  Thomas  claimed 
the  rest  of  tho  remains  from  the  monks 
at  Bective.  A  fierce  controversy  en- 
sued amongst  the  rival  churchmen  on 
this  sulnect,  as  to  which  abbey  should 
possess  both  the  relics  ;  and,  as  in  all 
Irish  ecclesiastical  disputes,  then,  fts 
now,  the  pope  was  appealed  to  for  his 
decision.  Innocent  IIL  appointed 
the  celebrated  Simoti  Rochfbrt,  then 
bishop  of  Meath,  and  his  archdeacoti, 
together  with  Gilebert,  the  prior  of 
Duleek,  to  arbitrate  between  tne  belli- 
gerents, and  they  awarded  the  corpse 
to  the  monks  of  St.  Thomas,  to  which 
place  it  was  accordingly  removed. 
Such  was  the  estimation  in  which 
the  remwns  of  a  viceroy  were  held  in 
Ireland  in  the  twelfth  centtiry  I  An 
arcade  of  pointed  cinquefoil  arches, 
supported  bv  light  clustered  pillars, 
decorated  with  elegantly  carved  capi- 
tals, separates  the  cloister  from  the 
courtvard  or  quadrangle,  on  the  south- 
ern side ;  and,  beneath  one  of  the^, 
tradition  hints  that  the  great  Lord 
Palatine  was  buried.  The  carving  of 
this  colonnade  is,  from  the  hsffdhess 
of  the  stone  and  the  sharpness  of 
the  cutting,  in  fine  preservation,  and 
well  worthy  the  attention  of  the  archito- 
logical  and  antiquai^ian  student.  On 
the  extreme  western  pitast^,  we  ^d 
a  figure  cut  in  relief,  of  to  Abbot,  and 
above  it,  a  shield,  enclosing  three  fietir- 


•  Now  Thomas  Court.  A  portion  of  this  abbey  was  remaining  within  the  memory 
of  man.  In  the  incident  related  above,  we  have  quoted  the  circumstaticee  as  they 
are  set  forth  in  records  acknowledged  to  he  authentic ;  but,  at  the  same  tbCbe,  we 
are  inclined  to  question  the  chronology  of  the  documents  relied  on  bj  Irish  histo- 
rians— for  if  the  body  and  head  of  De  Lacy  were  thrown  into  the  ditch,  and  en- 
deavoured to  be  concealed  by  the  Irish,  it  is  not  likely  that  they  could  have  beeo 
identified  nine  years  after ;  and  the  very  fact  of  the  head  having  been  removed  to 
Dublin,  while  the  body  was  carried  elsewhere,  induces  us  to  believe  that  the  inter- 
ment of  both  took  place  immediately  after  the  murder.  It  is  possible,  however, 
that  the  body  may  have  been  originally  interred  at  the  cemetery  ut  Dtfff  owt 
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de-]i0>  probably  tbe  arms  of  the  pre- 
late interred  beneatby  for  we  know 
that  beneath  these  arcades  the  eccle- 
siastics of  olden  time  were  wont  to 
place  their  most  venerated  dead.  The 
great  tower  at  the  entrance  abore 
the  porch  is  still  rery  perfect^  and  by 
its  loop-holes  and  batilementa  hints 
that  the  inmates  were^  occasionally  at 
least,  entitled  to  be  considered  a  part  of 
the  chnrch  militant.  It  has  been  said, 
that  a  portion  of  this  abbey  was  erect- 
ed prior  to  the  date  of  the  English 
invasion!  and  that  Grecian  architects 
were  employed  in  its  construction, 
but  upon  what  aathority  we  have  not 
been  able  to  discover.  The  annals  of 
Bective  present  us  with  nearly  the 
same  amount  of  history  as  those  pre- 
served of  similar  establishments  of 
the  same  era  along  the  Boyne;  and 
their  detail,  though  highly  valuable  in 
eking  out  the  general  history  of  the 
country,  would  be  uninteresting  to^the 
general  reader — charters,  grants'  of 
lands,  endowments,  and  forfeitures,-* 
buUs  of  popes,  and  letters  of  kings, 
excommunications  and  interdictions — 
pillagings,  disputes  with  neighbouring 
powers,  rival  ecclesiastical  establish- 
ments, exacting  chieftains,  or  rude  mi- 
litary commanders — observing  of  fes- 
tivals, solemn  interments,  the  preser- 
vation of  relics,  and  the  accession  and 
deaths  of  superiors,  forming  the  great 
bulk  of  such  material. 

There  is  a  small  hamlet  near  the 
bridge,  to  which  the  name  of  Bective 
is  given ;  and  the  family  of  Taylor 
derive  the  title  of  Earl  from  this 
locality. 

From  Bective  to  Navan,  the  Boyne 
sweeps  gracefully  through  a  highly- 
cultivated  country  ;  and  its  banks  are 
adorned,  throughout  the  entire  length 
of  this  portion  of  its  course,  by  the 
grounds  and  plantations  of  noble 
parks  and  demesnes,  as  those  of  Bal- 
soon,  Bective,  Bellinter,  Dowdstown, 
and  Ardsallagh.  The  banks  are  not 
high  or  abrupt,  but  form  pleasing 
slopes  and  gentle  undulations  of  sur- 
face— here  stretching  out  into  broad 
lawns,  and  there  fringed  with  aged* 
trees,  which,  with  the  handsome  man- 
sions of  the  neighbouring  proprietors, 
give  ih^  whole  very  much  the  appear- 
ance of  the  inland  scenery  of  England. 
It  18  not  the  peculiar  features  of  any 
one  of  these  seats  that  engender  this 
idea,  it  is  the  general  continuity  of 
Btyle^  and  the  effect  which  the  demesne 


on  one  side  lends  to  that  on  the  other, 
and  that  together  combine  to  shut  out 
the  surrounding  country,  that  pro- 
duces this  beauty,  and  that  keeps  the 
stream  still  flowing  onward  for  several 
miles  of  its  course  through  this  charm- 
ing valley. 

Near  the  Navan  road,  upon  the 
northern  bank  of  the  river,  not  far 
from  the  abbey,  we  And  one  of  those 
early  military  raths,  so  common 
throughout  Meath  ;  and  about  three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  below  Bective 
bridge,  on  the  same  side,  upon  a  small 
tongue  of  land,  which  runs  out  be- 
tween a  streamlet  and  the  river,  some 
most  interesting,  and  hitherto  almost 
unnoticed  remains,  both  Pagan  and 
Christian,  claim  our  attention.  These 
consist  of  the  old  church  and  bridge 
of  Clady,  and  some  subterranean 
structures  lately  discovered  in  the  im- 
mediate vicinity.  The  church,  which 
is  now  a  complete  ruin,  was  originally 
a  parallelogram,  with  a  projection  at 
the  south-eastern  side,  and  a  bell-tur- 
ret upon  the  western  gable ;  and  al- 
though we  are  able  to  trace  the  out- 
line of  the  structure  throughout,  the 
only  portion  of  much  interest  spared 
by  the  hand  of  time  is  a  very  beautiful 
window,  in  the  south  chapel,  the 
stone  frame-work  of  which  is  still  very 
perfect.  It  consists  of  two  cinque- 
foiled  arches,  in  the  "  early  English" 
style,  separated  by  a  light  shaft.  The 
carvings  on  the  round  capitals  are  rich 
and  tasteful.  An  aged  elderbush  over- 
shadowing, and  partly  protruding 
through  these  lights,  serves  to  heighten 
the  effect  of  the  picture ;  while  a  pa- 
triarchal ash,  of  gigantic  dimensions, 
spreads  its  rugged  arms  over  the  ad- 
joining graveyard.  That  many  such 
windows  as  that  we  have  described 
must  have  existed  in  this  church  ori- 
ginally, may  be  learned  from  the  quan- 
tity of  fragments,  exhibiting  the  same 
form  of  mouldings  and  carving,  which 
are  scattered  around,  or  partly  sunk 
in  the  ground,  as  head-stones.  An 
ancient  lavatory  or  piscina  is  still  re- 
maining in  the  enclosure,  on  the  nor- 
thern side.  Mr.  Bolton,  in  whose 
demesne  the  church  stands,  has  lately, 
with  laudable  zeal,  removed  the  font 
to  his  garden,  to  preserve  it  from 
further  demolition,  and  being  literally 
ground  away ;  for  it  had  been  used  by 
the  adjoining  peasantry  for  years  as  a 
rub  or  whet-stone,  as  all  loiterers  in 
ancient  churchyards  xnt»t  be  lume^has 
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been  the  fate  of  many  a  similar  sacred 
utensil.  It  is  perfectly  plain — octagon 
in  shape^  and  measures  two  feet  five 
inches  in  diameter.  It  is  evidently  of 
great  antiquity;  and  the  size  of  its 
basin  rather  favours  the  idea  which 
we  stated  in  one  of  our  former  ar- 
ticles, when  alluding  to  the  font  at 
Tallagh,  that  immersion  was,  in  all 
probability,  the  form  of  baptism  em- 
ployed by  the  early  Irish  Christians. 
Now  that  Mr.  Bolton  has  enclosed 
his  domain,  and  that  the  same  means 
of  access  for  mere  knife-grinding  pur- 
poses have  ceased  to  exist,  we  confess 
we  should  like  to  see  this  relic  restored 
to  its  ancient  and  original  site. 

The  adjoining  stream  is  crossed  by 
an  ancient  stone  foot-bridge,  about 
thirty  yards  in  length,  and  supported 
by  two  arches,  of  different  shapes.  It 
is  about  five  feet  in  breadth,  and  does 
not  appear  to  have  ever  had  a  pa- 
rapet. It  is  one  of  the  very  few  foot- 
bridges which  we  have  ever  seen  or 
heard  of  in  this  country ;  and  if  it  is 
coeval  with  the  church  to  which  it 
leads,  which  in  all  probability  it  is, 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  this  is  the 
most  ancient  stone  bridge  in  Ireland. 

In  an  adjoining  plantation,  and  not 
above  a  stone's  throw  from  the  church, 
were  lately  discovered  two  subterra- 
nean chambers.  Each  of  these  crypts 
is  formed  entirely  of  unhewn  stones, 
arranged  in  the  form  of  a  beehive 
dome,  but  without  mortar  or  cement, 
the  arch  being  formed  by  each  tier  of 
stones  projecting  somewhat  within  that 
beneath,  and  the  summit  completed  by 
a  large  fiag,  the  whole  structure  being 
preserved  by  the  pressure  and  weight 
of  the  surrounding  earth:  for  these 
chambers  are  quite  below  the  surface ; 
and  it  was  owing  to  the  accidental  cir- 
cumstance of  a  cow  having  pressed  in 
one  of  the  top  stones,  that  a  know- 
ledge of  their  existence  was  obtained. 
From  the  floor  to  the  summit  measures 
upwards  of  nine  feet ;  but  from  the 
drifting  of  some  fine  sand  into  the  in- 
terior of  these  chambers  and  passages, 
their  apparent  altitude  at  present  is 
much  less.  This  is  nine  feet  broad,  and 
the  walls  are  not  indented  by  either 
niches  or  minor  crypts.  A  small  quad- 
rangular passage,  nine  feet  in  length, 
two  and  a-half  high,  and  three  broad, 
and  roofed  with  large  flagstones,  runs 
in  a  northerly  direction,  to  another 
chamber,  exactly  similar  in  every  re- 
spect, but  without  any  other  passage 


leading  from  it.  From  the  first  cham- 
ber, a  second  passage,  leading  in  a  wes- 
terly direction,  passes  ofl>  to  a  distance 
of  about  fifteen  feet,  where  its  dimen- 
sions increase  considerably  ;  but  from 
the  roof  having  fallen  in,  it  is  not  possi- 
ble at  present  to  investigate  it  much  fur- 
ther. We  understand  that  these  cham- 
bers were  found  in  this  condition  when 
first  opened,  a  few  years  ago,  and  did 
not  contain  either  weapons,  ornaments, 
or  any  animal  remains,  which  could  in 
any  way  assist  us  in  pronouncing  upon 
their  probable  use.  Still  the  antiquary 
will  speculate  upon  the  purposes  for 
which  such  structures  were  erected, 
their  ages,  and  the  people  by  whom 
they  were  built.  They  differ  from  the 
sepulchral  caves,  in  that  the  dome 
springs  directly  from  the  floor,  and 
not  from  a  course  of  upright  pillars, 
such  as  we  find  at  New  Grange,  Dowth, 
and  elsewhere ;  and  in  not  possessing 
niches,  or  minor  chambers — which  some 
of  the  smallest  of  these  latter,  as  that 
at  Netterville  Park  (to  which  we  shall 
presently  allude)  possess.  The  stones 
are  also  much  smaller,  and  totally  de- 
void of  carvings;  and  the  passages 
from  one  to  the  other,  as  well  as  these 
chambers  being  sunk  in  the  earth,  and 
not  surrounded  by  a  mound  of  clay  or 
stones,  serve  to  distinguish  them  from 
those  of  the  sepulchral  class.  There 
can  be  little  doubt  that  they  are  to  be 
referred  to  pagan  times,  before  the 
use  of  the  arch,  or  the  advantages  of 
mortar  were  known,  and  were,  proba- 
bly, employed  as  habitations  and  gra- 
naries— for  which  their  dryness  well 
fitted  them — by  some  of  the  very  early 
people  of  this  island.  The  two  cham- 
bers, and  the  passages  just  described, 
are,  in  all  probability,  but  portions  of 
a  large  collection  of  other  souterrains 
adjoining ;  and  some  elevations  of  the 
ground  in  the  neighbouring  planta- 
tion, which  have  a  remarkably  hollow 
sound,  lends  probability  to  this  conjee- 
ture.  It  is  not  unlikely  to  have  been 
a  troglodyte  village,  used  as  a  granary 
as  well  as  a  hiding-place,  by  some  of 
our  Firbolg  or  Tuatha  Dedanann  abo- 
.rigines.  The  place  is  well  worthy  of 
further  investigation,  in  those  days  of 
scientific  antiquarian  research  ;  and  we 
are  sure  the  proprietor  would  willingly 
aid  such  an  undertaking. 

Below  Clady,  we  meet  with  some 
high  precipitous  banks,  upon  the 
northern  side,  near  Bective  House; 
and  upon  the  opposite  hill,  two  sites. 
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of  considerable  interest^  claim  our  at- 
tention— Balsoon,  and  Asigh.  The 
former  was  once  the  residence  of  Arch- 
bishop Ussher,  and  is  still  worthy  of  a 
visit,  from  its  ruined  church,  and  an- 
cient graveyard.  The  latter  consists 
of  the  ruins  of  a  castle,  originally  con- 
structed upon  the  type  of  those  at 
Scurlogstown  and  Trubly — a  square 
keep,  with  circular  flanking  towers  at 
the  eastern  and  western  angles.  Like 
other  castles  of  the  pale,  its  summit 
commands  the  most  extended  view,  in- 
cluding a  long  reach  of  the  river  in 
the  upper  and  lower  portions  of  its 
course.  On  the  slope  leading  down  to 
the  river,  we  meet  with  a  small  group 
of  ecclesiastical  ruins — portions  of  the 
walls  of  one  of  the  early  missionary 
churches:  the  middle  wall,  with  a 
square  doorway,  occupying  the  place 
of  a  choir  arch  ;  some  broken  frag- 
ments of  stone  mouldings,  and  a  sur- 
rounding graveyard.  Several  noble 
ash-trees,  which  seem  the  peculiar 
growth  of  the  valley  of  the  Boyne, 
shelter  this  ruined  chapel ;  and  the 
luxuriant  crop  of  white  lichens,  which 
have  crept  oter  the  walls  and  tomb- 
stones, stamp  the  great  antiquity  of 
the  place. 

As  the  Boyne  passes  through  the 
noble  domain  of  Bellinter,  it  is  again 
broken  into  islands,  a  group  of  which, 
nearly  opposite  Mr.  Preston's  house, 
are  planted  with  considerable  taste. 
This  residence,  which  was  once  the 
seat  of  the  lords  of  Tara,  was  designed 
by  Mr.  Castells,  and  is  one  of  the  finest 
^ecimens  of  domestic  architecture  in 
this  part  of  Meath.  It  consists  of  a 
large  square  central  building,  with  a 
projecting  wing  on  each  side,  connect- 
ed to  it  by  a  colonnade.  The  southern 
road,  to  Navan,  presents  the  traveller 
vrith  a  fine  view  of  this  mansion,  and 
the  intervening  park. 

In  our  passage  down  the  Boyne,  we 
have  heretofore  confined  our  obser- 
vations and  researches  to  the  scenery 
in  its  immediate  vicinity,  and  the  ob- 
jects which  present  themselves  within 
view  of  its  banks ;  for  were  we  to  ex- 
tend the  field  of  our  inquiry  beyond 
this  limit,  we  greatly  fear  the  readers 
of  a  magazine  might  exclaim,  that  we 
were  writing  a  guide-book  to  the  va- 
rious counties  through  which  this 
river  flows  ;  or  imposing  upon  them 
an  antiquarian  history  of  Ireland. 
And  yet,  as  we  stated  at  the  beginning 
of  these  articles,  such  might  be  writ- 


ten from  the  remains  presenting  in 
these  localities;  thus  were  we  inclined 
to  draw  upon  the  sources  of  early 
Irish  history,  from  documents  of  un- 
doubted authenticity,  referring  to  the 
pagan  and  early  christian  times  ;  and 
to  point  with  certainty  to  the  evidences 
which  existing  remains  afford  of  the 
truth  of  the  topography  at  least,  set 
forth  in  those  early  records,  the 
bardic  histories,  which  were  written  in 
the  few  first  centuries  of  the  christian 
era,  we  might  lead  our  readers  from 
Bellinter  Bridge  up  a  gradual  ascent, 
which  rises  on  the  right  bank  of  the 
river,  about  two  miles  beyond  this 
spot,  and,  standing  on  a  commanding 
eminence,  point  to  the  grassy  mounds 
of  Tara,  as  a  proof  of  our  position. 
We  might,  aroused  by  the  enthusiasm 
which  the  very  name  inspires,  de- 
scribe the  royal  residences  which  once 
crowned  this  sacred  spot ;  ay,  and  we 
might  still  point  out  the  foundations 
of  these  very  structures.  We  might 
recount  the  monarchs,  Belgic,  Scotic, 
and  Milesian,  from  the  days  of  Slaigne 
and  Dagda  through  the  royal  line  of 
Temur  to  the  subversion  of  paganism, 
and  the  introduction  of  Christianity  in 
Ireland.  We  might  describe  the  great 
assemblies  of  the  chieftains ;  and  while 
we  hold  not  with  superstitious  reve- 
rence by  all  the  bardic  tales  and  poetic 
legends  handed  down  to  us  for  some 
fifteen  centuries,  except  so  far  as  they 
accord  with  common  sense,  or  are 
borne  out  by  collateral  evidence,  we 
could  point  with  pride  to  the  just 
and  wise  laws  which  eminated  from 
the  house  of  OUamh  Fodlah ;  we  could 
tell  of  the  warrior  of  the  hundred  bat- 
tles ;  the  druid  famed  for  sorcery ; 
the  brehon  wise  in  judgments ;  the 
bard  who  chronicled  in  wild  and 
imaginative  song,  the  half  fabulous 
events  of  a  semi-barbarous  age;  the 
kings  renowned  in  story ;  the  Cormacs 
and  Nialls,  and  Dathis ;  but  now 


'  No  more  to  chlefi  and  ladles  bright 
The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone  that  breaka  at  night 
Ita  tale  of  ruin  tella." 


We  might,  by  merely  paraphrasing 
the  translations  of  authentic  Irish  his- 
tory, occupy  pages  of  our  memoir  in 
recounting  the  deeds  of  Patrick,  when 
he  converted  the  monarch  and  the 
whole  court  at  Tara.  We  might,  even 
now,  preach  with  his  sermons,  and  en- 
liven   modern  Christianity   with  his 
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hymns.  Or  again>  we  might  trace 
the  various  raths ;  the  mound  of  the 
hostages ;  the  rath  of  the  senates  and 
the  rath-narriogh ;  or  descant  upon  the 
various  wells  and  pillars-stones  which 
consecrate  this  spot.  The  Lia-fail,  or 
stone  of  destiny,  supposed  to  have  been 
removed  to  Scone,  and  from  Scone  to 
Westminister,  but  which  is  still  un- 
doubtedly at  Tara,  would  in  itself 
form  a  text  for  an  entire  chapter  upon 
the  civil  history  of  this  kingdom ; 
while  the  remains  of  the  oe*oss  of  St. 
Adamnan,  is  a  fittiug  proem  for  an 
hour's  dissertation  on  our  early  eccle- 
siastical writings,  and  the  colonies 
which  sprung  from  this  Isle  of  Saints, 
even  to  the  far-famed  lona.  Or,  to 
come  down  to  later  years,  the  graves 
of  the  croppies,  the  lyrics  of  Tom 
Moore,  and  the  monster  meetings, 
would  lead  us  far  beyond  the  entire 
limits  of  a  magazine. 

For  all  that  is  known,  or  can,  in  all 
probability  be  known  of  the  antiquarian 
lore  and  historic  records  connected 
with  Tara,  we  must  refer  our  readers 
to  Dr.  Petrie*s  essay  upon  the  history 
and  antiquities  of  that  ancient  seat  of 
learning,  wealth,  and  power.  This 
essay,  which  has  been  published  in 
vol.  xviii.  of  the  Transactions  of  the 
Royal  Irish  Academy — while  it  stamped 
its  author  as  a  most  profound  scholar, 
acute  observer,  and  a  most  honest  and 
laborious  searcher  after  truth,  with  a 
mind  unbiassed  by  theory,  uninflu- 
enced by  the  dogma  of  the  school,  or 
the  authority  of  names, — has  been 
of  immense  value  to  Irish  history,  not 
only  for  the  sources  of  learning  which 
it  discloses,  but  for  the  lesson  it  teaches 
to  all  future  gleaners  in  this  field  of 
patient  investigation  and  critical  re- 
search. If  Dr.  Petrie  had  never  written 
another  line,  nor  established  another 
truth*  this  essay  upon  Tara  would 
have  established  his  fame,  and  formed 
the  model  on  which  the  history  of 
Ireland  may  hereafter  to  be  framed. 

Strangers  and  foreigners  speaking 
the  English  language,  and  Irishmen 
also,  visit  the  site  of  this  regal  city ; 
and  some  carry  with  them  the  quarto 
volume  of  the  Academv's  transactions, 
as  they  would  Murray  s  *«  Hand-book 
to  the  Rhine,*'  and  expect  that  it  will 
point  out  the  remains  of  the  ancient 
halls  and  courts,  so  poetically  described 
in  some  of  the  English  histories  of 
Ireland.  In  the  one,  however,  they  find 
nothing  but  a  collection  of  earthen 


mounds  and  grassy  undolatiottSy  a 
few  time-worn  stones,  and  an  old 
church-yard,  crowning  the  top  of  ra- 
ther an  unpictnresque  hill ;  and  in  the 
text  of  the  other,  a  mass  of,  to  them, 
dry,  unintelligible  documentary  evi- 
dence, partly  written  in  a  language  the 
very  characters  of  which  they  are  mi- 
acqnainted  with,  and  interspersed  with 
quaint  old  poems,  containing  names  of 
men  and  thmgs  quite  onpronoanoeable 
by  their  vocal  organs.  Such  casual 
visitors  spend  an  hour  at  Tara,  and 
read  the  eommentary  upon  it,  and  ac- 
knowledge that  they  are  none  the  wiser: 
and  this  we  can  fiiUy  conceive.  To 
understand  the  one,  and  efieotuaUy  to 
observe  the  other,  requires  a  certain 
quantity  of  schooling  in  the  investiga- 
tion of  the  sources  of  history,  and  an 
eye  practised  to  the  forms  of  ancient 
remains;  and  there  ore  hundreds  whose 
valor  or  patriotism  would  not  be  aroused 
on  the  field  of  Marathon,  nor  their  piety 
awakened  amidst  the  ruins  of  lona. 

Were  we  to  allow  ourselves  the  Uu 
titude  we  should  desire,  or,  perhaps, 
the  subject  deserves,  we  would  carry 
our  readers  to  the  opposite  hill  of 
Skreen,  and  while  we  pointed  out,  firom 
that  elevated  situation,  the  extensive 
prospect  of  the  broad  lands  and  fiur 
mansions,  the  castles,  churches,  and 
monasteries^  so  full  of  interest  in  them- 
selves, and  such  embellishments  to 
the  extended  landscape  within  view, 
with  the  <'  Boyne  of  Science"  gliding 
smoothly  by  them,  we  could  also  tell 
of  the  wonders  of  the  locality  whereon 
we  stood,  and  call  to  our  readers*  re- 
collection the  legends  about  the  shrine 
of  Columba,  and  the  hbtory  of  the 
battles  fought  here  by  the  Ostmen  of 
old,  and  refer  to  its  occupation,  in 
more  modern  times,  by  the  Feypos, 
and  Cusacks,  and  Verdons.  It  is  with 
reluctance  that  we  return  again  to  the 
Boyne ;  for  at  Dunshaughlin,  a  few 
miles  from  here,  we  oould  have  intro- 
duced our  readers  to  some  subjects 
connected  with  the  domestic  life  and 
usages  of  the  Irish  people,  prior  to  the 
tenth  century, — and  have  entered,  at 
some  length,  and  from  most  valuable 
authentic  materials  within  our  reach, 
into  details  concerning  the  races  of 
cattle  and  animals  of  the  chace,  as 
well  as  those  used  for  domestic  pur- 
poses—from a  vast  collection  of  wea- 
pons, domestic  implements,  and  culi- 
nary utensils»  and  even  objects  employ- 
ed in  the  toilet*  as  well  as  an  eaormoai 
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heap  of  animal  remains^  which  were  dis- 
ooTered  in  that  localltv  not  very  long 
ago.  But  these  we  also  fear  to  touch  on; 
and  yet  while  we  cannot  at  present  do 
more  than  direct  the  attention  of  our 
friends  to  these  interesting  localities^ 
and  to  the  subjects  which  thej  illus- 
trate>  we  promise  at  a  future^  and 
more  prosperous  davy  should  all  be 
well,  and  health  and  time  preserved 
to  us,  to  conduct  the  pilgrims  of  the 
Bojne  by  each  and  all  of  these  beau- 
teous or  interesting  localities.* 

The  demesnes  of  Dowdstown  and 
Ardsallagh  occupy  the  Boyne's  bank 
below  Beliinter  Bridge.  At  the  lat- 
ter, the  Duke  of  Bedford  is  at 
present  erecting  a  handsome  Eliza- 
bethan mansion,  where  report  whis- 
pers that  he  will  spend  some  por- 
tion of  the  year.  St.  Finian  founded 
near  this  the  monastery  of  Escair- 
brauain ;  but  at  present  even  the  site 
of  that  ancient  edifice  is  unknown. 
The  Boyne  now  turns  nearly  north- 
wards towards  Navan.  Upon  its  left 
bank,  about  half  a  mile  from  the 
river,  and  not  far  from  the  road  lead- 
ing from  Beliinter  to  Navan,  the 
old  church  of  Kennastown  claims  a 
passing  notice,  from  its  picturesque 
situation,  and  its  affording  several 
specimens  of  early  Irish  ecclesiastical 
architecture.  The  circular  choir- 
arch  springing  from  highly-deco- 
rated imposts,  in  the  early  English 
style,  the  nave  and  east  window,  with 
the  piscina,  afford  a  good  opportunity 
for  studying  one  of  our  churches  of 
the  thirteenth  century ;  and,  in  the 
surrounding  graveyard,  portions  of 
a  cross  and  a  rude  font,  now  used  as 
head-stones,  give  additional  interest  to 
the  investigation  of  the  tourist ;  while 


some  noble  ash-trees,  the  usual  guar- 
dians of  our  graveyards  and  ruined 
churches,  greatly  assist  to  heighten 
the  picture  of  Kennastown.  At  Kil- 
cam  the  Dublin  road  is  carried  over 
the  Boyne,  by  a  well-built  bridge,  and 
continues  upon  the  western  bank,  be- 
tween which  and  the  river  intervenes 
a  narrow  stripe  of  green  sward,  while 
the  opposite,  or  eastern  bank,  rises 
abruptly  from  the  water's  edge,  and 
forms  a  pleasing  wooded  rampart  from 
Kilcarn  to  Navan. 

The  chief  scenic  beauty  of  the  Boyne 
lies  between  this  point  and  Drogbeda. 
Immediately  approaching  Navan,  the 
river  makes  a  bold  sweep  round  the 
foot  of  the  hill,  on  which  stands  the 
ruins  of  Athlumney  Castle,  the  dila- 
pidated towers  and  tall  gables  of  which 
shoot  above  the  trees  that  surround 
the  commanding  eminence  on  which 
it  is  placed,  while  glimpses  of  its  broad 
stone -sashed  and  picturesque  win- 
dows, of  the  style  of  the  end  of  the 
sfxteenth  century,  are  caught  through 
the  openings  in  the  plantation  which 
surrounds  the  height  on  which  it 
stands.  In  front  of  this  ancient  feudal 
hall,  and  immediately  crowning  the 
high  eastern  bank  of  the  river,  is 
placed  an  exceedingly  perfect  and 
most  gracefully  -  shaped  sepulchral 
mound.  It  is  one  of  the  most  perfect 
in  Meath  ;  and  as  there  is  every  pros* 
pect  of  it  being  shortly  opened  under 
the  direction  of  persons  competent  for 
the  task,  the  antiquary  and  ethnologist 
may  hope  for  the  discovery  of  most  in- 
teresting remains  within  it. 

Of  the  history  of  the  Castle  of  Ath- 
lumney and  its  adjoining  church, 
there  is  little  known  with  certainty ; 
but  standing  on  the  left  bank  of  the 


*  The  materials  for  these  articles  were  collected  daring  excursions  made  to  the 
Boyne  for  health,  amusement,  or  instruction.  They  have  been  ^published  fVom  a 
desire  to  illustrate  the  scenery  and  antiquities  of  our  native  land.  Although  the 
space  allotted  to  us  in  a  periodical  does  not  permit  of  lengthened  descriptions  ot* 
any  of  the  places  to  which  we  have  alluded  in  the  text,  nor  even  of  our  entering 
into  sufficient  detail  concerning  those  which  fringe  the  very  river's  brink,  the  interest 
and  curiosity  which,  we  are  told,  has  been  awakened  by  the  rapid  sketches  of  the 
Beauties  of  the  Boyne,  presented  in  this  and  the  foregoing  articles,  shall,  erelong,  be 
gratified  by  an  illustrated  handbook  to  this  charming  river,  which  it  is  the  inten- 
tion of  the  Publisher  of  the  University  Magazine  to  produce.  In  the  mean- 
time, we  would  direct  our  readers*  attention  to  Mr.  Wakeman's  Archaologia 
Hibernica,  now  in  the  press,  several  of  the  illustrations  of  which  have  been  derived 
from  objects  of  antiquarian  interest  situated  along  the  valley  of  the  Boyne,  or  in 
its  vicinity.  This  little  work,  while  it  will  possess  all  the  valuablejnformation  ne- 
cessary to  the  tourist  and  the  antiquaiuan  student — such  as  was  afforded  in  the 
Dublin  Penny  Journals — will  far  exceed  in  the  number  and  the  beauty  of  its  illus- 
trations anythlng^of  the  kind  yet  produced  in  this  country. 
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Boyne,  opposite  this  pointy  we  can- 
not help  recalling  the  story  of  the 
heroism  of  its  last  lord.  Sir  Launce- 
lot  Dowdally  who,  hearing  of  the 
issae  of  the  hattle  of  the  Boyne, 
and  the  fate  of  the  monarch  to  whom 
his  family  was  so  long  attached,  and 
fearing  the  approach  of  the  victorious 
English  army,  declared,  on  the  news 
reaching  him,  that  the  Prince  of 
Orange  should  never  rest  under  his 
ancestral  roof.  The  threat  was  carried 
into  execution.  Dowdall  set  fire  to  his 
castle  at  nightfall,  and  crossing  the 
Boyne,  sat  down  upon  its  opposite  bank, 
from  whence,  as  tradition  reports,  he 
beheld  the  last  timber  in  his  noble 
mansion  blazing  and  flickering  in  the 
calm  summer's  night,  crash  amidst 
the  smouldering  ruins  ;  and  when  its 
final  eructation  of  smoke  and  flame 
was  given  forth,  and  the  pale  light  of 
morning  was '  stealing  over  that  scene 
of  desolation,  with  an  aching  and  a 
despairing  heart  he  turned  £om  the 
once  happy  scene  of  his  youth  and 
manhood,  and  flying  to  the  conti- 
nent, shortly  after  his  cowardly  mas- 
ter, never  returned  to  this  country. 
All  that  remains  of  this  castle  and 
estate  were  forfeited  in  1700.  Many 
a  gallant  Irish  soldier  lost  his  life,  and 
many  a  noble  Irish  gentleman  for- 
feited his  broad  lands,  that  day.  We 
wish  their  cause  had  been  a  better  one, 
and  the  monarch  for  whom  they  bled 
more  worthy  such  an  honour. 

Tradition  gives  us  another,  but  by 
no  means  so  probable  a  version  of  the 
burning  of  Athlnmney  Castle,  which 
refers  it  to  an  earlier  date.  It  is  said 
that  two  sisters  occupied  the  Castles 
of  Athlumney  and  Blackcastle,  which 
latter  was  situated  on  the  opposite 
bank ;  that  the  heroine  of  the  former^ 
jealous  of  her  rival  in  Blackcastle, 
took  the  following  means  of  being  re- 
venged. She  made  her  enter  into  an 
agreement,  that  to  prevent  their  man- 
sions falling  into  the  hands  of  Crom- 
well and  his  soldiers,  they  should  set 
fire  to  them  at  the  same  moment, 
as  soon  as  the  news  of  his  approach 
reached  them,  and  that  a  fire  being 
lighted  upon  one,  was  to  be  the  signal 
for  the  conflagration  of  the  other.  In 
the  meantime,  the  wily  mistress  of 
Athlumney  had  a  quantity  of  dry 
brush-wood  placed  on  one  of  the 
towers  of  her  castle,  which,  upon  a 
certain  night,  she  lighted;  and  the 


inhabitants  of  Blackcastle,  perceiving 
the  appointed  signal,  set  fire  to  thnr 
mansion,  and  burned  it  to  the  ground. 
In  the  morning  the  deception  was 
manifest.  Blackcastle  was  a  mass  of 
blackened,  smoking  ruins,  while  Ath- 
lumney still  reared  its  proud  form 
above  the  woods,  and  still  afforded 
shelter  to  its  haughty  mistress. 

Like  most  Irish  towns  through 
which  a  river  runs,  the  inhabitants  of 
Navan  have  turned  their  backs  upon 
the  stream,  scarcely  a  glimpse  of 
which  can  be  obtained  from  any  of  its 
narrow,  dirty  streets.  There  is  here 
a  picturesque  weir,  and  immediately 
below  the  bridge  which  crosses  it  on 
the  Drogheda  road,  the  Boyne  receives 
the  Black  water,  which  is  there  nearly  as 
large  as  the  stream  into  which  it  flows. 
There  are  also  two  valuable  and  ex- 
tensive flour  mills  at  this  point  From 
Navan  to  its  mouth,  thougn  intersected 
by  several  weirs,  and  descending  se- 
veral rapids,  the  river  has  been  roa- 
dered  navigable  by  means  of  a  canal, 
affording  transit  to  lighters  of  several 
tons  burden,  which  convey  a  consider- 
able traffic,  particularly  of  coals  and 
corn,  between  this  place  and  Dro- 
gheda. Along  the  road  by  this  canal 
the  tourist  can  walk  to  Beauparc,  or, 
descend,  as  we  lately  effected  the  voy- 
age, in  a  rowing-boat,  drawn  by  a 
single  horse— and  this  mode  of  con- 
veyance we  would  strongly  recomr 
mend  to  our  friends,  not  only  as  the 
least  fatiguing,  particularly  for  ladies, 
but  also  as  enabling  the  tourist  to 
cross  the  river  at  pleasure,  for  it  is 
only  in  some  places  that  the  canal  is 
necessary. 

As  we  only  engaged  to  present  onr 
readers  with  scenes  of  beauty,  or  of 
interest,  we  cannot  be  expected  to 
devote  much  of  our  space  to  a  descrip- 
tion of  Navan ! — a  dirty,  i]l-bailt,'strag- 
gling  collection  of  houses,  boasting 
the  honour  of  being  half  a  county- 
town.  It  contains,  however,  5,000 
inhabitants,  and  is  not  without  its 
wealthy  trader,  and  thriving  petty 
merchant.  A  church,  chapel,  infir- 
mary, bridewell,  work-house,  fever 
hospital,  and  canvas  fever  tents,  nei- 
ther wind  nor  water-proof,  constitute 
its  modern  erections.  It  was  origi- 
nally a  parliamentary  borough,  and  in 
olden  times  was  a  place  of  consider- 
able note,  having  been  walled  by  Hugh 
de    Lacy,  and   containing  an  abbej. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1847.] 


The  Bayne. 


725 


founded  by  Joeelyn  de  Nftngley  on  the 
site  now  occupied  by  a  barrack.  In 
the  borial  ground,  are  some  sculptured 
fig^ures,  in  relief.  It  is  probable  that 
a  cross  existed  in  this  town ;  and,  in 
all  likelihood,  it  stood  in  the  market- 
place, where  all  the  passing  funerals 
now  make  a  solemn  circuit. 

Immediately  on  leavinff  Navan,  the 
jcene  reminds  one  stronffly  of  some  of 
the  views  upon  the  Dutch  canals.  The 
rirer  here  is  deep,  and  its  current 
alow,  the  force  of  the  water  being 
retained  by  a  weir  lower  down.  On 
the  left  bank  stands  Blackcastle,  the 
seat  of  the  Fitzherberts— a  square, 
modem  building,  designed  more  for 
comfort  than  architectural  beauty-^ 
but  the  grounds,  which  are  naturally 
picturesque,  are  well  laid  out,  and 
afford  many  pleasing  prospects  of 
woodland  glade  and  sloping  meadow, 
as  you  descend  the  river  |  and  the 
wood  which  skirts  the  stream  throws 
a  cool  refreshing  shade  on  its  left 
bank,  for  above  a  mile  of  its  course. 
A  mUe  below  Navan,  there  b  a  large 
flax  factory,  which,  like  other  similar 
establishments,  though  highly  advan- 
tageous to  the  country,  is  no  ad- 
dition to  the  picturesqueness  of  the 
.scenery. 

Beyond  this  mill  we  pass  an  abrupt 
bank,  called  Knock-a-Raymon,  m 
which,  a  few  years  ago,  a  vast  quantity 
of  animal  remains,  and  some  sepulchru 
urns  in  small  kistvaens  were  dis- 
covered* It  was  evidentlv  one  of  the 
barrowf  of  the  aboriginal  mhabitants ; 
and  we  record  it  h^e,  not  from  any 
present  interest  attached  to  it — ^for  it 
is  now  but  a  potato  garden,  but  be- 
cause we  feel  that  the  name  and  lo- 
calitv  of  every  spot  of  Irish  ground 
in  which  such  records  of  our  ancestry 
are  discovered,  should  be  carefully 
noted,  in  order  that  the  historian  and 
the  searcher  into  the  unpublished 
manuscripts  and  archives,  which  are 
now,  for  the  first  time,  being  properly 
examined,  maj  have  a  reference  to  the 
exact  spot— -for  a  vast  number  of  these 
cairns  and  tumuli  are  alluded  to  in 
the  annals  referring  to  the  pagan  oc- 
cupation of  this  country.  Not  far 
from  this  point,  we  find  the  sacred 
well  of  Tubber  Ruadh ;  and  now  the 
right  bank  spreads  out  into  broad 
meadows,  yellowed  with  the  bright 
blossoms  of  the  butter-cups. 

At  the  first  lock  upon  the  canal,  an 
Vol.  XXX.r-.No.  180. 


abrupt  precipitous  hill  is  crowned  by 
a  minor  tumulus,  the  Knockmiuaune, 
or  Kids'  Hill,  the  view  from  the  sum- 
mit of  which  commands  the  churdi  of 
Ardmulchan*  and  two  of  the  most  in- 
teresting objects  in  the  beauties  of  the 
Boyne — the  round  tower  of  Donough- 
more,  and  the  grey  massive  castle  of 
Dunmoe.  Seen  from  this  point,  the 
tall  slender  tower  rising  out  of  the 
green  woods  of  Blackcastle,  and  cut- 
ting clear  and  sharp  on  the  horizon, 
agiunst  the  blue  sky,  forms  an  object  of 
intense  interest  and  beauty  in  this  most 
charming  landsci^ie  ;  and  lower  down 
upon  the  river's  bank,  the  ancient 
fortress  of  the  D'Arcys  stands  in 
gloom  and  grandeur  on  a  brown  and 
verdureless  mound,  without  a  tree  or 
a  single  spot  of  gpreen  to  relieve  the 
sombre  hue  of  its  high  walls  and 
flanking  towers. 

The  contrast  between  these  two 
memorials  of  the  art  and  history  of 
this  country,  is  very  striking,  and  tells 
the  tale  of  times  to  boast  of,  and  also 
to  mourn.  The  stately,  chaste,  and 
simple  style  of  the  early  pillar,  whose 
age  cannot  be  far  from  fourteen  hun- 
dred years,  added  to  the  knowledge 
which  we  possess  of  the  erection  of 
the  little  church  adjoining,  points  to 
the  first  preaching  of  Christianity  in 
our  island,  when  a  few  devout  Chris- 
tians and  some  of  the  early  fathers  of 
the  Irish  church  settled  round  these 
buildings,  and  passed  a  life  of  pasto- 
ral quiet  and  simplicity;  and  now, 
surrounded  by  patriarchal  timber,  and 
reverenced  by  the  people,  it  remains 
almost  as  perfect  as  when  it  came  from 
the  hands  of  the  mason  ;  and  may  re- 
main for  centuries  yet  to  come,  unless 
some  of  our  curious  and  infatuated 
pseudo-antiquaries  should  be  allowed 
to  grope  under  its  foundation,  for  frag- 
ments of  human  bones  to  decorate 
their  museums,  or  give  to  the  vulgar 
and  uninformed  some  fancied  proof 
of  a  theory  as  unintelligible  as  it  is 
absurd.  T|im  to  the  castie  of  the 
D'Arcys — a  thing  comparatively  of 
yesterday,  nfiirking  the  bounda^  of 
the  Enjfflish  pale :  it  tells  of  the  worst 
days  of  misrule  in  this  unhappy  land, 
where,  without  conquering  the  proud 
hearts  or  gaining  the  warm  affections 
of  the  Irish,  the  Anglo-Norman 
barons,  who,  with  mailed  hearts  as 
well  as  backs,  neither  civilized  nor  en- 
riched the  country,  resided  amongst 
3c 
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us.*  It  is  now  fast  falliDg  into  decay^ 
and  in  a  few  years  more  will  be  but 
a  great  cairn  of  stones. 

A  bridge  crossed  the  Boyne  below 
this  point  in  former  days,  a  single 
arch  of  wbich^  upon  the  right  bank 
of  the  river,  still  remains.  Before  its 
complete  demolition,  it  went  by  the 
name  of  Fargin8ton*8,  or  "the  Rob- 
bers*" Bridge,  tradition  says,  on  ac- 
count of  some  noted  horse-stealers,  in 
the  early  part  of  the  last  century,  hav- 
ing  made  it  their  chief  resort ;  the 
country  people  also  tell  us,  that  Crom- 
well's army  crossed  over  it  in  its  pas- 
sage up  the  Boyne*  and  a  village 
poet,  named  Courtney,  has  celebrated 
this '  ancient  pass  in  some  doggerel 
rhymes,  which  still  live  in  the  mouths 
of  the  neighbouring  peasantry.  The 
ancient  name  was  **  Babe's  Bridge," 
and  that  it  was  one  of  the  earliest 
bridges  upon  the  Boyne,  may  be 
learned  from  Grace's  Annals,  where 
we  read,  that,  in  the  year  1330, 
*'  there  was  also  a  great  flood,  espe- 
cially of  the  Boyne,  by  which  all  the 
bridges  on  that  river,  except  Babe's, 
were  carried  away,  and  other  mischief 
done,  at  Trim  and  Drogheda." 

At  Navan  the  Boyne  resumes  its  ori- 
ginal, north-eastern  direction.  The 
next  points  of  interest  are,  Ardmulchan 
church,  upon  the  right ;  and  nearly  op- 
posite it,  Dunmoe  Castle,  upon  the  len. 
And,  here  the  true  beauties  of  the 
Boyne,  its  real  Rhine-like  characters 
commence,  and  crowd  upon  us  for  the 
next  few  miles  of  its  course.  High 
beetling  crags,  crowned  by  feu^ 
halls,  and  ruined  chapels — steep  pre- 
cipitous banks,  covered  with  the  no- 
blest monarchs  of  the  forest — dells, 
consecrated  to  the  moonlight  dance  of 
sprites  and  elfins,  and  rocks,  memorable 
for  their  tales  of  love,  and  legends  of 
the  olden  time,  catch  the  eye  at  every 
turn  in  this  noble  stream,  presenting 
new  beauties,  ever  yaryinf  pictures, 
here  in  sunshine,  there  in  shade ;  with 
charming  bits  of  scenery,  which  sim- 
ple prose  cannot  describe  ;  the  pain- 
ter's art  alone  can  embody,  or  give  an 
accurate  representation  of  these.     We 

**  stop  not  for  bnke,  and  ire  ttsy  not  fbr  ftone  i** 


dear  and  blue  the  stream  runs  faalt, 
and  we  must  onward  with  its  course, 
skimming  lightly  over  its  sarfaoe» 
rather  elirating  inquiry  by  our  re- 
marks, and  directing  attention  in  oar 
researches,  than  attempting  anytiiing 
like  an  elaborate  description. 

Dunmoe  Castle  stands  on  a  coni»> 
manding  eminence,  above  one  of  the 
fords  upon  the  Boyne,  and  must  hare 
been  originally  a  position  of  consider- 
able strength.  'The  stones,  however, 
with  which  it  is  built,  were  remarkably 
small,  in  consequence  of  which  it  is 
yearly  crumbling  into  a  shapeless  ma^ 
of  ruins.  It  is  an  oblong  pil^  with  cir- 
cular flanking  towers  on  its  river  hoef 
which  measures  seventy-three  feet.  It 
was  originally  buih,  it  is  said,  by  De 
Lacy,  but  the  present  structure  bears 
the  evidence  of  an  Anglo-Norman  keep 
of  the  sixteenth  centurv.  It  has  had 
many  masters,  and  stood  several  sieges 
in  its  day.  During  the  civil  war  of  1 641, 
after  the  defeat  of  the  English  forces 
near  Julianstown,  an  Irish  detachment 
was  sent  to  take  Dunmoe ;  but  Cap- 
tain Power,  who  commanded  it,  witli 
a  mere  handful  of  men,  so  long  and 
bravely  resisted  his  assailants,  that  the 
latter  had  to  resort  to  stratagem  to 
take.it,  and  by  producing  a  forced  orw 
der  iVom  the  lords  justices,  Parsons  and 
Borlase,  induced  its  gallant  defends  to 
surrender  the  castle  and  prooeed  to 
Dublin.  Cromwell,  it  is  said^  took  a 
passihg  shot  at  it  from  ibe  opposite 
bank  of  the  Boyne,  but  did  not  tnink  it 
worthy  of  further  notice.  The  ball 
which  he  fired  at  Dunmoe,  or  one  shown 
as  such,  was,  until  a  vdry  recmit  period, 
used  as  a  weight  at  a  neighbourinf^ 
crane.  This  castle  was  re-edified  and 
used  as  a  mansion  while  James  the 
Second  was  in  Ireland.  Its  last  lord 
was  D'  Arcy,  whose  name  is  now  usuafly 
associated  with  it.  The  peasantry 
state  that  an  underground  passage  leads 
from  it  under  the  Boyne  to  the  oppo- 
site bank.  Dunmoe  was  burned  in 
1799,  but  a  portion  of  the  roof  re- 
mained within  the  memory  of  the  pre- 
sent generation.  Within  the  adjoining 
enclosure,  a  small  chapel  contains  the 
mausoleum  of  its  last  lords.     This 


*  Has  it  struck  the  Time*  Commissioner,  who  commenced  the  present  crusade 
M^ainst  the  Irish  landlords,  that  the  great  majority  of  them  are  English,  or  of 
English  descent  ?  Is  it  known  to  the  world,  that  while  English  settlers  have  be- 
come the  proprietors,  there  never  was  any  importation  of  English  farmers  or 
English  yeomen  into  the  southern  and  western  parts  of  Ireland  ? 
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latter  is  now  a  filthy  dungeon^  exposed 
to  the  atmosphere^  and  strewn  with  the 
bones  and  coffins  of  the  descendants  of 
this  once  noble  family.  Some  twenty 
years  more,  and  the  traveller  will  have 
to  inquire  for  the  site  of  this  celebrated 
eastle  of  the  pale. 

The  ruins  of  Ardmulchan  top  one 
of  the  highest  banks  above  a  bold 
stretch  of  the  river*  and  consist  of  a 
tall  square  tower  or  belfry,  and  the 
remains  of  a  church,  which  stands  sur- 
rounded by  an  ancient  graveyard,  and 
some  walls,  believed  to  be  part  of  one 
of  the  castles  of  the  Tyrrells.  By 
an  inquisition  taken  in  the  tenth  of 
James,  it  was  found  that  in  the  parish 
church  of  St.  Mary  (Ardmulchan)  was 
a  perpetual  chantry  of  one  priest,  who 
was  constantly  to  celebrate  service 
therein,  and  this  chantry  was  a  body 
corporate.  It  at  present  belongs  to 
the  rectory  of  Painstown.  That  this 
tower  is  composed  of  the  material  of 
some  earlier  Duilding,  may  be  learned 
from  the  fact  of  the  lintel  in  one  of 
its  doors  being  formed  of  an  ancient 
sculptured  tombstone,  as  shown  in  the 
accompanying  wood-cat.  A  very  beau- 


tiful well  is  worthy  of  remark  below 
this  spot.  A  short  dbtance  beyond 
the  church,  we  meet  with  an  ancient 
military  fort,  consisting  of  a  circular 
nround,  enclosed  with  a  fosse  and  ram- 
part. A  grove  of  ash-trees  now 
covers  the  entire,  their  tall,  slender 
stems  permitting  the  outline  of  this 
ancient  relic  to  be  seen  at  a  consider- 
able distance,  while  their  feathery  tops 
form  an  umbrageous  shadow  to  the 
whole.  In  a  deep  pool  in  the  river, 
opposite  Taaffe's  lock,  called  Lug- 
Gorrom,  or  the  Blue  Hole,  it  in  Mid 
that  the  bells  of  Ardmulchan  church 
were  thrown  at  the  time  of  the  Re- 
formation. 

Our  next  point  of  interest  is  Stack- 
allan,  or  Broad- Boy ne  Bridge, — or, 
as    it    is     called    m    Irish,    Bugh' 


na-Boinne,  where  another  military 
fort,  similar  to  that  at  Ardmul- 
chan presents  on  the  right  bank. 
The  river  here  forms  a  smooth 
glass-like  sheet  of  water,  and  below 
the  bridge  affords  us  one  of  those 
striking  effects  which  the  weirs  upon 
the  Boyne  exhibit — of  a  long  un- 
broken line  of  liquid,  bent  into  a 
graceful  curve,  goldened  with  the 
sunshine,  as  it  glides  in  swift,  but 
silent  track  over  the  long  horse-shoe 
fall,  and  then  breaking  into  a  million 
streams — its  spray  dancing  in  the  sun- 
shine, and  its  bubbles  reflecting  all 
the  prismatic  colours  of  the  rain- 
bow, as  it  agftin  springs  onward  in 
its  course.  These  charming  effects, 
whether  varied  by  the  grey  mor- 
ning's light,  or  the  evening's  uncertain 
haze,  or  having  an  air  of  obscurity 
thrown  over  them  by  the  rays  of 
mist  which  rise  and  play  round  the 
fall,  or  float  like  phantoms  over  the 
broad  surface  of  the  river — here  as- 
suming the  figure  of  a  stately  vessel, 
there  rising  into  a  tall  castellated  form 
— creeping  under  the  arches  of  bridges, 
re-appearing  in  an  instant,  wrapping 
in  their  shroud  the  aged  trees,  which 
dip  into  the  waters — drifting  again 
along  the  surface,  like  the  broken 
fragments  of  some  tall  iceberg,  and 
suddenly  lifted  above  the  mirror  on 
which  they  play,  leaving  the  surface  on 
which  they  haa  appeared  to  breathe^ 
again  unbroken  on  its  outline,  add  not 
little  to  keep  those  scenes  in  our  re- 
membrance. If  we  stand  at  sundown, 
on  the  bridge  of  Slane,  when  there  is 
any  body  of  water  in  the  river,  on  a 
calm  summer's  evening,  listening  to 
the  soothing  monotony  of  the  fall,  and 
cast  our  eye  over  the  broad  reach  of 
the  Boyne,  we  cannot  fail  to  be  struck 
with  the  c^ect  which  we  have  here  at- 
tempted to  describe. 

Could  we  here  digress,  we  should 
visit  the  college  of  St.  Columba, 
which  has  attracted  of  late  so  much 
notice  in  the  public  prints ;  but  our 
space  forbids  it.  At  another  season, 
and  in  another  place,  we  shall  not 
fail  to  do  so.  To  be  honest,  we 
must  confess,  that  we  have  not  yet 
examined  into  the  working  of  this 
establishment ;  and,  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, we  do  not  think  it  would 
be  just,  either  towards  ourselves  or 
the  patrons  and  supporters  of  Stack- 
allan  Seminary,  to  express  an  opinion 
for  or  against  it,  from  mere  hearsay 
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or  public  report.  ^  In  one  of  oar  ex- 
oursioQ^  to  the  6o^e«  as  we  sat  upon 
this  bridge,  adminng  the  surrounding 
scenery,  we  asked  an  old  countryman, 
who  entered  into  conversation  with 
us,  what  sort  of  people  now  inhabited 
Lord  Boyne's  noble  mansion.  ''Throth, 
sir/' said  he,  "  myself  doesn't  rightly 
know — there's  various  reports  about 
thim  in  the  counthry,  but  I'm  toold 
they're  a  sort  of  Fuseleers." 

In  the  vicinity  of  this  bridge,  the 
bardic  annalists  declare,  was  one,  if 
not  the  chief,  of  the  royal  cemeteries— 
the  Brugh-na-Boinne,  where  the  mo- 
narchs  t)f  Tara  were  interred  of  old. 
It  would  form  one  of  the  most  inter- 
esting antiquarian  inquiries  connected 
with  the  subject  of  ancient  topography, 
particularly  referring  to  the  Boyne,  to 
decide  upon  the  exact  locality  of  these 
ancient  burial-places  so  frequently  re- 
ferred to  in  the  Dinnsencbus,  the 
Leabharnah-Uidhre,andby  Keating, 
Kenneth  O'Hartigan,  Dr.  Petrie, 
O*  Donovan,  and  others,  as  well  as  the 
situation  of  Ross-na-Righ,  the  house 
of  Cletech,  and  other  localities,  con- 
stantly alluded  to  in  the  manuscripts, 
and  which  must  be  situated  between 
this  point  and  Dowth,  the  last  of  the 
sepulchral  pyramids  of  any  note  upon 
the  Boyne.  There  were  nine  cmief 
cemeteries  of  Erin  before  the  in- 
troduction of  Christianity,  and  to  that 
now  under  consideration,  the  fol- 
lowing interesting  reference  is  made 
in  one  of  the  manuscripts  already 
alluded  to  : — a  vellum  autogri^ 
copy  of  the  ^  History  of  the  Cemete- 
ries." <'  And  he  (Cormao),  told  hit 
people  not  to  bury  him  at  Brugh,  (be- 
cause it  was  a  cemetery  of  idolaters) ; 
fbr  he  did  not  worship  the  same  God 
as  any  of  those  interred  at  Brugh ; 
but  to  bury  him  at  Ross-na-Righ, 
with  his  face  to  the  east.  He  after- 
wards died,  and  his  servants  of  trust 
held  a  council,  and  came  to  the  reso- 
lution of  burying  him  at  Brugh,  the 
place  where  the  kings  of  Tara,  hit 
predecessors,  were  buried.  The  body 
of  the  king  was  afterwards  l^rice 
raised  to  be  carried  to  Brugh,  but  the 
BoyAe  Swelled  up  thrice,  so  as  that  they 
could  not  come  $  so  that  they  observed, 
that  it  was  violating  the  judgement  of 
a  prince  to  breiik  through  this  testa- 
taent  of  the  kifig ;  and  they  afterwards 


dug  his  g^ve  at  Ross-na-Righ,  as  he 
himself  had  ordered."*  And,  again, 
«  The  nobles  of  the  Toatha  de  Da- 
naan  were  used  to  bury  at  Bragh." 
And  the  Dagda,  as  well  as  Boinn,  the 
wife  of  Necbtan,  personages  referred 
to  in  our  opening  article,  were  also  in- 
terredin  this  place.  The  river  here  well 
deserves  the  name  of  Bugh-Da-BotaiM^ 
(the  broad  Boyne),  wbidi  it  still  re- 
tains. Some  ancient  pagan  reiaem- 
branoes  and  superstitions  attached  to 
this  locality,  up  to  a  very  recent  date; 
and,  at  a  patten  which  used  to  be  held 
here  some  years  ago,  it  was  coatomary 
for  the  people  to  swim  their  cattto 
across  the  river  at  thb  spot,  as  a  charm 
i^ainst  certain  diseases,  as  in  former 
times  th^  drove  them  tiiroiu[h  the 
Gap  of  Tara.  We  also  find  Tubber 
Tsinnie  (St.  Stncfaea*8  well)  in  the  vi- 
oinity. 

To  many  of  our  readers,  howeyer, 
and  most  of  the  tourists  who  may  fol- 
low our  wanderings,  or  require  a  g^de- 
book  in  their  excursion,  a  more  inter- 
esting subject  than  even  the  tombs  of 
kings,  invites  us  onward ;  for  the  wood- 
crowned  heights  and  leafy  banks  of 
Beauparc,  one  of  the  most  picturesque 
spots  in  Ireland,  and  the  noble  de- 
mesne of  Slane,  lie  immediately  be- 
fore us.  Beyond  the  fall  of  Stackal- 
Ian,  we  pass  through  the  most  delicious 
scenery,  particularly  along  the  left 
bank,  where  groves  of  noble  beech- 
trees  and  ag^  chestnuts  fringe  the 
heights,  and  an  underwood  of  laurds, 
thorns,  and  sweetbriars  mantie  upon 
the  undulating  surface  of  the  shores  be- 
neath, till  we  pass  the  mill  and  bridge 
of  Cruisetown,  where  we  commit  our- 
selves to  the  centre  of  the  stream,  and 
bestow  an  equal  share  of  our  attention 
upon  both  banks.  Here  the  river  forms 
a  number  of  sudden  curves,  each  wind- 
ing presenting  us  with  a  new  {netore 
more  beautiful  than  its  predecessor. 
The  banks  spring  hig^  and  abrupt 
from  the  water's  edge,  so  that  in  some 
places  the  massive  trees,  rising  in  {nles 
of  the  most  gorgeous  foliage^  ^P^*' 
toppling  over  us  from  tfadr  summits, 
and  darken  the  deep  smooth  pools  they 
overhang.  Upon  a  summer's  day,  an 
air  of  c«dm  repose  pervades  thta  spot  | 
the  very  songsters  of  tiie  grove  seem 
hushed  in  admiration,  and  unwilliMf 
to  disturb  the  peaceful  thoughts  wlooh 


•  See  O'Donovan's  translation,  in  Petrie's  "  Round  Towers.*' ' 
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here  gradually  steal  over  the  beholder. 
On  the  right,  the  modern  mansion  of 
Beaaparo  peeps  through  the  never- 
•  ending  green  of  tall  pines^  sycamores, 
oaks  and  elms.  On  the  lefty  the  ivy-man- 
tled walla  of  Castle  Dexter  raise  them- 
selves rbove  the  dark  plantation,  con- 
trasting the  times  of  feudal  rule  and 
massive  defensive  architecture,   with 
its  light  domestic  neighbour  of  more 
modem  date.      The  limestone  rock, 
twisted  into  a  variety  of  curious  con- 
tortions, breaks  through  the  surface, 
and  relieves  the  eye,  almost  satiated 
with  the  endless  variety  both  of  colour 
and  form  of  the  foliage.     Through  oc- 
casional openings  we  obtain  glimpses 
of  long  vistas,  formed  by  the  overhang- 
ing boughs,  and  terminated  by  glades 
of  turf,  on  which  the  sun  beams  with 
unusual  splendour.    The  river  spreads 
out,  and  the  sun  again  glances  upon  its 
smooth  waters ;  the  massive  perpendi- 
cular rock  of  Fenner — about  which  we 
could  tell  many  a  fiurv  legend,  and  re- 
count many  a  tale  of  love— rears  aloft 
its  giant  form,  with  its  fir-fringed  sum- 
mit ;  and  then  as  we  float  downward 
with  the  stream,  enjoying    beauties 
scarcely  known,  and  little  noticed  in 
this   country,  the  modern   Castle  of 
Slane  suddenly  bursts  upon  us,  standing 
onamost  commanding  situation,  and  ap- 
pearing, with  its  surrounding  wooded- 
hills,  the  back-ground  of  a  picture 
framed  bv  the  elevated  banks  of  the 
Boyne,  which  here  spreads  out  in  front 
of  it  into  a  noble  sheet  of  water,  for 
which  there  does  not,  at  first  view, 
seem  any  exit. 

Slane  Castle,  the  seat  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Conyngham,  and  memorable 
in  modern  times,  from  its  being  hon- 
oured by  the  visit  of  a  King,  stands 
on  a  swelling  bank  of  verdant  green 
swsrd,  rising  gradually  from  the  river. 
It  is  a  large  castellated  mansion,  with 
tow^s  and  embattled  parapets,  but 
not  boasting  much  beauty  of  architec- 
tural design.  It  is  principally  the  sur- 
rounding scenery,  tiie  combinations  of 
sylvan  l^uty  formed  by  its  own  exten- 
sive demesne,  blending  with  that  of 
Beauparc,  the  neighbouring  woods  of 
other  seats,  the  charming  associations 
awakened  by  the  ancient  ruins  stand- 
ing on  the  romantic  shores  of  its  noble 
river,  and  the  highly-cultivated  land- 
scape on  all  sides,  which  claim  for 
Slane  Castle  the  eulogiums  of  its  mo- 
dem describers.  Leaving  this  ancient 
residence  of  the  Flemings,  the  first 


lords  of  Slane,  we  drift  onward,  still  on 
the  northern  bank,  and  land  at  the  her- 
mitage of  St.  Erk,  which  stands  upon 
the  shore  immediately  below  the  cas- 
tle, embosomed  within  the  dark  sha- 
dows of  a  grove  of  ancient  yews-^one 
of  the  most  romantic  ruins  of  its  date 
and  style  in  Ireland.  Considerable 
-portions  of  this  picturesque  ruin  still 
exist.  It  takes  its  name  from  the 
first  Bishop  of  Slane,  who  was  con- 
secrated by  St.  Patrick,  and  died 
A.D.  514.  It  was  afterwards  the  re- 
treat of  Malachi  and  Donat  0*Briei|, 
two  hermits,  who  resided  herein  1512. 
Over  the  pointed  door  we  find  the 
fleur-de-lis,  and  upon  the  inner  door- 
way some  rose  ornaments,  very  un- 
usual in  Irish  architecture.  Within 
the  little  chapel,  we  find  the  tomb  of 
the  Earls  of  Drogheda,  and  upon  the 
walk  above  the  hermitage,  there  lies  a 
handsome  sculptured  stone,  evidently 
a  portion  of  an  ancient  tomb,  and  weU 
worthy  theattentife  examination  of  the 
antiquarian  student.  From  the  mix* 
ture  of  round  and  pointed  arches,  as 
well  as  the  evident  difference  in  the 
etyles  of  masonry,  it  is  manifest  that 
this  building  was  erected  or  remo- 
delled at  two  different  eras. 

Let  us  pass  under  the  handsome 
gate  of  Slane  demesne,  through  the 
neat  little  town  acyoining,  where,  at 
its  comfortable  hotel  we  can  ei\)oj 
AS  good  a  glass  of  claret,  and  receive 
as  good  cheer,  as  at  any  similar  estat- 
blishment  with  which  we  are  acquaint- 
ed; and  then  dimb  the  hill  which 
rises  over  the  town. 

Here,  pilgrim,  stop  ;  rest  on  yonder 
monumental  slab,  beneath  the  sha- 
dow of  that  tall,  ivy-mantled  tower, 
the  belfry  of  the  cathedral — it  onoe 
was  gorgeous  with  the  shrines  of  Fa- 
thers, and  illumed  by  many  a  fiicker- 
ine  taper;  though  now  the  hemlock 
fills  its  aisles,  and  the  purple  foxglove 
waves  its  lonely  banneret.  The  ground 
whereon  we  stand  is  sacred,  conse- 
crated by  the  footprints  of  our  pa- 
tron-saint, hallowed  by  the  dust  of 
kings ;  look  abroad,  over  the  wide, 
undulating  plains  of  Meath,  or  to  the 
green  hills  of  Louth : — where  in  the 
broad  landscapes  of  Britain  find  we  a 
scene  more  fruitful  and  varied,  or  one 
more  full  of  interesting,  heartstirring 
associations  ?  Look  from  the  tall, 
pillar-like  form  of  the  yellow  steeple 
at  Trim,  which  rises  in  the  distance,  to 
where  yon  bri^t^  blj^  jine  marks  '^ 
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meeting  of  the  sea  and  sky  below  the 
Maiden  tower  at  Drogheda,  and  trace 
the  clear  blue  waters  of  the  Boyne^ 
winding  through  this  lovely,  highly  cul- 
tivated landscape,  so  rich  in  all  that  can 
charm  the  eye,  and  awaken  the  imagina- 
tion ;  take  into  view  the  hills  of  Skreen 
and  Tara;  pass  vour  eye  orer  the 
woods  of  Hayes,  Ardmulchan,  Beau- 
pare  ;  look  down  into  the  wooded 
mounds  and  broad  pastures  of  Slane ; 
follow  the  Boyne  below  you,  as  it  dances 
by  each  ford  and  rapid,  to  where  the 
great  pyramids  of  western  Europe, 
Knowth,  New  Grange,  and  Dowth 
rise  on  its  left  bank  ;  see  you  not  the 
groves  of  Netterville,  Townley-hall, 
and  Old  Bridge,  marking  the  battiefield 
of  1690,  with  the  ill-fated  hill  of  Do- 
nore,  obtruding  its  long-remembered 
tale  of  regal  cowardice  upon  us  ?  Be- 
yond those  hills  that  border  Louth  lie 
Mellifont  and  Monasterboice.  Those 
steeples  and  turrets  which  rise  in  the 
lower  distance  were  shattered  by  the 
balls  of  Cromwell;  and  that  knoll 
which  juts  above  them  b  the  Mill 
Mount  of  Drogheda.  What  a  picture 
have  we  here,  from  this  Richmond 
Hill,  of  Irish  scenery  ?  What  an  ex- 
tensive page  of  Irish  history  does  it  un- 
fold to  us  ?  What  recollections  gush 
upon  us  as  we  stand  by  the  Abbey  of 
Slane,  and  take  in  this  noble  prospect 
at  a  glance  ?  The  records  and  the  foot- 
prints of  two  thousand  years  are  all 
before  us— the  solemn  procession  of 
the  simple  shepherd  to  the  earlv  pagan 
mound ;  the  rude  slinger  standing  on 
the  earthen  circle ;  the  Druid  fires, 
paling  before  the  bright  sun  of  Chris- 
tianity; the  cadence  of  the  round 
tower's  bell ;  the  matin  and  the  ves- 
per hymn  swelling  from  the  hermit's 
cell,  or  early  missionary  church ;  the 
proud  galleys  and  glancmg  swords  of 
fierce  northern  hordes ;  the  smoking 
ruins  of  church  and  tower  ;  the  shout 
of  rival  clans  in  civil  feuds ;  the  lances 
and  banners  of  Norman  soldiers ;  the 
moat,  and  fosse,  and  drawbridge  of  the 
keep,  still  echoing  back  the  strife  of 
hostile  ranks — the  native  for  his  soil, 
the  stranger  for  his  hire  ;  the  ford  de- 
fended, and  the  castle  won  ;  the  pil- 
grim*8  cross,  the  stately  abbey,  and  the 
baron's  hall ;  in  church,  Uie  stole 
ejected  for  the  surplice ;  the  town  be- 
sieged, the  city  sacked ;  and  then  the 
rattle,  and  the  roar,  and  smoke  of  re- 
cent battle — have,  one  and  all,  their 


epochs,  ruinsy  sites,  or  history  legibly 
inscribed  upon  this  picture. 

The  early  Irish  name  of  Slane  was 
Ferta-fer-feic,  the  graves  of  the  men 
of  Feic,  and  one  of  the  first  no- 
tices which  our  annals  oontidn  relates 
to  a  most  jremarkable  epoeh  in  the  lui- 
tory  of  this  country.  We  meotioned 
that  Patrick  landed  at  the  Boyne's 
mouth,  and  afterwards  passed  up  that 
river's  bank  into  MeaUi.  Although 
some  months  in  the  island,  it  is  not 
said  that  he  made  any  extensive  or  re- 
markable conversions  to  Christianity 
till  the  Easter  of  433,  on  the  Thurs- 
day night  before  which  we  read  the 
fouowing  account  of  him,  as  collected 
firom  the  various  lives  of  St.  Patrick 
by  Ussher  and  Colgan,  and  thus  con- 
densed by  the  learned  Dr.  Lanigan : — 

"Having  got  a  tent  pitched  there 
(Slane),  he  made  preparations  for  cele- 
brating the  festival  of  Easter,  and  ac- 
cordingly liffhted  the  paschal  fibre  about 
nightfall.  It  happened  that,  at  this 
very  time,  the  King  Leogaire  and  the 
assembled  princes  were  celebrating  a 
religious  festival,  of  which  fire-worship 
formed  a  part.  There  was  a  standing 
law  that,  at  the  time  of  this  festival,  no 
fire  should  be  kindled  for  a  considerable 
distance  all  around,  until  after  a  great 
fire  should  be  lighted  in  the  royal  palace 
of  Temoria,  or  Tarah.  St.  Patridc's 
fire  was,  however,  lighted  before  that 
of  the  paJace,  and  being  seen  from  the 
heights  of  Tarah,  excited  great  aston- 
ishment. On  the  king's  inquiring  what 
could  be  the  cause  of  it,  and  who  could 
thus  dare  to  infringe  the  law,  the  magi 
told  him  that  it  was  necessary  to  have 
that  fire  extinguished  immediatelv, 
whereas,  if  alloweid  to  renuiin,  it  would 
get  the  better  of  their  fires,  and  briqg 
about  the  downfall  of  his  kingdonu 
Leogaire,  enraged  and  tronblM  on 
gettmg  this  iniormation,  set  out  for 
Slane  with  a  considerable  number  of 
followers,  and  one  or  two  of  the  princi- 
pal magi,  for  the  purpose  of  extermi- 
nating those  violators  of  the  law.  When 
arrived  within  some  distance  firom  where 
the  tent  was,  they  sat  down,  and  St. 
Patrick  was  sent  for,  with  an  order  to 
appear  before  the  king,  and  give  an  ao> 
count  of  his  conduct.  It  was  arranged 
that  no  one  should  show  him  any  mark 
of  respect,  or  rise  up  to  recdve  him; 
but,  on  his  presenting  himself  before 
them,  Horc,  son  of  De^o,  disobeyed  the 
injunction,  and  stanmng  up,  saluted 
him,  and,  receiving  the  8unt*s  blessing, 
became  a  believer.** 

The  subsequent  preaching  of  Pa- 
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trick  at  Tara^  and  its  results,  are  set 
forth  in  the  yarious  lives  of  the  saint. 
A  nohler  spot .  on  which  to  raise  the 
beacon  of  Christianity  could  not  possi- 
bly he  chosen.  Had  we  space  at  pre- 
aenty  we  should  like  to  follow  the 
itinerary  of  St.  Patrick  up  the  Boyne ; 
it  might  form  a  guide  to  the  ancient 
topography  of  the  ri?er. 

A  cloictheach>  or  round  tower,  for- 
merly existed  at  Slane,  and,  probably, 
stood  on  the  site  of  the  present  eode- 
•iastical  ruin,  where  it  must  haye 
formed  an  object  of  surpassing  beauty. 
It  was  destroyed  by  the  Danes  of 
Dublin,  about  the  middle  of  the  tenth 
century.  It  is  alluded  to  in  a  great 
many  of  the  ancient  records ;  the  fol- 
bwii^  isy  perhaps,  the  fullest,  and  at 
the  same  time,  the  most  intelligible 
notice  of  it  to  the  popular  reader : 
^<  A.  D.  948.  The  doictheach  of  Slane 
was  burned  by  the  Danes,  with  its 
full  of  reliques  and  good  people,  with 
Caoinechair,  reader  of  Slane,  and  the 
crosier  of  the  patron  saint,  and  a  bell, 
the  best  of  beUs,**  Archdall  (who,  by 
the  way,  was  rector  of  Slane),  in- 
forms us,  on  the  authority  of  "  Meze- 
ray's  History  of  France,"  that  an  abbey 
of  canons  regular  was  founded  here 
at  a  very  early  date,  and  that  it  **  was 
renuurkable  for  being  many  years  the 
residence  of  a  royal  prince ;  for,  we 
find,  in  the  year  653,  that  Dagobert, 
King  of  Austrasia  ^art  of  France), 
when  at  the  age  of  only  seven  years, 
was  taken  by  Grimboald,  mayor  of  the 
palace,  and  by  his  direction  he  was 
shorn  a  monk,  rendered  unfit  to  hold 
the  reins  of  government,  and  banished 
into  Ireland;  from  oral  information, 
we  learn  that  he  was  received  into  this 
abbey,  where  he  obtained  an  educa- 
tion proper  for  the  enjoyment  of  a 
throne ;  he  continued  here  during  the 
space  of  twenty  years,  when  he  was 
recalled  into  France,  and  replaced  in 
his  government.'*  By  what  means  the 
author  of  the  *'  Monasticon"  obtained 
this  information,  or  what  oral  tradi- 
tions, referring  back  for  such  a  length 
of  time,  should  be  received  as  history, 
we  cannot  now  pause  to  dbcuss.  Among 
the  several  tombs  around  the  abbey,  the 
stranger's  attention  is  pointed  to  one, 
said  to  bear  the  fleur-de-lis  upon  it, 
and  this,  **  from  oral  information,  we 
learn,"  is  the  tomb  of  "  the  son  of  the 
King  of  France  ;*'  but  any  one  accus- 
tomed to  examine  such  objects,  at 
once  recognises  it  as  the  tomb  of  an 


Irish  ecclesiastic,  figured  with  a  cross, 
each  arm  of  which  ends  in  a  leaf- 
like ornament ;  and  also  having  upon 
it  a  chalice  ;  and  beneath  the  foot  of 
the  cross,  the  name  W.  J.  Kirwan, 
may  still  be  deciphered.  Several  other 
curious  old  tombs,  a  font,  a  noble 
flamboyant  pointed  window  over  the 
round-arched  doorway  in  the  tower, 
many  rare  examples  of  architecture, 
of  great  eleffance  of  design,  both  in 
the  ruins  of  the  church,  and  the  ad- 
joining monastery,  from  which  it  is 
somewhat  detached,  not  forgetting  the 
prim  face  of  a  nun,  sculptured  in  a 
stone,  built  up  in  the  wall  which  now 
encloses  the  grave-yard,  and  the  wide 
range  of  prospect  obtained  by  climb- 
ing the  tower  itself,  are  well  worthy  a 
morning's  visit  to  Slane. 

Two  hours  and  a-half  brings  us 
from  Dublin  to  the  hotel  at  Slane, 
where  to  good  accommodation  we 
add  the  advantage  of  being  located  in 
the  very  midst  of  the  most  romantic 
scenery,  and  surrounded  by  some  of 
the  most  notable  antiquities  on  the 
Boyne.  Upon  the  opposite  side  of  the 
bridge,  the  old  church  of  Fenner,  with 
the  adjoining  mound,  would  cldm 
more  than  a  passing  notice,  did  our 
space  permit. 

Step  by  step  might  we  follow  the 
river's  wmdings  from  the  bridge  of 
Slane  to  the  sea,  redeeming,  at  everv 
turn,  the  boast  we  made  in  March 
last  of  presenting  our  readers  with  a 
series  of  tableaux  of  the  most  interest- 
ing stream  in  Ireland ;  but  we  fear  to 
weary,  and  the  printer  tells  us  he 
must  <'make  up."  By  the  shores  of 
the  deep  meadows  through  which  the 
Boyne  sweeps,  the  curragh  of  wicker 
work,  covered  with  horse-hide,  might 
stop  our  course  to  describe  its  con- 
struction, or  speculate  on  the  cir- 
cumstance of  thb  ancient  relic  of  the 
rude  early  navigators  of  this  river  still 
remaining,  in  the  very  heart  of  civili- 
zation. What  a  contrast  is  frequently 
presented  at  the  bridge  of  Drogheda, 
on  one  side  of  which  we  see  this  em- 
blem of  primitive  navigation,  and  on  the 
other  a  screw  steamer  of  the  latest 
modem  improvement  I 

Our  remiuning  space  we  purpose 
devoting  to  the  examination  of  the 
great  mounds  of  New  Grange  and 
Dowth,  to  which  attention  has  of  late 
been  so  much  directed,  and  to  a  brief 
description  of  the  battle-field  at  Old- 
bridge:  leaving  Drogheda  to  our  friend 
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D'AIton,  whoM  book  will  afford  all 
UBefol  information  on  the  snbjeot  of 
th|U  andent  city. 

About  amUe  and  a-half  below  Slane, 
and  extending  for  about  two  miles 
along  the  nortiiem  bank  of  the  river, 
we  meet  the  great  Irish  cemetery  to 
which  we  have  so  often  alluded.  This 
consists  of  a  number  of  ^  sei>ulehral 
mounds,  or  barrows,  varying  in  mag^ 
nitnde,  and  occupying  a  s{Mioe  of 
about  a  mile  in  breadth,  northward  of 
the  river's  bank,  and  stretching  from 
Knowth  to  the  confines  of  Netterville 
demesne,  over  a  distance  of  nearly 
three  miles.  Over  this  space  we  find  no 
less  than  the  remains  or  seventeen  s^ 
pulchral  barrows,  some  of  those— the 
smaller  ones — situated  in  the  ^een  pas- 
ture lands,  which  form  the  mimiediate 
valley  of  the  Bojrne,  while  the  three 
of  greatest  magnitude  are  placed  on 
the  summit  of  the  ridffe,  which  bounds 
this  vaUey  upon  the  Tefl  bank»  and  a 
few  are  to  be  found  beyond  the  brow 
of  the  hill,  towards  Louth — ^twen^ 
in  all,  including  the  remains  at  Cloeh 
Lea,  and  the  great  moat  on  whidi  the 
fortress  of  Drogheda  now  stands,  and 
known,  in  the  annals,  as  the  Mound 
ofthQ  grave  of  the  Smith's  Wife.  This 
latter,  however,  is  on  the  right,  or 
southern  bank. 

The  three  great  mounds  of  Knowth, 
New  Grange,  and  Dowth,  principally 
demand  attention,  not  only  on  ac- 
count of  their  magnitude,  but  because 
one  of  them  has  remained  open  for 
some  years,  and  a  third  is  now  in  pro- 
cess .  of  examination.     Each  of  tnese 


is  situated  withk  view  g£  the  c^ker, 
and  about  a  mile  distant  from  it ;  and 
oonsisis,  at  first  view,  of  a  xreat  na- 
tural hill,  risinff  abruptly  from  the 
sorroundiing  sur&ce ;  and  this  idea  k 
rather  strengthened  bv  the  circnm* 
stanoe  of  one  of  these  having  beoonie 
covered  with  wood,  and  another  hav- 
ing borne  on  its  summit  a  modem  stone 
structure.  An  eye  practised  to  the 
forms  of  ancient  str^uresy  at  once 
recognises  these  vast^yramida  as  the 
work  of  man,  and  a  closer  inflpection 
soon  sets  this  point  at  rest  To  fol- 
low in  detail  these  magnificent  Pagan 
monuments — for  such  they  are — as 
they  present,  in  our  downward  course 
we  m^  meet  with  Knowth,  an  ab- 
rupty  hemispherical  mound,,  with  ra- 
ther a  flattened  top,  rising  out  of  die 
sloping,  hill  of  the  townland  from 
which  it  takes  its  name.  Some  enor- 
mous masses  of  stone,  arranged  in  a 
circular  manner  round  its  base,  teQ 
us,  however,  that  it  is  evidently  the 
work  of  design ;  and  scmie  excavation3 
made  into  one  of  its  sides^  show  that 
it  consists  of  an  enormous  cairn  of 
small  stones,  covered  with  rich  green 
sward,  occupving  about  an  acre,  and 
rising  to  a  hei^t  of  nearly  eighty 
feet.  As  far  as  we  can  judffe  by 
external  appearances,  although  his- 
tory  is  a^amst  us,  it  appears  to  be 
as  yet  umnvestisated ;  but  as  there 
are  no  means  ot  access  to  its  inte- 
rior, we  can  only  speculate  as  to  its 
use,  and  the  mode  of  its  construction* 
from  an  examination  of  piwiHar  struc- 
tures in  its  vicinity.    We  therefore 


pass  on  to  the  next  monument,  that  of 
Kew  Grange,    of  which  the  accom- 


panying illustration,  taken  from  the 
road   fulj(Hning,    affords  a  talerably 
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correct  idea.  Like  that  of  Kttowth,- 
it  consists  of  an  enormous  cairn  oi^ 
hiH  of  stones,  occupying  the  summit 
of  one  of  the  natural  undulatiilg  slopes 
which  enclose  the  valley  of  the  Boyne 
upon  the  north.  It  is  said  to  cover 
nearly^  two  acres,  and  is  four  hundred 
paces  in  circumference,  and  now  about 
eighty  feet  high  from  the  adjoin- 
ing natural  surface.  Various  exca- 
vations made  vaki  its  sides,  and  upon 
its  summit,  at^dmerent  times,  in  ordef 
to  supply  materials  for  building  and 
road-maKing,  have  assisted  to  lessen 
its  original  height,  and  also  to  destroy 
the  beauty  of  its  outline;  but  this 
defect  has  been  obviated,  in  part,  by  a 
plantation,  chiefly  of  hazel,  which  has 
grown  over  its  surface.  A  few  yards 
nrom  the  outer  circle  of  the  mound, 
there  appears  to  have  stood  originally 
a  circle  of  enormous  detached  olocks 
of  stone,  placed  at  intervals  of  about 
ten  yards  from  each  other.  Ten  of  those 
still  exist,  and  are  placed  on  the  south- 
eastern side.  It  IS  said  that  a  large 
pillar-stone,  or  stele,  originally  stood 
on  the  summit  of  the  mound.  Such 
is  the  present  appearance  of  this  stu- 
pendous relic  of  ancient  pagan  times, 
which  has  elicited  the  wonder,  and 
called  forth  the  admiration  of  all  who 
have  visited  it,  and  has  engaged  the 
attention    of  nearly    all   l£e  distin- 

fuished  antiquaries,  not  only  of  the 
British  Isles,  but  of  Europe  gene- 
rally ;  which,  though  little  known  to 
ottf  Cduntrymen,  notwithstanding  that 
H  is  within  two  hours'  drive  of  I>ublio9 
has  attracted  thither  pilgrims  from 
^ery  land.  Before  we  speculate  upon 
its  date  or  origin,  or  ofier  any  conieo* 
tures  as  to  its  uses,  we  will  conduct 
our  readers  into  the  interior,  and  point 
out  the  objects  within  it  moit  woorthy 
of  attention.  This  mound  is  hollow; 
it  contains  a  large  chamber,  formed  by 
stones  of  enormous  magnitude,  and 
accessible  through  a  narrow  passage, 
also  formed  of  stones  of  great  size^ 
placed  together  without  mortar  or 
cement ;  and  considering  their  bulk, 
and  the  positions  they  occupy,  exciting 
our  astonishment  how  such  Cyclopean 


masonry  could  have  been  erected  by 
a  people  wlio  were,  in  all  probability, 
unacquainted  with  those  mechanical 
powers,  so  necessary  in  the  erection  of 
modem  buildings.  ' 

When  this  opening  was  first  disco- 
vered, and  whether  known  to  the  Irish 
befbre  the  introduction  of  Christi- 
anity, it  is  now  difficult  to  say.  Sir 
Thomas  Molyneux,  who  is  eenerally, 
but  erroneously,  supposed  to  nave  firsff 
described  this  monument,  states  that 
the  opening  was  accidentally  disco- 
vered, by  removing  a  part  of  the 
stones  to  make  a  pavement  in  the 
neighbourhood.  The  earliest  describer 
of  New  Grange  was  Edward  Llhwyd^ 
the  Welsh  antiquary,  and  keeper  of 
the  Ashmolean  Museum,  in  Oxford, 
who,  in  a  letter,  dated  Slko,  12th 
March,  1699,  and  published  by  Bow- 
lands,  in  his  ^'Mona  Antiqua  Re- 
staurata,"  gave  the  following  accoimt 
of  it,  which  we  quote,  the  more  par- 
ticularly, as  he  evidently  had  exammed 
it  carefully,  and  in  order  that  its  pre- 
sent state  may  be  compared  with  its 
condition  150  years  a^.*  *'  I  also  met 
with  one  monument  m  this  kingdom, 
very  singular;  it  stands  at  a  place 
called  New  Grange,  near  Drosheda, 
and  is  a  mount,  or  barrow,  of  very 
considerable  height,  encompassed  with 
vast  stones,  pitched  on  end,  round  the 
bottom  of  it,  and  having  another, 
lesser,  standing  on  the  top."  When 
we  first  vnited  New  Grange,  some 
twelve  years  ago,  the  entrance  wM 
greatly  obscured  by  brambles,  and  i| 
neap  of  loose  stones,  ravelled  out  from 
the  adjoining  moimd.  This  entrance^ 
which  is  nearly  a  square*  and  formed 
by  large  iags,  the  continuation  of  the 
ttone-paraage  ahready  alluded  to,  it 
BOW  at  a  consideraUe  distance  from 
the  original  outer-circle  of  the  mound, 
and  consequently  the  passage  is  at 
present  much  shorter  than  it  was 
originally,  if,  indeed,  it  ever  ex- 
tended so  far  as  the  outer  circle.  A 
few  years  ago,  a  gentleman,  then  resid- 
ing in  the  neighbourhood,  cleared 
away  the  stones  and  rubbish  which 
obscured  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  and 


*  Although  the  **  Mona  Antiqua  Restaurata"  was  published  in  Dublin,  in  1723,  the 
letter  bears  the  date  which  we  nave  mentioned  above.  In  <*  The  collection  of  such 
pwers  as  were  communicated  to  the  Royal  Society,  referring  to  some  curiosities 
m  Ireland,**  we  find  a  paraphrase  of  Mr.  Llhwyd's  Essay,  printed  here  in  1726,  but 
much  less  full,  or  ezphcit,  than  the  originaL  Molyneux's  account  was  printed  in 
hit  ''  Discourse  Concerning  Danish  Mounds,  Forts,  and  Towers  in  Ireland,"  first 

EibUshed  in  1725.    It  iSf  therefore,  evident,  that  the  original  describer  was 
Ihwyd.  X  I 
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broi|d|ij^:.  Ik  light  a  very  remarkably- 
carvea'j^ne,  which  now  slopes  out- 
jjw^  from  the  entrance.  This  we 
Tnought,  at  the  time,  was  quite  a  dis- 
covery^  inasmuch  as  none  of  the  mo- 
dem writers  had  noticed  it.  The 
Welsh  antiquary,  however,  thus  de- 
scribes it :-— *'  The  entry  .  into  this 
cave  is  at  bottom,  and  before  it  we 
found  a  great  flat  stone,  like  a  large 
iomb-stone,  placed  edgeways,  having 
on  the  outside  certain  barbarous  carv- 


ings, like  snakes  encircled,  but  with- 
out heads."  At  the  same  time  that 
this  remarkable  slab,  which  is  of  a 
greenish  colour,  and  quite  different 
from  the  other  stones  of  the  vicinity, 
was  exposed,  a  few  years  ago,  the 
edge  01  another  very  curious,  and 
most  exquisitely-carved  stone,  was 
found  projecting  from  the  mound,  a 
short  dustance  above,  and  within  the 
line  of  the  present  entrance.  The 
Accompanying  graphic  illustration,  cut 


by  Hanlon,  from  a  drawing  by  Mr. 
Wakeman,  faithfully  exhibits  the  ap- 
pearances above  described. 

This  stone,  so  beautifully  carved  in 
spirals  and  volutes,  is  slightly  con- 
vex, from  above  downwards,  and 
measures  ten  feet  in  length,  and  is 
about  eighteen  inches  thick.  What  its 
original  use  was — ^where  its  original  po- 


sition in  this  mound — whether  its  carv- 
ings exhibit  the  same  handiwork  and 
design  as  those  sculptured  stones  in 
the  mterior,  and  whetner  this  beautiful 
slab  did  not  belong  to  some  other 
building  of  anterior  date,  are  questions 
worthy  of  consideration,  but  which  we 
have  not  now  space  to  discuss.  This 
is  the  first  representation  that  has  been 


ri^'*^ 


ffiven  of  this  stone,  or  of  that  figured 
beneath,  which  represents  a  portion  of 


the  carved  edge  of  the  lintel,  which  pro- 
jects horizontally  above  the  entrance. 
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This  stone,  of  which  we  can  only 
perceive  the  edge,  is  five  feet  eight 
inches  long ;  its  sculpture,  both  in  de- 
sign and  execution,  rar  exceeds  any  of 
the  rude  carvings  which  are  figured^ 
apparentlv  at  random,  upon  the  stones 
found  witldn  the  cave ;  and  as  it  never 
coidd  have  been  intended  to  be  con« 
oealed  from  view^  it  is  most  probable 
that  it  decorates  the  entrance  into 
8ome  other  chamber,  which  further 
examination  may  yet  disclose.  The 
larger  of  the  Egyptian  pyramids  con- 
tains several  chambers,  superincum- 
bent upon  the  great  sepulchral  vault 
in  which  the  sarcophagus  was  placed. 
This  stone  is  of  the  same  composition 
— a  micaceous  slate— as  the  great  spi* 
rally-carved  slab  beneath^  and  is  not 
found  at  all  in  this  neighbourhood; 
nor^  indeed,  are  any  of  the  great 
stones  of  the  passage  or  the  chamber, 
of  a  rock  found  in  the  vicinity,  while 
the  small  broken  stones,  which  form 
the  great  bulk  of  the  mound,  were 
evidently  gathered  around. 

We  now  enter  the  passage,  which 
measures  sixtv-three  teet  in  len^, 
and  is  formed  of  twenty-one  upnght 
stones  upon  the  r^ht  side,  and  twen- 
ty-two on  the  lett,  and  roofed  with 
dags  of  immense  length,  resting  in 
some  points  upon  the  upright  side- 
stones,  but  in  other  places  chiefly 
supported  by  masonry  external  to 
them ;  one  of  these  is  seventeen 
feet  long  and  six  broad.  The  se- 
neral  height  of  the  passage,  for 
about  thr^fourths  of  its  length,  is 
about  six  feet :  but  from  the  accumu- 
lation of  earth  towards  the  entrance, 
it  is  scarcely  that  much  at  present. 
Its  average  breadth  is  about  three 
feet;  but  some  of  the  side  stones  hav- 
ing fallen  inwards,  so  as  almost  to 
touch,  one  requires  to  creep  on  all- 
fours  to  pass  this  point.  Most  of  those 
stones  are  remarkably  smooth,  even  on 
parts  where  the  rubbing  of  a  century 
and  a-half  could  not  have  produced 
tids  polish,  and  appear  to  have  been 
long  exposed  to  water  or  the  atmos- 
phere. 

Some  have  smooth  indentations, 
as  represented  bv  the  next  drawing  ; 
and  very  many  oi  the  stones  through- 
out this  builoing,  as  well  as  others 
used  for  like  purposes  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, have  small  sockets,  or 
mortices,  cut  near,  or  in  their  edges, 
of  which  we  have  an  example  before 


us.  These  appear  to  have  been  made 
for  the  insertion  of  wedges,  either  to 
split  the  stone,  or  lift  it.   The  passage 


leads  to  a  large  dome-roofed  chamber, 
within  seventeen  feet  of  which  it  rises 
so  as  to  slope  gradually  into  its  roof; 
and  the  stones  of  which  this  portion  is 
composed  are  of  gigantic  size,  many  of 
them  eight  and  ten  feet  high.  Imme- 
diately behind  this  rise  in  the  ffallery, 
we  find  another  somewhat  simDar  ele- 
vation. 

As  all  is  perfect  darkness  within 
this  cavern,  it  is  necessary  to  illymi- 
nate  it  in  order  to  form  imy  just  idea 
of  its  figure  or  extent.  When  about 
half  lighted  up,  and  we  begin  to  per* 
ceive  the  size  and  character  of  this 
great  hive-shaped  dome,  and  its  sur- 
rounding crypts,  formed  by  stones  of 
such  immense  size,  half  revealed  to  us 
by  the  uncertain  light  of  our  tapers, 
an  air  of  mystery  steals  over  tiie 
senses — a  reli^ous  awe  pervades  the 
place ;  and  while  we  do  not  put  any 
faith  in  the  wild  fancies  of  those  anti- 
quaries of  the  last  century,  who  would 
make  the  world  believe  tiiat  this  was 
a  great  Druid  temple,  an  Antnan 
MythracB,  in  which  the  sacred  rites  of 
paganism,  with  its  human  sacrifices, 
were  enacted,  we  wonder  less  at  the 

Sht  which  their  imaginations  have 
en. 

This  cavern  is  nearly  circular,  with 
three  offsets,  or  recesses,  from  it — one 
opposite  the  entrance  on  the  north, 
ana  one  on  each  side,  east  and  west, 
so  that  the  ground  plau,  including  the 
passage,  accurately  represents  the 
figure  of  across. 

The  accompanying  cut,  from  a  sketch 
by  Mr.  ConnoDy,  gives  by  far  the 
truest  idea  of  one  of  diese  crypts. 
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which  we  have  yet  seen.    It  is  the     and  7  broad,  and  slightly  narrowed  at 
right  or  eastern,  8  feet  deep,  9  high,      the  entrance. 


The  bafiiement  of  the  great  cham- 
ber, to  about  the  hi^ight  of  ten 
feet,  is  formed  of  a  circle  of  eleven 
upright  stones,  partiallv  sunk  in  the 
^und,  placed  on  eoge,  with  the 
flat  surfaces  facing  inwards,  and 
forming  the  sides  of  the  cavern. 
From  this  course  springs  the  dome, 
formed  by  stones  somewhat  less  in 
size,  placed  horizontally  on  the  flat, 
with  the  edges  presenting  towards  the 
interior ;  and  by  each  layer  projecting 
slightly  within  that  placed  beneath, 
-they  thus,  by  decreasing  the  circle, 
form  a  dome,  without  an  arch,  and  the 
whole  is  closed  at  top,  by  one  large 
slab :  the  stability  of  the  mass  is  pre- 
served  by  the  pressure  of  the  sur- 
i^mnding  material.  This  form  of  roof- 
ing, which  evidently  preceded  a  know- 
ledge of  the  principle  of  the  arch,  is  to 
be  found  in  many  of  our  early  buildings, 
generally  pagan,  and  chiefly  sepulchral, 
in  this  country;  in  the  interiors  of 
some  of  the  duns  or  raths,  and  in  very 
early  Christian  oratories ;  and  not  only 
in  Ireland,  but  in  Egypt,  Greece,  and 
Asia  Minor ;  in  one  of  the  pyramids  of 
Sackara,  as  well  as  in  the  remains  of  a 
temple  at  Telmessus.  Pococke  had  ob- 
served a  similar  structure  in  the  py- 
ramid of  Dashour,  called  by  the  Arab 
name  of  Elkebere-el-Barieh ;  and  all 
the  visitors  to  the  Cyclopean  walled 


MycenSB  are  well  acquainted  with  the 
appearance  of  the  great  cavern,  known 
by  tradition  as  the  tomb  of  Agamem- 
non, or  believed  by  some  antiquaries 
to  have  been  the  treasury  of  Atreus ; 
between  which  and  New  Grange  com- 
parisons have  often  been  made :  their 
resemblance,  however,  consist  in  the 
principle  on  which  the  dome  is  con- 
structed. That  remnant  of  the  eariy 
Hellenic  people  was  formed  by  an  ex- 
cavation Scooped  out  of  the  side  of  a 
natural  hill.  The  gaUery  which  leads 
to  it  does  not  appear  ever  to  have  been 
covered  in;  the  sides  of  the  dome 
spring  directly  from  the  foundation, 
like  that  at  Cmdy,  and  not  from  a  rem 
or  circle  of  upright  pillars.  The  in- 
terior is  perfect^  smooth,  and  was 
originally  covered  over  with  plates  of 
brass ;  some  of  the  naals  which  &8tened 
these  even  yet  remaih ;  but  these  latter 
circumstances  mereh"  show  a  greater 
perfection  in  art  in  the  early  Greeks^* 
the  architectural  principle  perhaps  is 
the  same  in  both.  The  ground  plan  of 
the  great  Boyne  monument  also  nnd9  its 
analogy  in  tne  Orient ;  at  Tyre,  and  at 
Alexandria  we  find  tombs  carved  out 
of  the  solid  rock,  of  precisely  the  same 
•cruciform  shape,  having  three  mi- 
nor excavations  proiecting  from  the 
several  chambers.  But  while  we  thus 
allow  ourselves  to  c|raw.iip^  our  re- 
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collections  of  other  lands,  we  fear  our 
readers,  and  the  visitors  to  New 
Grange,  for  whose  use  in  particular 
we  write>  may  require  some  further 
information  as  to  the  measurements, 
construction,  and  hieroglyphics  of  this 
remarkable  monument.  The  top  of  the 
dome  is  nineteen  feet  six  inches  from 
the  floor,  which  is  now  covered  with 
loose  stones  and  rubbish.  From  the  en- 
trance to  the  wall  of  the  chamber  op- 
jposite  measures  eighteen  feet;  and 
Detween  the  extremities  of  the  right 
and  left  crypts,  twenty-two  feet. 
t^ach  of  the  side  chambers  are  nearly 


square,  their  sides  being  formed  of 
large  oblong  blocks  of  stone ;  but  they 
are  not  all  of  the  same  size — ^that  on 
the  right  of  the  entrance,  the  eastern, 
is  very  much  larger  than  either  of  the 
others,  and  is  also  the  most  enriched 
with  those  rude  carvings,  volutes, 
lozenges,  zig-zags,  and  spiral  lines, 
cut  into  the  stones,  and  m  some  in- 
stances standing  out  in  relief,  to  which 
we  alluded  in  describing  the  passage. 

In  order  to  afford  our  readers  some 
idea  of  these  curious  markings,  we 
have  introduced  the  accompan3ring 
illustrations. 


Here  is  one,  of  the  projecting  edge 
of  the  top  stone  in  the  southern  wall 
of  the  great  ri^ht  hand  recess.  The 
lozenges,  six  in  number,  are  cut  in 
about  three-quarters  of  an  inch  deep. 
Anodier  specimen  of  this  form  of  de- 
coration may  be  perceived  on  the  ho- 
rizontal slab  at  the  meeting  of  the 
passage  with  the  roof.  A  few  of  those 
have  carving  upon  them  of  spirals, 
eoils,  and  zig-za^  lines,  cut  by  some 
diarp  tool,  alx)ut  nalf-an^inch  in  depth. 


ing  with  a  loop,  and  in  most  instances 
having  seven  turns.  Many  of  these 
spirals,  or  scrolls,  look  like  the  first 
cLrawing  or  marking  for  the  subse- 
quent engraving  in  relief,  such  as 
we  find  in  the  finished  work  of  the 
great  flag  at  the  entrance.  These 
**  scribings*'  appear  to  have  been  done 
with  a  tool  like  the  pick  used  in 
roughening  mill-stones. 

Here  again  is  a  portion  of  the  device 
found  upon  the  roof  of  the  eastern  re- 
cess, carved  upon  a  great  flag,  12  feet 


Upon  a  carefhl  examination  of  the 
sp^td  carvinss,  we  find  them  nearly 
all  formed  ota  double  coil,  commenc- 


in  length,  which  spans  the  entire  breadtii 
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of  the  cr3rpt.  Upon  the  back  of  the  is  to  be  seen  on  a  projecting  ledge, 
same  chamber^  we  find  the  carving  re.  which  jnts  out  from  tne  back  wall^&e 
presented  in  tins  wood-engraving  wnich      a  second  roof. 


The  chamber  opposite  the  entrance^ 
afibrdsy  at  first  view,  but  few  speci* 
mens  of  this  curious  scroll-work. 
But  that  upon  the  left  (the  west- 
em)>  which  is  by  fieur  the  shallowest, 
presents  us,  besides  some  of  the 
coil-marks,  with  two  specimens,  cut 
into  its  right  hand  jamb,  totally  dif- 
ferent in  form  from  all  the  others. 


mystical  speculation,  among  the  fol- 
lowers of  the  Yallancey  school,  who 


This,  which  bears  some  resemblance 
to  the  palm-branch,  or  to  the  male 
fern,  is  not  cut  so  deep  as  the 
others ;  and  this,  which  we  find  low 
down  upon  the  side  of  the  stone  facing 
the  crypt,  likewise  differs  horn  afl 
the    rest,     and   has    excited    much 


supposed  it  to  be  an  undoubted  piece 
of  writing ;  but  what  the  language  is, 
or  what  tale  it  tells,  they  had  not  made 
up  their  minds;  and  as  that  school 
has  now  become  nearly  extinct,  we 
fear  the  matter  .is:  not  likely  to  be 
much  further  investigated  at  pseaent. 
The  following  very  remarkable  dr- 
cumstance  stru<»c  us  while:  ^vestigalk 
ingjthis  ancient  structure,  someyea^ 
ago.  We  found  that  those  carvings  IM* 
only  covered  portions  of  the  stoutt 
exposed  to  view,  but  extoided  over 
those  surfiEU^es  which,  until  some  recent 
dilapidation,  were,  completely  con- 
cealed, and  where  a  tool  could  not  have 
reached  them;  and  the  inference  is 
plain  that  tiiese  stones  were  carved 
prior  to  their  being  placed  in4heir  pre- 
sent position ;  perhaps  were  used  for 
some  anterior  purpose.  If  so,  how  mudi 
it  adds  to  their  antiquity !  The  eastern 
jamb  of  the  chambco'  opposite  Hie  en- 
trance has  fidlen  inwards,  and  reoentiy 
exposed  a  portion  of  the  under  surface 
of  a  great  flag,  which  is  now,  for  ^ 
first  time  since  the  erection  of  the 
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buildings  exposed  to  view.  This  flag 
has,  like  most  of  the  other  stones  here, 
a  sort  of  skin,  or  brownish  outer 
polish,  as  if  water-washed.  Now,  in 
all  the  exposed  carvings  upon  the 
other  stones,  the  indentures  naye  as- 
sumed more  or  less  of  the  dark  colour 
and  polish  around;  whereas  in  this 
one  tne  colour  of  the  cutting  and  the 
track  of  the  tool  is  just  as  tresh  as  if 
done  but  yesterday.  It  must  have 
been  effected  immediately  before  the 
stone    was    placed    in    its   present 

r'ltion.  Tne  question  may  well 
askedy  what  was  the  purpose  of 
those ;  are  they  mere  ornamental  carv- 
ings, or  are  they  inscriptions  from 
which  the  history  of  this  monument, 
or  whatever  it  was  originally  in- 
tended for,  might  be  learned?  Are 
they  idiographical,  or  hierographic,  in 
tiie  strict  sense  of  the  word ;  that  is, 
sacred  carving  ?  To  this  latter  we  are 
inclined ;  and  if  w^  may  be  allowed 
to  coin  a  word  to.  express  our  mean- 
ing we'  would  call  them'  Tjrmbogly- 
phics,  or  tomb'iDriiingSf  for  similar  cha- 
racters have  as  vet  only  been  found 
connected  ^ith  the  vestiges  of  ancient 
sepulchres,  as  here,  at  Dowth,  and 
in  the  counties  of  Down  and  Donegal. 
That  the  meaning  of  these  scriptures,  if 
such  they  have,  beyond  being  sacred  to 
the  dead,  shall  ever  be  brougnt  to  light 
from  the  haze  of  obscuritv  which  en- 
slurouds  them,  is  very  problematical. 

In  each  recess  we  find  an  oval, 
slightly-dished,  or  hollowed  stone  basin 
the  rude  primitive  sarcophagus.  This, 


upon  the  right-hand  chamber,  which 
is  three  feet  long,  is  one  of  the  most 
perfect,  and  diliers  from  the  others  in 
having  two  minor  indentations  cut 
upon  its  upper  concavity.  It  stands 
in  another  larger  and  shallower 
basin,  while  the  western  crypts  con- 


tain  but  one   such  sarcophagus, 
shown  here. 


as 


'  Having  conducted  our  readers  thus 
far  over  the  details,  we  think  tiie^  are 
anxious  to  know  what  is  our  opmion 
as  to  the  purpose  for  which  New 
Grange  was  constructed.  We  believe, 
with  most  modem  investigators  into 
such  subjects,  that  it  was  a  tomb,  or 
great  sepulchral  pyramid,  similar,  in 
every  respect,  to  wose  now  standing 
by  the  banks  of  the  Nile — ^firom  Da- 
shour  to  Gaza — each  consisting  of  a 
great  central  chamber,  containing  one 
or  more  sarcophagi,  led  into  by  a  Ions 
stone-covered  passage,  the  extemu 
aperture  of  which  was  concealed,  and 
the  whole  covered  witli  a  great  mound 
of  stones  or  earth,  in  a  conical  form. 
The  early  Egyptians  and  Mexican^y 
possessing  greater  art  and  better  tools 
than  the  primitive  Irish,  carved, 
smoothed,  and  cemented  their  great 
pyramids;  but  the  type  and  purpose  in 
all  is  the  same.  From  Ijlhwy  a's  descrip- 
tion we  leam,  that  when  New  Grange 
was  examined  in  1699,  it  was  found 
much  in  the  same  state  which  it  now 
presents;  that  "under  foot  there  were 
nothing  but  loose  stones,  of  every  size, 
in  comusion,  and  amongst  them  a 
great  many  bones  of  beasts,  and  some 
pieces  of  deer's  horns.*'  Neither  in 
this  account,  nor  in  that  published  in 
Boate's  Natural  History  of  Ireland, 
does  he  make  any  mention,  either  that 
"  the  bones  of  two  dead  bodies,  entire, 
not  burned,  were  found  upon  the  floor, 
in  likelihood  the  relics  of  a  husband 
and  his  wife,  whose  conjugal  affec- 
tion had  joined  them  in  their  grave^ 
as  in  their  bed  I"  as  related  twenty-five 
years  afterwards  by  Molyneux ;  nor  of 
the  **  slender  quarry-stone,  five  or  six 
feet  long,  shaped  like  a  pyramid,"  which 
the  same  authority  states  lay  on  the 
floor.  That  these  rude  bowls  or  typical 
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urns  originally  contained  hmnan  re- 
mains, we  haye  little  doobt ;  but  from  a 
carefal  examination  of  the  auihoritiefl 
whidi refer  to  the  accidental  opening  of 
New  Grange^  at  the  end  of  the  seven- 
teenth centory,  we  feel  convinced,  that 
thismonument  had  been  examined  long 
prior  to  that  date;  and,  therefore,  we 
derive  little  information  from  modem 
writings^  as  to  what  its  original  con- 
dition was.  That  the  Danes  were 
well  aware  of  their  containing  ca- 
yemS)  and  probably  knowing  that 
gold  and  treasore  was  to  be  found 
within  them,  rifled  several  of  those 
ancient  sepulchres,  we  have  undoubted 
authority ;  for  in  the  Annals  of  Ulster, 
we  read  the  fbUowiag  memorable  ac- 
count of  an  instance  of  this  descrip- 
tion; and  although  New  Gr^ge 
(which,  by  the  way,  is  a  mere  modem 
name,  which  gives  no  reference  what- 
ever, either  to  its  use,  or  locality),  is 
not  specified,  it  may  fairly  be  inferred^ 
that  it  formed  one  of  the  group  of  the 
Boyne  pyramids,  rifled  by  the  plun- 
dermg  Northmen,  ▲.n .  862.  **  The  cave 
of  Achadh  Aldai,  and  of  Cnodhba 
(Enowth),  and  the  cave  of  the  sepul- 
chre of  Boadan,  over  Dubhad  (Dowth), 
and  the  cave  of  the  wife  of  Gobhan, 
was  searched  by  the  Danes— ^tkM/  cadea 
nanperfectum  est — on  one  occasion,  that 
die  tmree  kings,  Amlafi^  Imar,  and 
Auisle,  were  plundering  the  territory 
of  Flann,  the  son  of  Conaing."  May 
not  the  cave  of  Achadh  Aldai  be  that 
which  is  now  known  as  New  Grange? 
How  far  anterior  to  the  Christian  era 


the  date  of  New  Grange  should  be 
pliu^d,  would  be  but  matter  of  specv^ 
lation.  It  may  be  of  an  age  coeval, 
or  even  anterior  to  its  brethren  on  the 
^ile. 

Were  we  to  strip  the  chamber  and 
passage  of  New  Grange  from  the  sur- 
^nn£ng  mound,  to  remove  the  dossed 
portion  of  the  cave,  and  to  replace  the 
puter  circle,  at  those  parts  where  it  is 
deficient,  we  should  have  presented  to 
a  monument   not    nnlik^   ^ 


henffe. 

Many  years  ago,  a  gold  coin  of 
Valentinian,  and  one  of  Theododns^ 
were  discovered  on  the  outside  of  the 
mound;  and,^  not  very  long  ago,  a 
labourer,  digging  a  little  to  the  west 
of  the  entrance,  oiscovered  two  smcient 
gold  torques  and  a  golden  chain  and 
two  rings.  Wliere  are  thc^?  Are  they  in 

Irish  Academy?  Have  they  been  re- 
corded in  the  proceedings  or  trans- 
actions of  that,  or  any  other  learned 
body  in  the  kingdom  ?  No  ;  we  re- 
gret to  say  they  were  carried  out  of 
tnis  countiy  by  an  Irish  nobleman,  to 
exhibit  at 'a  learned  society  on  Uie 
other  side  of  the  channel^  in  the  trans- 
actions of  which  thev  will  be  found 
figured,  together  wiu  a  letter  firom 
their  present  owner,  which,  as  he  is 
our  countryman,  we  will  not  quote  I 

Within  view  of  New  Grange,  and 
about  a  mile  distant,  seated  on  on^ 
of  the  higher  sbpes  upon  the  Boyne's 
bank,  the  third  great  cone  of  thp 
group  attracts  our  attention.  Although 


-%,,;^^5™^:  ^^Z\ 


notso  broad  at  the  base  as  New  Grange, 
it  is  more  conical;  the  building  on 
the  top  is  a  modem  stracture,  a  tea- 


house erected  by  the  late  eccentric 
Lord  Netterville;  and,  certainly,  tX- 
though   his  knowledge   or  love  6r 
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antiquities  mar  be  questioned^  Iherd 
can  be  no  doubt  of  his  having  chosen 
a  spot  from  whence  could  be  obtained 
one  of  the  noblest  prospects  in  Meath. 
A  circle  of  boulder-like  stones^  some 
traces  of  which  even  still  remain, 
originally  surrounded  the  base  of  this 
moundj  which  is  formed  entirely  of 
email  loose  stones ;  the  external  sur-» 
fece,  however,  has  been  covered  with 
a  thick  and  verdant  sod. 

We  mentioned  that  Dowth,  or 
Dubhady  had  been  ransacked  by  the 
Danes,  during  one  of  their  inroads  in 
the  ninth  century;  where  they  broached 
the  mound,  or  whether  they  examined 
its  chambers,  it  is  now  difficult  to  say. 
A  considerable  gap  occurs  in  the 
western  face  of  the  mound,  caused  bv 
large  quantities  of  the  stones  of  which 
it  Is  composed  having  been  removed 
at  different  times  to  erect  buildings  or 
to  break  up  into  the  macadamising  ma- 
terial for  the  road  which  passes  at  its 
foot.  It  has  been  said,  we  hope  without 
truth,  that  the  grand  jury  of  the  county 
have,  in  form,  presented  for  the  stones 
of  Dowth,  to  improve  the  condition  of 
their  roads. 

In  this  excavation,  on  the  western  side 
of  Dowth,  a  passage  somewhat  similar 
to  that  of  New  Grange  has  long  re- 
mained exposed ;  but,  from  the  falling  in 
of  its  sides  and  roof,  it  was  not  possible 
to  follow  it  for  more  than  a  few  yards 
on  either  side.  Whether  this  passage 
was  that  ori^nally  broken  open  b^ 
Amlaff  and  his  plundering  Danes,  it 
is  difficult  to  determine.  A  desire 
having  long  existed  to  explore  some  of 
these  monuments,  the  Committee  of 
Antiquities  of  the  Boyal  Irish  Acaden)y 
obtained  permission  from  the  trustees 
of  the  Netterville  Charity,  th6  present 
proprietors  of  the  Dowth  estiate,  to 
examine  the  interior ;  and  futids  havr 
inff  been  procured,  chiefly,  by  private 
subscription,  the  direction  of  the  work 
was  committed  to  the  care  of  Mxi 
Frith,  one  of  the  county  Dublin  sur- 
veyors ;  and  the  Board,  of  Works 
kindly  afforded  the  tools,  ox  **Plant,'^ 
for  carrying  on  the  estc^vivtions*  Se«r 
veral  excuusiops  w:ere  made  to  the 
spot,  for  the  purpose  of  deciding  the 
best  means  for  gaining  access  to  the 
interior,  as,  from  the  analogy  to  New 
Grange,  it  was  supposed  to  contain  a 
central  chamber.  Opinions  were  di- 
vided as  to  whethei*  a  perpendicular 
shaft  should  be  sunk  from  the  top  bv 
a  well-borer,  or  a  horizontal  tunnel> 
Vol.  XXX.— No.  179. 


driven  in  from  one  of  the  sides 
towards  the  centre.  The  remarkably 
loose  material  of  which  the  mound  iS 
composed,  presented  such  objections 
to  both  these  plans,  while  the  w^9f 
rent  feasibility  of  following  the  pas-* 
sage  already  opened  on  the  western 
side,  so  far,  at  least,  as  it  was  possibla 
to  follow  it,  was  so  inviting,  that  this 
latter  plan  was  adopted ;  and  no  matter 
what  may  be  the  ultimate  success,  wo 
have  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing  ift 
to  have  been  attended  with  the  most 
valuable  results.  A  catacomb,  or 
series  of  chambers,  not  unlike  those 
found  beneath  the  great  central  cham^ 
ber  in  the  largest  pyramid  of  the 
Sackara  range,  which  we  described 
some  years  ago,  has  been  fully  ex^ 
plor^d  and  rendered  accessible  to 
the  curious,  and  these  we  shall  pre« 
sently  describe.  Having  made  an 
open  cuttin^^  into  the  weist^m  side  of 
the  mound,  m  following  out  these  paa« 
sages,  it  was  certainly  the  most  ad- 
visable, as  well  as  the  cheapest  plan 
to  follow  in  the  same  course,  till  the 
center  was  reached.  In  effecting 
this,  the  modern  structure  on  the  top 
has  been  demolished ;  such,  however, 
was  indispensable,  and  it  may  act  as  a 
warning  to  all  the  future  builders  of 
tea-houses,  what  may  be  the  end  of 
their  labours.  As  yet — ^for  the  works 
are  still  in  progress — ^no  other  chamber 
has  been  met  with. 

Following  the  exposed  passage  to 
which  we  have  alreaay  alluaed,. which 
runs  eastward,  and  which  is  formed  of 
huze  upright  stones,  nine  on  the  right 
ana  eleven  on  the  left,  sunk  in  the 
ground,  and  roofed  with  large  flags, 
similar  to  that  of  New  Grange-— we 
are  led  into  a  chamber  of  a  cruciform 
shape,  and  formed,  with  slight  excep- 
tions, upon  the  type  of  that  already 
described  at  page  137,  in  the  great 
pyramid  just  alluded  to.  This  pas- 
sage is  twenty-seven  feet  long,  and  some 
pf  its  stones  are  carved  widi  circles, 
curved  and  zig-zag  lines.  Both  in  this 
passage,  and  at  the  entrances  of  several 
of  the  minor  crypts  and  recesses,  we  find 
sills,  formed  by  large  flags,  projecting 
above  the  surfece,  placed  there  appa- 
rently/or the  purpose  of  preventing  the 
external  pressure  driving  in  the  side- 
walls.  The  large  central  chamber  is 
an  irregular  oval,  nine  feet  four,  by 
seven  feet,  and  the  blocks  of  stone 
which  form  its  upright  pillars  are  fully 
as  large  as  those  round  at  New  Grange, 
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and  several  of  them  are  carved  like 
those  which  we  have  already  described 
in  that  place.  Many  of  the  carvings, 
however,  at  Dowth,  which  present 
great  beauty  of  design,  differ  somewhat 
from  those  at  New  Grange.  We  find 
here,  in  addition  to  those  already 
figured,  a  number  of  wheel-like  oma> 
ments  and  concentric  circles,  and  others 
with  lines  radiating  from  a  point ;  while 
some  very  much  resemble  the  Ogham 
character,  consisting  of  short,  straight, 
parallel  lines.  In  some  instances,  we  find 
the  representation  of  a  lotus,  or  lily- 
leaf,  carved  with  such  precision  as  to 
five  it  at  first  view  the  appearance  of  a 
:ossil.  And  what  adds  to  the  interest 
of  these  sculptures,  particularly  that 
which  we  just  described,  is,  that  the 
leaf  stands  out  about  haJf-inch  in 
relief,  while  all  the  surrounding  stone, 
for  many  feet  adjoining,    has   been 

{>icked  awfiy  with  infimte  care  and 
abour.  We  would  direct  the  atten- 
tion of  the  visitor  to  the  great  stone, 
immediately  upon  the  right  of  the  en- 
trance of  the  central  chamber — that, 
again,  upon  the  right  of  the  northern 
recess — and  others,  exposed  a  few 
weeks  ago,  in  the  remains  of  a  tomb, 
or  sepulchral  chamber,  to  the  south 
of  the  present  excavations.  In  the 
centre  of  the  chamber  stands  a  shal- 
low stone  basin,  or  rude  sarcopha- 
gus, of  an  ovoid  shape,  much  larger 
than  any  of  those  of  New  Grange, 
measuring  five  feet  in  its  longer  dia- 
meter. When  the  cave  was  recently 
opened,  only  a  fragment  of  this  basin 
was  discovered  in  its  present  locality, 
but  all  the  fragments,  nine  in  number, 
have  since  been  recovered  in  the 
chambers  and  passages  around,  and 
now  complete  the  entire.  There  are 
no  basins  in  the  three  adjoining  re- 
cesses. These  recesses  have  narrow 
entrances,  and  are  less  open  than  those 
of  New  Grange ;  that  upon  the  right, 
and  the  one  opposite  the  entrance,  arc 
each  five  feet  deep  ;  the  southern 
recess  is  six  feet  nine  in  length,  and, 
from  its  western  angle,  leads  into  an- 
other passage,  which  opens  by  a  narrow 
entrance  into  another  series  of  cham- 
bers and  passages,  the  most  extensive 
of  which  runs  nearly  southward.  The 
roof  of  the  right-hand  chamber  is  nine 
feet  seven  inches  from  the  floor. 
Creeping  through  those  dark  passages, 
and  over  the  high  projecting  sills 
which  we  have  already  described, 
we  come  to  two  small  chambers,  one 
within  another,  and  measuring  about 


two  feet  six  each  in  breadth,  running 
nearly  south-west.  Following,  how- 
ever, the  long,  southern  gallery,  we  find 
its  floor  formed  by  a  single  stone,  ten 
feet  six  long ;  and,  in  the  centre  of 
this  flag,  we  find  a  shallow  oval  exca- 
vation, capable  of  holding  about  one 
gallon  of  fluid,  and  apparently  rubbed 
down  with  some  rude  tool,  or  another 
stone — it  is  not  unlike  one  of  the 
shallow,  very  early  quearns,  in  the  mu- 
sewu  of  the  Koyal  Irish  Academy. 
Bevond  this  flag,  and  separated  from 
it  by  a  projectL^  sill,  we  find  a  ter- 
minal chamber,  with  a  sloping  roof, 
and  capable  of  holding  a  man  in  the 
sitting  posture. 

K  nothing  further  is  discovered  than 
merely  this  great  cataconib,  the  labour 
and  expense  employed  in  the  recent 
excavations  at  Dowth,  good  service  has 
been  done  to  the  cause  of  antiquarian 
research  in  this  coimtry.  It  is  possible, 
however,  that  there  may  not  be  a  cen- 
tral chamber,  but,  instead,  a  number  of 
minor  chambers  existing  in  the  circum- 
ference of  this  great  hill.  Forfriture 
excavations,  we  confess,  we  would 
prefer  to  open  one  of  the  minor 
mounds,  situated  in  the  valley  of  the 
Boyne  :  the  expense  would  be  much 
less,  and  the  probability  of  finding 
them  in  their  primitive  condition  very 
much  greater.  We  hope  to  see  the 
stones  which  formed  the  mound  of 
Dowth  replaced  in  their  original  po- 
sition, as  so  interesting  a  monument 
should  certainly  be  restored  to  the 
condition  in  which  it  was  found  by 
those  who  undertook  the  examination. 
This  is  due,  not  only  to  the  trustees 
of  the  Netterville  charity,  who  have 
permitted  the  works  to  be  carried  <», 
but  to  the  country  at  large. 

During  the  excavations,  some  very 
interesting  relics  and  antiquities  have 
been  discovered.  Among  the  stones 
which  form  the  great  heap,  or  cairn, 
were  discovered  a  number  of  globular 
stone  shot,  about  the  size  of  gnme- 
shot,  probably  sling-stones ;  within 
the  chamber,  mixed  with  tlie  clay  and 
dust  which  had  accumulated,  were 
found  a  quantity  of  bones,  consisting  of 
heaps,  as  well  as  scattered  fragments 
of  burned  bones,  many  of  which  proved 
to  be  human  ;  several  unbumed  bones 
of  horses,  pigs,  deer,  and  birds,  por- 
tions of  the  heads  of  the  short-homed 
variety  of  the  ox,  similar  to  those 
found  at  Dunshaughlin,  and  the  head 
of  a  fox.  Much  might  here  be  written 
upon  the  remains  of  the  Fauna,  known 
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to  tbe  ancient  Irish,  did  our  space 
permit;  we  can  now  merely  enume- 
rate the  articles  which  were  discovered. 
Glass  andamberbeads^some  of  unique 
shapes,  portions  of  jet  bracelets,  a  cu- 
rious stone-button  or  fibula,  bone 
bodkins^  the  copper  pins  of  fibulas, 
iron  knives  and  rings.  Some  years 
ajfo,  Mr.  Wynn,  a  gentleman  who 
then  resided  in  the  neishbourhoody 
cleared  out  a  portion  of  the  passage, 
and  foxmd  a  few  iron  antiquities,  some 
bones  of  mammals,  and  a  small  stone 
urn,  which  he  lately  presented  to  the 
Academy.  In  the  beginning  of  the 
last  century,  a  stone  urn,  somewhat 
similar  in  shape,  and  resembling  "  the 
upper  part  o£  a  man's  scull,"  was 
found  in  a  kistvaen  at  Knowth — ^this, 
we  believe,  is  now  in  the  collection  of 
the  Academy;  it  is  figured  by  Moly- 
neux. 

Did  our  time  permit,  we  could  point 
out  many  other  curious  structures 
and  ancient  remains,  both  pagan  and 
christian,  in  this  neighbourhood.  Pil- 
lar-stones, probably  monumental,  in 
numbers  all  round;  a  small  cave, 
formed  with  recesses,  similar  to  New 
Grange,  in  the  pleasure  grounds  of 
Nett^rille ;  the  remains  of  the  upright 
pillars  of  a  chamber,  at  Cloghalea, 
adjoining  the  road  leading  to  Old- 
bndge ;  a  most  extensive  ring  fort, 
or  nmitary  encampment,  in  Mr.  Blake's 
demesne;  St.  Bumid's  well ;  some  re- 
mains of  one  of  those  structures,  de- 
nominated Grant's  Graves;  the  old 
castle  of  Dowih,  and  the  interesting 
little  church  adjoining,  which  con- 
tains, built  up  in  its  w^ls,  a  specimen 
of  very  early  Irish  sculpture,  con- 
cerning which  there  is  at  present  little 
known ;  all  within  the  space  of  about 
half-a-mQe ;  or  if  we  were  to  extend 
our  range  to  the  mill  of  Kossan,  in 
Monkstown,  we  could  examine,  with 
much  interest,  another  New  Grange, 
upon  a  minor  scale,  which  has  been 
rudely  torn  asunder,  and  was  lefl  in  a 
dilapidated  condition  in  spring  last,  by 
some  Goth,  in  order  to  convert  a  few 
of  its  stones  into  gate-posts ;  but  we 
can  now  merely  £rect  attention  to 
these. 

Who  erected  these  monuments? 
to  the  memories  of  what  people  are 
they  sacred?  who  carved  these  cu- 
rious sculptures  ?  who  fought  in  these 
military  mounds  ?  what  pnest  or  war- 
rior testified  by  these  pillar-stones? 
On  all  these  we  can  but  speculate. 

We  must  leave  the  Boyne  and  its 


monuments  at  Dowth,  and  follow  the 
high  road  to  Drogheda,  although,  in 
so  doing,  we  miss  many  a  beautiful 
scene,  which  is  presented  below  the 
wooded  heights  of  Dowth  and  Farm, 
till  we  join  the  river's  bank,  at  the  con- 
fines of  Louth,  near  Oldbridge,  where 
the  Mattock  river  enters  the  Boyne. 
Here  the  road  runs  by  the  water's 
edge,  following  a  graceful  curve 
which  the  stream  makes  at  this  point* 
Upon  the  lef>,  the  rocky  banks  of 
Townley  Hall  demesne,  clothed  with 
the  most  splendid  foliage;  upon  the 
right,  the  deep  meadows  and  green 
inches  are  frinaed  by  the  woods  of 
Oldbridge,  and  m  the  centre,  upon  a 
massive  rock,  which  juts  over  the 
water,  rises  the  obelisk  raised  to  com- 
memorate the  passage  of  the  Boyne, 
when  Stuart  and  Nassau  contended  for 
the  crown  of  these  realms.  Grander 
battle-fields — ^more  extensive  plains,  as 
that  of  Waterloo  ;  or,  with  the  moun- 
tains looking  on  the  sea,  as  at  Mara- 
thon, may  easily  be  found ;  but  for  in- 
land sylvan  beauty — the  diversity  of 
hill  and  dale,  with  wooded  banks,  and 
a  shining  river — this  scene  of  action 
may  well  challenge  competition.  We 
have  neither  space  nor  desire  to  detail 
the  events  of  the  campaign,  or  discuss 
the  political  circumstances  of  the  his- 
tory of  this  country,  prior  to  the  sum- 
mer of  1690.  We  approach,  however* 
a  battle-field  on  which  a  crown  was 
contested  by  kings  in  person ;  and  it  is 
our  duty  as  topographers  to  present 
our  readers  with  a  picture  of  the  scene. 
The  high  bank,  to  which  we  already 
alluded,  upon  the  left  or  northern 
side  of  the  river,  continues  on  for  some 
distance  towards  Drogheda,  occasion- 
ally intersected  by  deep  narrow  defiles 
which  run  down  towards  the  water's 
edge.  Upon  the  right,  or  southern 
bank,  the  land  rbes,  by  a  succes- 
sion of  smooth  and  gradual  slopes, 
to  a  more  elevated  and  distant 
hill,  crowned  by  the  old  church  of 
Donore,  which  is  now  surrounded 
by  some  aged  trees.  About  three  miles 
beyond  this  point,  in  a  south-easterlv  di- 
rection, lies  Duleek,  where  some  histo- 
rians have  wished  us  to  believe  the  head 
quarters  of  the  Irish  army  was  placed  ; 
and  through  which  we  know  tbe  disas- 
trous retreat  took  place.  At  the  end 
of  Townley  Hall  demesne,  a  deep  nar- 
row valley  reaches  the  shore,  running 
nearly  north  and  south ;  and  owing  to 
the  circumstance  of  a  projecting  brow  of 
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th^hifei'i^cUnjrhllli  AS  well  fts  its  wind- 
ing ditecticfni  the  ?iew  up  tills  valley 
is  cdtnpletely  obscured,  so  that  a  whole 
army  of  mttnj  thdits^d  men  could 
easily  be  hid  from  obseryation  within 
it.  On  the  high  bank  above  it  was 
placed  William's  chief  battery.  In  this 
ratine  the  English  camp  was  placed, 
before  the  battle ;  and  since  then,  it 
has  gone  by  the  name  of  Ring  William's 
glen.  A  little  below  the  entrance  irito 
this  talley,  which  is  not  more  than  200 
paces  from  the  brink,  the  river  is  ford- 
able  at  low  water,  for  the  tide  affects 
the  stream  fbr  about  half-a-mile  farther 
tip.  On  the  opposite  side,  stood,  be- 
fore the  battle>  a  small  hamlet,  formed 
of  rude  cabins ;  and  below  this  point, 
the  river  greatly  enlarges,  and  is 
broken  into  numerous  Islands.  The 
largest  of  these  are  Grove  and  Yellow 
Islands,  which  latter  contains  as  many 
as  sixteen  English  acres.  Above  the 
ford  of  Oldbridge,  the  Boyne  narrows 
remarkably.  The  fbrd  Itself  is  passable 
even  for  a  carriage  and  horses,  dur- 
ing the  summer  season,  at  very  low 
water ;  a  lane  now  leads  down  from 
the  Drogheda  road  to  it ;  and  below 
this  point,  among  the  islands,  there 
are  two  or  three  other  shallows, 
through  which,  under  particular  cir- 
cumstances, a  man  can  wade.  The 
plantations  at  Oldbridge  obscure  tt 
portion  of  the  battle^neld;  but  as 
the  hottest  part  df  the  contest  took 
place  upon  the  Drogheda,  or  eastern 
side  of  these,  a  person  standing  upon 
the  height  which  bounds  the  road  on 
the  south  side  of  the  river,  ciln  take  in 
the  entire  battle-field,  from  the  obelisk 
to  Donore,  at  a  glance.  Drogheda 
lies  about  two  miles]  lower  down  the 
river,  and  Slane  is^aboilt  five  miles  to- 
wards the  west. 

The  Irish  army  passed  the  river  at 
Drogheda,  and,  turning  to  the  right, 
encamped  on  the  slopes  enclosed  by  a 
curve  of  the  Boyne,  which  rise  gra- 
dually, from  Oldbridge  to  the  limits 
of  Donore,  where  Ring  James  took 
up  his  quarters,  and  slept  the  night 
before  the  battle,  in  the  old  church  at 
that  place. 

Nearly  opposite  the  Yellow  Island, 
on  some  projecting  hillocks  in  advance 
of  the  right  of  the  Irish  lines.  King 
James's  batteries  were  erected — the 
place  is  now  marked  by  a  fir  plan- 
tation \  while  the  village  of  Oldbridge 
was  defended,  and  some  rude    ont- 

orks  thrown  up  in  its  neighbourhood. 


Thfe  etact  pdsttion  of  each  geti^ral's 
division  has  not,  With  certain ly»  b^n 
ascertained  in  either  army.  WilHftm's 
forces  inarched  from  Ardee  tipon  the 
SOth  of  June.  Having  arrived  within 
view  of  Drogheda,  the  position  of  the 
Irish  encampment,  stretching  albog 
the  Slopes  of  Donore,  was  At  once  re- 
cognised. The  English  army  theti 
t limed  io  thfe  right,  we^ward,  along 
the  brow  of  the  ridge  we  have  de- 
scribed, bv  which  it  wAi,  ih  a  great 
measure,  concealed ;  and  having*  ar- 
rived nearly  opposite  its  opponent, 
was  halted  behind  the  hill,  antl  within 
the  gleh,  facing  th^  fbrd  at  Oldbridge. 
The  English  gtms  being  planted  on 
the  sutlimlt  df  the  heights  fkcing  the 
enemy;  and  Immediately  above  the  pre- 
sent mod^rh  rbad,  WilliaM  had  diis 
advantage  of  pdsitidn,  that  t^hlle  his 
own  army  was  completely  concealed 
from  view,  every  teht  iti  that  of  his 
opponent  was  pUilnly  mapped  befbre 
him,  and  many  of  th^m  within  point- 
blank  range  of  his  cannon.  It  is  re- 
lated, that  the  Prinze  of  Orange  rode 
with  hi§  staff  alohg  the  heights  t^hich 
runs  parallel  ^Ith  the  river.  George 
Story,  an  eye-witness  of  the  ScenCf 
relates  the  following  incident,  ^hich 
<re  insert  principally  because  we  have 
been  enabled,  from  a  very  cafeful  Ex- 
amination or  the  locality,  to  decide 
upon  the  exact  spot  where  it  occurred. 

<*  His  majesty  rid  On  to  the  pass  at 
OldBridge,  dnd  stood  upon  Uie  side  of 
the  bank,  within  musquet  ^hot  of  the 
Ford,  there  to  thake  his  observations 
on  the  enemies'  camp  and  posture; 
there  stood  a  small  party  of  the  enemies' 
horse,  in  a  little  island  within  the  river ; 
and  on  the  other  bank,  there  were  ae- 
veral  hedges,  and  little  Irish  houses 
almost  close  to  the  river ;  there  was  one 
house  likewise  of  stone,  that  had  aoourt, 
and  some  little  works  about  it;  this, 
the  Irish  had  filled  with  sduldiers,  and 
all  the  hedges,  and  little  houses  We  saw, 
were  llhed  and  filled  with  musqtieteers ; 
there  were  also  several  brest-works 
cast  up  to  the  right,  just  at  the  Ford. 
However,  this  was  the  place  through 
which  his  majestv  resolved  to  force  his 
way  ;  and,  therefore,  he  and  his  great 
officers  spent  some  time  in  contriving 
the  methods  of  passing,  and  the  places 
where  to  plant  our  batteries.  Alter 
some  time*  bis  majesty  rid  about  200 
yards  further  up  the  river,  nigh  the 
west  of  all  the  enemies'  camp;  and 
whilst  his  army  was  marching  io,  he 
alighted,  and  sate  him  down  upoh  a 
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self;  whilst  his  majesty  sato  there,  we 
observed  fire  gentleman  of  the  Irish 
armj,  ride  softly  alopg  the  other  side, 
and  make  their  remarks  upon  our  men 
as  they  marched  in  ;  t^ose,  1  heard  af- 
terwards, were  the  Duke  of  Berwick, 
mj  Lord  Tyrconel,  Sdrcefield,  Parker, 
Jtnd  some  say,  Lauztin.  Captain  Pow- 
nel,  of  Colonfel  Lferison's  regiment,  was 
sent  with  a  party  of  horse  and  dra- 
goons, towards  the  bHdg  of  Slane ; 
tod  whilst  his  majesty  sate  on  the  grass, 
(being  aboat  an  hour,)  there  came  some 
of  the  Irish,  with  long  guns,  and  shot  at 
our  dragoons,  who  went  down  to  the 
river  to  drink,  and  some  of  ours  went 
down  to  return  the  favour  then  a  party 
of  about  forty  horse  advanced  very 
slowly,  and  stood  upon  a  plowd  field, 
over  agfainst  us,  for  near  half  an  hour, 
and  so  retured  to  their  canity ;  this  small 
party,  as  I  have  heard  from  their  own 
officers  since,  brought  two  field-pieces 
amongst  them,  dropping  them  by  an  hede 
on  theplowd  land  undiscovered ;  they  did 
not  ofier  to  fire  them,  tillhfs  majesty  was 
mounted  ;  and  then,  he  and  the  rest, 
riding  softly  the  same  way  back,  their 
gunner  fires  a  piece,  which  killed  tis  two 
horses  and  a  man,  about  100  yards 
above  where  the  king  was  i  but  irnine. 
diately  comes  a  second,  whibh  bad  been 
almost  a  fatal  one,  for  it  e^raised  upon 
the  bank  of  the  river ;  and  in  the  risfaig, 
slanted  upon  the  kine's  right  shoulder, 
took  out  a  piece  of  his  coat,  and  tore 
the  skin  and  flesh,  and  afterward  broke 
the  head  of  a  gentleman's  pistol/ 

William  took,  it  seems,  but  'little 
notice  of  it,  but  rode  qtiletly  back  into 
the  glen ;  the  enemy  W0re>  however^ 
80  far  deceived,  that  they  raised  a 
great  shout,  and  an  express  was  im- 
mediately sent  off  to  the  Continent, 
and  bonfires  actually  lighted  in  Paris 
to  celebrate  the  fall  of  Nadsaa. 

The  place  where  this  accident  oc- 
curred was  on  the  side  of  a  small 
hillock,  by  the  water's  edge,  a  little  be- 
low the  glen,  Arom  which  the  stohes 
baye  been  taken  to  build  the  obelisk 
erected  just  beside  it. 

William  having  determined  to  cross 
the  river,  shewed  considerable  fore- 
thought in  making  his  arrangements 
accordingly.  The  next  morning,  July 
the  first,  at  a  very  early  hour,  he 
sent  10,000  horse  and  foot  up  the 
river,  to  cross  at  Slane,  so  that  they 
should  be  in  a  position  to  attack  the 
lefl  wing  of  the  Irish,  about  the  same 
time  that  the  ebb-tide  allowed  the  ford 
at  Oldbridge  to  become  passable — at 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  'this 
division  did  not  go   up  as  high  as 


Slane,  as  is  generally  supposed,  but 
passed  the  river  at  a  ford  above  Ross- 
naree. 

The  orange-and-green  have  long  been 
party- words  in  Ireland — are  our  readers 
aware  of  the  fact,  that  while  the  Irish 
troops  wore  pieces  of  white  paper  in 
their  caps^  every  English  soldier  was 
decorated  with  a  branch  of  green? 

As  soon  as  the  tide  turned,  the  pas- 
sage of  the  rivet*  was  attempted  in  four 
different  places*  A  little  below  the 
obelisk,  at  the  present  fordi  AM)ing  the 
canal-bridge — and  it  was  opposite  this 
point,  upon  the  Meath  side,  that 
Schomberg  was  killed,  having  crossed 
with  the  Blue  Dutch  Guards.  The 
second  passage  was  made  through  the 
Grove  Xslaodi  by  the  French  and 
Enniskilleners,  where  some  of  the 
Irish  hors^  were  placed ;  the  third, 
was  over  the  upper  point  of  the 
Yellow  isl&nd,  by  Hamner's  and  Count 
Nassau's  horse ;  and  the  left  wing  of 
the  English  horse,  consisting  of  Danes 
and  Dutch,  passed,  or  swam,  at  a  very 
deep  and  dangerous  part  of  the  river, 
opposite  the  situation  of  the  Irish  bat- 
teriesi  and  where  the  margin  of  the 
stream  is  wet  and  swampy.  Here  it 
was,  however,  that  William,  himself, 
with  his  arm  in  a  sling  from  the  effects 
of  his  wound,  plunged  into  the  stream, 
with  Colonel  Woolstey,  and  passed  with 
great  diffionlty,  ''for  his  horse  was 
bogg'd  on  the  other  side,  and  he 
was  forced  to  alight,  till  a  gentleman 
heln'd  him  to  get  his  horse  out." 

Here  our  delcriirtion  ends :  the  fight 
became  promiscuous  upon  the  opposite 
slopes^^the  re^h  has  been  already 
known  and  felt  We  should  like,  'tis 
true,  to  fight  this  battle  over  again, 
and  record  the  gallant  deeds  of  the 
O'Neals  and  Schombergs — the  Caille- 
motes  and  Sorsfields — of  Berwick,  Sid- 
ney, Ginkle,  Geraldine,  Hamilton,  and 
otners  ^ho  have  left  us  material  for 
many  &  trlbtite  to  their  fame.  But  this, 
at  present,  is  denied  us  ;  some  other 
day  we'll  try  our  hand  at  this  "grievous 
battle,"  so  bfavely  fought  by  a  compa- 
ratively young  but  experienced  general, 
gallant  in  the  field,  and  wise  in  council, 
with  a  highly-disciplined  army,  trained 
in  many  a  hard-contested  field — against 
a  weak  and  vacillating  prince,  ad- 
vanced in  years,  and  borne  down  by 
misfortunes,  neither  wise  in  council 
nor  brave  in  action,  standing  in  the 
rere,  but  not  commanding,  an  army, 
which,   however  great  Jts   devotion. 
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wnst  a  large  portion  of  it  at  leasts  raw>  lad,  which  has  heen  lately  forwarded 

undisciplined^    and  ill-sapplied    with  to  the  editor,  by  some  unknown,  but- 

arms.  certainly  not  unpoetic  correspondent. 

In  years  gone  by,  the  corporation  of  to  whom  he  here  offers  his  thanks, 

Drogheda  paid  an  anniversary  visit  to  and  requests  the  pleasure  of  his  or  her 

the  obelisk,  erected  to  commemorate  the  acquaintance.     There  are  some  senti- 

first  of  July,  to  drink  "  the  glorious,  ments  and  a  few  passages  in  this  poem 

pious,  and  immortal  memory  "  in  the  which  we  would  rather  omit ;  but  as 

waters  of  the  Boyne,  and  sing —  it  is  not  ours,  and  is,  on  the  whole,  for 

t>  July  iheflnt,  in  oidbridge  town,  a  Williamite  ballad,  honest,  spirited. 

There  WM"      *      •      •      •  and  historically  true,  we  insert  it  instead 

No— -we  won't  finish,  but  present  our  of  the  old  party-song,  merely  making  a 

readers  with  the  following  graphic  bal-  few  verbal  alterations.  W. 

THE  BOTME  WA.TEB. 
THE  OLD  BALLAD  RBTOVCHSD. 

*Twas  bright  July's  first  morning  clear. 

Of  umor^otten  glory. 
That  made  this  stream,  through  ages  dear, 

Benown'd  in  song  and  story. 
Yet,  not  her  charms  on  history's  page— 

For  Nature's  own  I  sought  her ; 
And  took  my  pleasant  pilgrimage. 

To  see  the  sweet  Boyne  water. 

Here,  musing  on  these  peaceful  banks. 

The  mind  looks  back  in  wonder ; 
And  visions  rise  of  hostile  ranks, 

Impatient,  kept  asunder : 
From  every  land  a  warrior  band-» 

For  Europe  owns  the  quarrel— 
His  hand  shall  clench  no  barren  branch. 

That  snatches  this  day's  laurel. 

All  conquering  William— great  Nassau ! 

•    Her  crown  a  realm  decreed  him ; 
And  here  he  vindicates  her  law. 

And  champions  here  her  freedom. 
And  ne'er  let  valour  lose  its  meed*. 

A  foe  right  nobly  banded. 
Though  changeless  love  for  king  and  creed 

With  treason's  stain  be  branded. 

Ah,  wherefore  cannot  kings  be  great. 

And  rule  with  man  approvmg? 
Or  why  should  creeds  enlandle  hate, 

And  all  their  precepts,  loving  ? 
Here,  on  a  cast,  land,  life,  and  ftmie. 

Faith,  freedom— all  abide  it : 
A  glorious  stake  I— play  out  the  game. 

Let  war's  red  cue  decide  it  I 

Now  strike  the  tents — ^the  rolling  drums 

Their  loud  defiance  beating. 
Right  for  the  ford  brave  Schomber^  comes ; 

And  Sarsfield  gives  him  greetmg. 
Grenade  and  musket— hut  and  hedge 

In  flame  unintermitting ; 
I*  the  very  sedge,  by  the  water's  edge. 

The  angry  fuse  is  spitting. 
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The  banks  are  steep,  the  stream  is  deep. 

The  eannon  deadly  knelling ; 
On  man  and  horse,  o'er  many  a  corse, 

Th'  impeded  tide  is  swelling  ; 
Yet  firm,  as  'twere  some  pageant  brave. 

To  their  trumpets'  notes  advancing ; 
And  plumes  and  pennons  proudly  wave. 

And  their  eager  swords  aie  glancing. 

With  arms  held  high,  and  powder  dry, 

Fast  on  the  bank  they're  forming  : — 
Shame  on  those  Kerne  1  the  steeps  they  fly. 

Should  baffle  Endand's  storming.  # 

But  stand  together — ^hrmly  stand  I 

Down  the  defile,  and  crushing 
Like  loosen'd  rocks,  to  the  crowded  strand, 

Come  headlong  squadrons  rushing. 

Gallantly  done,  bold  Hamilton ! 

The  scared  Dane  flies  before  him  ; 
What  can  the  Huguenot's  pikeless  gun 

'Gainst  the  s^res  flashing  o'er  him  ? 
Their  leader  down — down  in  his  blood — 

And  William  at  a  distance 
Unhors'd,  but  toiling  through  the  flood 

To  back  their  brave  resistance. 

And  back  they  go,  the  unsated  foe. 

Still  threatening,  though  retreating. 
Away!  the  Walloon  broadsword's  blow 

Will  never  need  repeating. 
And  away  together,  hilt  to  hilt. 

Through  the  firighted  hamlet  going ; 
The  lavish  blood  like  water  spilt. 

In  its  narrow  streetway  flowing. 

The  heights  are  carried :  far  and  wide 

Are  battle-lines  extended ; 
Morass  and  mound — on  every  side. 

And  at  every  point  defended. 
A  moment  well  might  William  halt ; 

In  front  a  force  so  shielded ; 
But  prompt  th'  impetuous  assault. 

And  post  on  post  is  yielded. 

But  still  the  rattle  and  the  roar. 

And  fliffht,  and  hot  pursuing ; 
And  Berwick  rallies  onl5unore. 

The  conflict  fierce  renewing. 
No  toil  too  great  that  wins  renown : 

The  fight  seems  still  beginning  ; 
Proud  valor's  meed  is  fortune's  crown. 

And  that  crown  is  William's  winning. 

But  where  is  James  ?    What  ?  urged  to  fly 

Ere  quailed  his  brave  defenders  I 
Their  dead  in  Oldbridge  crowded  lie, 

But  not  a  sword  surrenders : 
Again  they've  found  the  'vantage  ground ; 

Their  zeal  is  still  untiring ; 
As  slowly  William  hems  them  round 

In  narrowing  ring  still  firing. 
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O'NeiU's  upon  the  English  front 

With  whirlwind  fury  wheeling  ; 
And,  flank  or  front,  where'er  the  brunt 

Their  stoutest  columns  reeling : 
Up,  Brandenburg  1  the  bravest  yield. 

The  hoof  they're  trodden  under : 
On,  Inniskillings  I  and  the  field 

Shakes  to  Sieir  tramp  of  thunder ! 

And  through  and  through  the  stubborn  spears 
^  HP  *     Such  awful  gaps  theyVe  cleaving — 

Though  Hamilton  still  charging,  cheers. 
The  field's  beyond  retrieving. 
•  Oh,  Hamilton  I  a  hero  now 

O'er  prostrate  foemen  riding : 
A  moment  more,  and  where  art  thou  ? 
A  foe  thy  rein  is  guiding. 

Thy  routed  comrades  crowd  the  pass ; 

The  weak  impede  the  stronger ; 
And  terror  strikes  the  yielding  mass,    ; 

And  the  brave  are  bold  no  longer." 
Tis  done :  that  beacon  of  the  fight — 

That  hope — the  crown  redeeming ! 
In  heaven's  sight,  in  victory's  light. 

The  English  Banner's  gleaming ! 

Now,  Drogheda,  undo  thy  gate- 
Saint  Mary's  bell's  a-ringing ; 

The  Millmount  captives,  snatch'd  from  fate. 
Their  grateful  hymns  are  singing : 

From  dale  and  down,  from  field  and  fell. 
The  sulphurous  clouds  are  clearing; 

The  Boyne  with  full  but  gentle  swell. 
In  beauty  reappearing. 

But,  search  the  field,  what  friends  are  lost 

May  claim  our  brief  lamenting : 
No  victory  wanting  victory's  cost 

Its  scenic  show  presenting. 
Schomberg,  the  silver  hair'd,  is  down — 

Caillemote  no  trump  awaketh — 
And  Walker,  with  his  mural  crown. 

His  last,  deep  9lumber  taketh  1 

Well — ^honour'd  be  the  graves  that  close 

O'er  every  bold  ana  true  heart  1 
And  sorrows  sanctified  repose 

Thy  dust,  discrowned  Stuart ! 
O'er  scenes  like  these  our  hearts  may  ache 

When  calmly  we  review  them — 
Yet  each  awake  its  part  to  take 

If  time  should  e'er  renew  them. 

Here  from  my  hand  as  from  a  cup 

I  pour  this  pure  libation ; 
And  ere  I  drink,  I  offer  up 

One  fervent  aspiration — 
Let  man  with  man — let  kin  with  kin 

Contend  through  fields  of  slaughter — 
Whoever  fights,  may  Freedom  win  I 

As  then  at  the  feoyne  water.  .  *"'i*'t/> 

^'^''     '  \  ^  '' 
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546 ;  The  Veiled  Image  at  8ais,  from 
the  German  of  Schiller,  546 ;  Roldo, 
from  the  German  of  Uhland,  548 ;  The 
AIarm>Bell  of  Cologne,  from  the  Ger- 
man of  Seidl,55l ;  The  Ruined  Church 
of  Winanderban,  from  the  German  of 
Seidl,  552 ;  The  Conversion  of  Wite- 
kind,  from  the  German  of  VogI,  553 ; 
Hypochondriasis,  from  the  German  of 
Count  Aoersperg,  557;  The  Old 
Man's  Plaint,  6%;  Sonnet  on  the 
Death  of  Professor  MacCuUagh,  705; 
Mick  MuUoy  and  the  Blessed  Lateerin, 
being  No.  IX.  of  the  Kisboge  Papers, 
706;  The  Boyne  Water  — the  old 
Ballad  retouched,  746. 

Poor  and  Pauper,  606. 

Prout*8  (Father)  New  Book,  touching, 
by  Morgan  Rattler,  442. 

Hegner  Lodbrok,  Death-Chant  of,  214. 

Reviews — The  Scenery  and  Poetry  of 
the  English  Lakes,  a  Summer  Ramble, 
by  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.,  33;  Let- 
ters on  the  present  state  of  Legal 
Education  in  England  and  Ireland, 
by  H.  H.  Jo^,  Esq.,  57;  Festus,  a 
Poem,  by  Philip  James  Bailey,  91 ; 
A  Descriptive  and  Statistical  Ac- 
count of  the  British  Empire,  &c.,  by 
J.  R.  M*Culloch,  105;  Them's  Irish 
Almanack  and  Official  Directory  for 
1847,  105;  Specimens  of  the  Early 
Native  Poetry  of  Ireland,  in  English 
Metrical  Translations  by  various 
hands,  with  Historical  and  Biogra- 
phical Notices,  by  Henry  R.  Mont- 
gomery, 127;  Irish  Popular  Songs, 
with  English  Metrical  Translations, 
and  Introductory  Remarks  and  Notes, 
by  Edward  Walsh,  145 ;  America,  its 
Realities  and  Resources,  &c.,  by 
Francis  Wyse.  Esq.,  193;  Lyell's 
Travels  in  North  America,  193; 
Fotherstonhaugh's  Excursion  through 
the  Slave  States,  from  Washington 
on  the  Potomac  to  the  Frontiers  of 
Mexico,  193;  Wayfaring  Sketches 
among  the  Greeks  and  Turks,  by  a 
Seven- Years'  Resident  in  Greece,  241 ; 
Tancred,  or  the  New  Crusade,  by 
B.  D'lsraeli,  M.P.,  253;  A  Whim  and 
its  Consequences,  253 ;  the  Fortunes 
of  Colonel  Torlogh  O'Brien,  a  Tale 
of  the  Wars  of  King  James,  253; 
Travels  in  the  Steppes  of  the  Caspian 
Sea,  the  Crimea,  the  Caucasus,  &c., 
byXavier  de  Hell,  298;  Men,  Wo- 
men, and  Books,  a  Collection  of 
Sketches,  Essays,  and  Critical  Me- 
moirs, by  Leigh  Hunt,  386;  Mate- 
rials for  a  History  of  Oil  Painting,  by 
Charles  Lock  Eastlake,  R.A.,  &c., 
422 ;  Facts  and  Figures  from  Italy, 
by  Don  Jeremy  Savonarola,  442; 
Narrative  of  a  Journey  Round  the 


World,  during  the  years  1841-2,  by 
Sir  Georgo  Simpson,  Governor-in- 
chief  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company's 
Territories,  &c.,  465;  Digest  of  Evi- 
dence taken  before  Her  Majesty's 
Commissioners  of  Inquiry  into  the 
State  of  the  Law  and  Practice  in  re- 
spect to  the  Occupation  of  Land  in 
Ireland,  Part  L,  481 ;  Lives  of  Illus- 
trious and  Distinguished  Irishmen, 
from  the  earliest  times  to  the  present 
period,  &c.,  by  James  Wills,  51 1 ; 
Theoria,  by  Digby  P.  Starkey,  566 ; 
Church  Melodies,  by  Viscount  Mas- 
sereene  and  Ferrard,  566 ;  the  Sha- 
dow of  the  Pyramid,  a  Series  of  Son- 
nets, by  Robert  Ferguson,  566 ;  the 
Bachelor  of  the  Albany,  by  the  author 
of  the  Falcon  Family,  592 ;  the  Con- 
stitutional History  of  the  University 
of  Dublin,  by  D.  C.  Heron,  609 ;  Re- 
port of  the  Case  of  D.  C.  Heron  before 
the  Visitors  of  Trinity  College,  Dub- 
lin, 609:  The  Unseen  World — commu- 
nications with  it,  real  or  imaginary, 
including  Apparitions,  Warnings, 
Haunted  Places,  &c.,  &c.,  632. 

Schiller,  the  Veiled  Image  at  Sais,  from 
the  German,  546. 

Seidl,  the  Alarm-Bell  at  Cologne,  from 
the  German,  551 ;  the  Ruined  Church 
of  Winanderban,  552. 

Simpson,  Sir  George,  Narrative  of  a 
Journey  Round  the  World,  during  the 
years  1841-2,  reviewed,  465. 

Snaidr,  Karel  Sudimir,  the  Marvellous 
Bell,  a  Popular  Legend,  from  the 
Bohemian,  439. 

Snorro,  from  the  Danish,  320. 

Stray  Leaflets  from  the  German  Oak, 
No.  IV.,  Charon  and  Catiline,  from 
Kleist — The  Veiled  Image  at  Sais, 
from  Schiller — Roldo,  from  Uhland — 
The  Alarm-Bell  of  Cologne,  from 
Seidl— The  Ruined  Church  of  Winan- 
derban, from  Seidl — The  Conversion 
of  Witekind,  from  Vogl — Hypochon- 
driasis, from  Count  Auersperg,  546. 

Starkey,  Digby  P.,  Theoria,  reviewed, 

Talleyrand,  Prince,  Leaves  from  the 
Life  of,  Part  IIL,  41 ;  Part  IV.,  Con- 
clusion, 376. 

Them's  Irish  Almanack  and  Official 
Directory  for  1847,  reviewed,  105. 

Torlogh  O'Brien,  the  Fortunes  of,  re- 
viewed, 253. 

Uhland,  Roldo,  from  tbe  German,  548. 
Ulm,  tbe  Cathedral  of,  308. 
University    Reform — Trinity    College, 
609. 
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Unseen  World,  the,  communications 
with,  real  or  imaginary,  including  ap- 
paritions, &o.,  reviewed,  631. 

VogI,  the  Conversion  of  Witekind,  from 
the  German,  553. 

Walsh,  Edward,  Irish  Popular  Songs, 
with  Translations,  &c.,  reviewed,  146. 

Watcher,  the,  from  the  Reminiscenoes.of 
a  Bachelor,  526. 

Wayfaring  Sketches  among  the  Greeks 
and  Turks,  by  a  Seven-Years'  Resi- 
dent in  Greece,  reviewed,  241. 


Whim,  a,  and  its  Cooseqnenees,  review- 
ed, 25a 

Wilhelm  Tell,  from  the  Swiss,  815. 

Wills,  James,  Lives  of  Illustrious  and 
Distinguished  Irishmen,  from  the  ear- 
liest times  to  the  present  period,  &c.» 
reviewed,  51 1. 

WitchBnders,  an  Evening  with  the,  1 ; 
Another  Evening,  146. 

Wyse,  Francis,  America,  its  Reali- 
ties and  Resources,  l(C,  reviewed, 
193. 
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